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      The first question rattled her. It gave her the feeling of stepping on a step that wasn’t there. But Eva had told her when they first began their sessions that she liked to ask the hard questions and Rebecca had to be prepared.

      ‘Like George Negus,’ Eva had joked, releasing a throaty chuckle.

      Rebecca soon came to realise that this woman spoke the truth, always. Often that was hard to bear.

      Today, she had only just sat down on the faded sofa in Eva’s office when she was hit with it.

      ‘How did you love your brother?’

      She wasn’t expecting Luke to be the focus of her therapy just yet. Rebecca had hoped there would be more time before she was forced to go there. Surely Joe would be the logical person to begin with, she thought.

      ‘How?’ she asked.

      Eva nodded.

      The word ricocheted off the surfaces of Rebecca’s mind, but she couldn’t focus; she could only gasp. There were just some things she’d never been able to articulate. Trying to answer Eva’s question was like trying to describe waiting for a set – that potent mix of trepidation and excitement. In the past, she’d attempted to put the experience into words, but nothing she’d ever written had measured up. Nothing had ever truly captured that sensation. Her feelings for Luke fell into the same category. They were indescribable.

      ‘Unconditionally?’ she replied, her voice rising, the response a question in itself.

      ‘This isn’t a test, Rebecca. There is no right or wrong answer, just the truth.’ She paused a moment before repeating the question.

      ‘How did you love him?’

      She didn’t have an answer. Rebecca didn’t know how she had loved Luke … or how she loved him still. She tried again to think of a way to say it, but nothing came. She shook her head, defeated.

      Eva looked at her for a moment then jotted down an unreadable sentence – her handwriting was a scrawl – underlining the words three times. Her pen left blue grooves in the paper.

      ‘This will be a good point of reference,’ she said.

      Eva’s second question was simpler.

      ‘Why are you here?’

      Even though Rebecca knew exactly how she was going to respond – in fact, she had already played this particular scenario out in her imagination – she took a deep breath before answering.

      ‘I truly believe I’m losing my mind. Losing myself.’

      Her psychiatrist smiled gently and tapped the point of her biro lightly on the notepad.

      ‘That’s an excellent place to begin.’
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      ‘My brother and I showered together until we were thirteen or so, until my mother found us examining each other’s “bibs and bobs”, as she liked to say. We weren’t regular siblings. Twins aren’t regular. We bathed together, slept together and played together long after regular brothers and sisters would have stopped because, well … we always had. It was painful when Mum forced us to stop, a little like trying to pull apart two pieces of paper after the glue has dried. It’s never neat. There’s always damage. We had an unusual family dynamic, I realise now, although Mum and Dad did a good job of keeping everything as normal as they could. It must have been extremely difficult for my parents at times.’

      Eva looked over her bifocals at Rebecca.

      ‘Do you realise you always refer to Luke as “my brother”?’

      ‘No,’ replied Rebecca, shivering, suddenly aware of the boxy portable air cooler whirring in the corner blowing cold air on her naked arms.

      But she did. It was a conscious choice she made, a way of distancing herself from Luke.

      ‘I grew up extremely close to my sister,’ Eva said. ‘She was only a year older than me and we were very close. We still are. But your experience must be different. What was it like being a twin to Luke?’ she asked, pen poised.

      Turning to the misted, rain-splattered window, Rebecca scoured her mind, attempting to express plainly the nature of existing as her brother’s twin. Her hands began to shake. She pressed them under her thighs, breathed deeply, taking in the pungency of Eva’s coffee brewing in the kitchen.

      ‘Luke was more than a brother. He was my best friend, my protector and my sounding board. It was freeing, I suppose, to have that person always within reach. But for me, that security brought with it an overwhelming sense of responsibility. It tethered me to him.’

      Eva hastily scrawled notes in her untamed cursive, four words to a line. As her pen scratched the paper, Rebecca caught sight of the tattoo on the soft, loose underside of Eva’s forearm. Six numbers faded with time but still present.

      ‘Describe your most powerful memory of him,’ Eva said.

      Rebecca crossed her legs and repositioned the cushions behind her back. The psychiatrist sat in a cracked leather armchair and looked at her from the other side of the vintage steamer trunk that served as a coffee table. Eva was short and round-faced with tight silver curls. In her seventies, Rebecca guessed, but perhaps older if she’d been in a camp during World War II. Her hazel eyes were sharp though, like cut crystal.

      ‘There’s not just one memory in particular that stands out,’ she lied, running her fingers through the altered texture of her shorn hair, the sensation still a novelty. ‘It’s been almost thirty years. All the memories have blurred together.’

