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1927-2011



‘It was a lesson about ordinary people and the lesson was
that they were not ordinary.”

Australian Prime Minister Paul Keating,
Remembrance Day 1993



Paris 1917

Afterwards, she would find herself unable to describe the
old man with whom they shared the elevator, other than a
lascivious smile, as if he knew. She would forget the hotel
lobby, the desk clerk, the room, even the view out the
window which she knew must be the Luxembourg Gardens.
I want . .. he said, but she stopped him with a kiss and pulled
him into the room. She worked her hand through the front of
his coat, shirt and undershirt to the warm smooth skin of his
stomach. She felt the kick all the way up her arm.

Still locked in the kiss, he undid the buttons of her blouse,
pulled up the camisole and ran his arms around her waist.
This time the feeling started deep in her chest, spreading heat
from there. They squirmed out of their clothes and stood
there in boots, pants puddled around their ankles. He started
walking forward towards the bed, she backwards, baby steps,
still joined in the kiss. She tripped and he caught her in his
strong arms before she fell. Together they collapsed onto the
floor, laughing as they pulled off their boots. Naked now, they



embraced again. He lay on his side and drew a line with his
fingers from her toes up one leg over her hips belly breast and
face and down the other side. He moaned when she touched
him. They made love there on the floor.

Later she got up and surveyed the room, their clothes
leading from the door, his boots, the last thing to come off,
at the bottom of the bed. She would remember none of those
details but would never forget the long lateral muscles of his
back, where angel wings would start. And the shame. She
would never forget the shame.

He looked up at her and smiled and she saw momentarily
in his face the face of her brother. What? he said.

Nothing, she said. You’re beautiful.
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