      Eva sensed Rebecca’s reluctance to elaborate. She smiled and rose.

      ‘I’ll get the coffee.’

      Making coffee was what Eva did when Rebecca hedged. Heimo had warned Rebecca of the doctor’s eccentricities – this was one of them. Breaking the doctor-patient seal by exiting the room defied current practice. Eva used it as a pause to allow her patient to frame their responses. Heimo had said that her methods were somewhat unorthodox but highly effective.

      While Rebecca waited, her eyes moved around the office. Despite the cobwebs in the corners of the ceiling and the peeling paint, she was comfortable in this stuffy room overlooking a laneway lined with wheelie bins. The walls weren’t hung with the degrees and inspirational quotes she’d expected to find in a psychiatrist’s office. The furnishings didn’t match and there was a thick, dull varnish of dust on the windowsill. Rebecca appreciated the unconcealed decay, thinking that if a different, younger, more Bondi owner had their way, they would restore and remodel the apartment at once, thereby stripping it of its charm.

      Eva returned with a tray holding a moka pot and two small cups.

      ‘I much prefer moka to the espresso they make in the cafes around here. It’s so grainy, like molten mud.’

      Rebecca nodded. Eva always said this as she poured the coffee, although sometimes she likened it to ‘hot lava’ or ‘warm sludge’.

      ‘I was thinking when I was in the kitchen,’ Eva continued. Rebecca leaned closer. After almost forty years in Australia the doctor’s accent remained thick and gritty, much like the coffee they were drinking.

      ‘The 1980s weren’t so long ago. You must remember songs from that time, outfits you wore. I remember my daughter seemed to wear a lot of ruffles and frills back then.’ She glanced at Rebecca and laughed, then took up her notepad and pen again. She scribbled in the corner of a page, testing the ink.

      ‘Why have the memories of Luke become blurred?’

      Rebecca shrugged. Sipped her espresso. Her heart now beat so frantically, she was certain it was visible through the fine cotton of her shirt. Rebecca shook her head.

      ‘The hallucinations you’re experiencing suggest to me,’ Eva said, taking a different tack, ‘that you’re suffering from post-traumatic stress.’

      She paused, staring gravely at the print above her patient’s head. Rebecca swivelled on the cushion and examined it too. During her previous sessions, she hadn’t looked closely at the artwork. It was comprised of boldly coloured geometric shapes and a big red number five.

      ‘I believe the cause of your trauma has something to do with Luke,’ said Eva.

      Rebecca turned, startled. Eva pushed her bifocals along the bridge of her nose then held her pen at the ready. Outside, the weather was beginning to clear and the sun winked off the silver wedding band on her right hand.

      ‘What do you believe is at the root of your problem?’

      Rebecca straightened, gathering herself as she ran her eyes over Eva’s bookcase in an effort to avoid her doctor’s gaze. Crime and Punishment, Heart of Darkness, Wuthering Heights, Atonement, Ordinary People, Girl with No Past, Room. There were no medical texts in the office, just as there were no degrees on the wall. On her first visit, Rebecca had wondered whether if, in fact, Eva Lakatos was actually a registered psychiatrist. Did reading the occasional psychological thriller qualify her to practice?

      ‘My partner, I suppose,’ Rebecca finally answered.

      ‘His death?’

      ‘And the aftermath.’

      Eva licked the tip of her pen and held it to the page.

      ‘Where would you like to begin?’
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      The wooden pew was hard. Although the church was cool, Rebecca felt the damp of nervous perspiration rising in her armpits. She was glad the occasion required her to wear black. Rebecca had wanted to enter the church first and be seated before anyone else. But it was customary, she had been informed, for the family to enter last.

      But it’s Joe who will enter last, she thought, as she walked down the aisle. He was still waiting in the hearse.

      Rebecca didn’t recognise many of the mournful faces in the congregation as she made her way to the front row. Most looked her way, except one woman seated by the aisle who kept her head lowered. She was sobbing. Rebecca noticed the woman’s shoulders heaving silently; she appeared small and wounded. Rebecca wondered who she was. A colleague? A cousin from Belfast? Joe had collected hundreds of friends and admirers over the years. Rebecca couldn’t see the woman’s face, but she envied the freedom of her release.

      Finally, she slid into her seat.

      Rebecca studied the Order of Service clutched in her hands. The Funeral of Joseph Eirnin O’Neill, the cover read. She ran her finger delicately across his name, feeling nothing but the paper.

      She hadn’t attended a funeral since Luke’s. But that had been an informal gathering of ‘pot heads and dole bludgers’, as her father had grumbled in his grief, on Werri Beach at sunrise. Although his board had been washed up at Boat Harbour two days after he disappeared, Luke’s body was never found. There had not been a coffin, just the board – a smooth JS Forget Me Not – strewn with branches of water gum and bull bay magnolia that was paddled out beyond the waves and set alight. She had thought it was poignant. Poignant and tragic. She couldn’t have written the scene better herself.

      She lowered her head. The hat, the one Meredith told her to buy, joggled forward. Stupid hat, she thought. She was certain it made her look like a cockatoo or a peacock … some kind of bird. A strange black bird.

      The choir took their seats and Rebecca raised her head, roused by their muted shuffling. Trying hard not to disturb the precarious tilt of her headpiece, she pushed a lock of hair behind her ear, twisting it gently around her finger, feeling its substance. Her mind began to drift. Anywhere but here, she thought, as Meredith clutched her hand, squeezing it uncomfortably tightly.

      ‘I don’t like being led,’ Rebecca called. The cold air numbed her throat. When the pub closed and the others had drifted away, they found themselves alone on the street. Joe had snatched at her hand and ran with her trailing behind.

      Joe didn’t reply, didn’t even look back. Their path was lit only occasionally by the headlights of a cab.

      The truth was, she didn’t consider resisting. Rebecca allowed herself to enjoy the sensation – being towed through the streets and into the unknown.

      ‘St George’s Gardens,’ she panted when they reached a pair of high, locked iron gates.

      ‘Up and over,’ he said, interlocking his fingers waiting for her foot. She was just drunk enough to allow herself to be hoisted over the fence. He clambered over after her then led her into the belly of the green space. They rested, leaning against a headstone.

      In the dark, standing so close to Joe O’Neill – so close she could feel his breath against her cheek – Rebecca suddenly became shy. He gripped her shoulders and moved her slightly to the left so a shaft of light from a neighbouring flat’s window caught her face.

      ‘You are a beauty, mo ghrá, aren’t you?’ He pushed the hair from her face and clutched the thick, honey-coloured mess in his hands, making her chin rise. He leant in and kissed her on the mouth. His body, his lips, his tongue, his entire presence entered and engulfed her and she gave in to him completely. When their lips eventually parted, he drew her close and she rubbed her cheek against the soft, worn leather of his jacket.

      ‘Mo ghrá,’ she repeated in a whisper.

      ‘My love.’

      In that instant, she became so proud. Proud of Joe and proud of herself for being there, being kissed by him. How far she was from where she’d started out. It’s here and now in this graveyard that I’m reborn, she’d thought; or, if not reborn, then refashioned, redefined.

      Startled by the cathedral’s bells beginning to ring, Rebecca shivered slightly. The memory of that evening was still so vivid – the mist stinging her cheeks, the distant hiss and lurch of buses, and the tobacco smell of Joe’s jacket. Meredith squeezed her hand more tightly.

      Her friend relished a drama, a spectacle, and Joe’s funeral definitely qualified. Rebecca eased her fingers from Meredith’s grasp and glanced curiously at the less conspicuous headwear her friend had chosen for herself. The tasteful beret was nestled among her glossy blonde locks.

      Rebecca looked further along the pew to Angus, Joe’s agent and best friend. His noble profile would sit quite happily on a coin, Rebecca thought. His narrow, anxious gaze was fixed on the dome of the cathedral and his hands, knotted into fists, rested formally on his knees. Sensing Rebecca’s gaze, he turned and offered her a comforting smile. Sweet, kind, patient Angus. How’d you ever wind up with Meredith? she wondered.

      There was no low murmur or hum of voices. The only sound came from the organ playing a Bach Chorale. Rebecca had chosen the piece. Bach was the only composer she was familiar with and Joe had no favourite hymns, no requests for the funeral, apart from ‘No Fun’.

      ‘The Sex Pistols at St Paul’s?’ Rebecca laughed for the first time in weeks.

      Joe scribbled hastily in the same notepad in which he scribbled ideas and rhymes, or images that came into his mind as dreams. He thrust the page into her face.

      Apt, don’t you think? it read.

      ‘Very. But the idea of those sweet young choir boys singing …’

      Smiling, he watched her for a few moments then wrote again.

      You haven’t laughed like that in … thank you.

      Halted, her face returned to stone.

      ‘Why do you even want a funeral at St Paul’s? You’re Catholic.’

      LAPSED.

      ‘Don’t worry. I’ll organise it.’ She took his hand and kissed the palm. The truth was that Rebecca didn’t want to begin arrangements for a funeral. It would make his death real, imminent. Joe scrawled on, uneasy.

      After a moment he turned his notepad in her direction.

      It has to be St Paul’s. I want the last laugh on that BITCH Thatcher.

      Rebecca smiled and nodded gently. Once throat cancer had stolen Joe’s voice, Rebecca took to saying very little. She lay down next to him and stared at his profile as he wrote. Sallow and drawn, his knife-edge nose had blunted. He was barely recognisable as the man she had so easily fallen in love with when she was nineteen. His emerald eyes had dulled in illness and what hair remained was wispy white. His lips, his perfectly formed lips that were made more exquisite by the words that poured from them, had dried and withered. Joe had seduced her with those lips and those words. That’s how she would remember him – as the eloquent, passionate, dark-haired poet she met at City University when she was still a teenager.

      He tapped the pad with his pen. She read.

      DO IT or I’ll haunt you!

      Rebecca pressed her face into his neck. ‘I wouldn’t mind.’
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      Rebecca stared at the casket for the duration of the service. The knowledge that Joe’s body lay within the mahogany box only metres away was terrifying. She wasn’t certain whether she was frightened for herself or for Joe.

      His friend, the writer and media presenter David Cook, read a eulogy he had penned himself.

      ‘Joe faced death with the same directness with which he faced life,’ Cook began, then paused. He gazed at the mourners over his spectacles.

      I’d have thought he could have come up with a better opening, Rebecca imagined Joe remarking.

      ‘He was a voice of protest. A dissident. A peacemaker. The poet of his people,’ Cook continued.

      It’s nothing more than a succession of banal tweets … Rebecca knew Joe would groan if he could be present in a living, breathing state. An abbreviated laugh escaped her lips. Meredith took her hand again, mistaking the sound for a sob.

      ‘Maireann na daoine ar scáil a chéile,’ Cook then said in Irish before translating. ‘People live in one another’s shadows.’

      ‘Joe O’Neill was larger than life,’ Cook said, emphasising the phrase, leaning over the pulpit towards the congregation.

      And you are as boring as bat shit, Joe would respond … if he could have. Rebecca lowered her head to conceal her amusement. It was an expression she had used once and Joe had been so struck by the absurd weight of the phrase that he had adopted it as his own.

      ‘You asked him to deliver your eulogy.’ Rebecca’s lips moved instinctively, as though in prayer. ‘To be fair, you weren’t meant to hear it.’

      Meredith turned and spoke softly into Rebecca’s ear. ‘Pardon?’

      Rebecca shook her head.

      She was sure the rest of Cook’s tribute must have been moving, humorous and esoteric, but she didn’t hear a word of it. Rebecca was certain Joe was correct: the eulogy was banal.

      Hugh, Rebecca and Joe’s godson, read HMS Maidstone, which Joe had written about his brother Brendan’s 1973 internment on the English prison ship. It was Joe’s most renowned poem. Rebecca forced her eyes closed and attempted to recite the lines in her mind. She had transcribed the first draft of the poem herself in 1991. She had deciphered Joe’s crude shorthand and attentively followed his annotations. They’d splayed out like dreadlocks from each line. When she offered suggestions she was ignored and rebuffed.

      ‘Don’t ask me to read the bloody thing,’ she screamed, ‘if you don’t want me to suggest changes!’ She threw the pages at him then stormed out of the tiny glassed-in sunroom of their Camden apartment they called his study.

      He rose from his desk quickly and caught her in the doorway. He gripped her tightly around her slim hips. Turning her to face him, he pressed his forehead against hers.

      ‘I’m sorry, mo ghrá,’ he whispered. ‘It’s hard for me to consider changes when the words are still so raw.’

      She calmed and accepted his soft lips against her own.

      ‘You’re most beautiful when you’re incensed.’ He kissed her again.

      At not quite twenty-one, Rebecca was struggling to understand the man she was in love with, attempting to know him more completely through his writing. In the fifteen years that separated them, Joe had lived an entire lifetime of tyranny, pain and loss. Her experience was so meagre in comparison.

      Rebecca opened her eyes and pictured Joe’s thin, frail body inside the coffin.

      When the ceremony concluded, Rebecca followed the casket at a sedate walk towards the exit. It was as though she could reach out and touch him if she chose, as though the glossy walls of the wooden box were transparent. Then he slid easily and without complaint into the back of the hearse.

      The prime minister offered his condolences on the steps of the cathedral, as did Irish poets Jackie Boyle, Breffni O’Callaghan and Paul Meehan. Together, the trio was hailed in The Guardian that morning as ‘Joe O’Neill’s likely successors’. One person was simply not enough to take the place of ‘Ireland’s leading poet’.

      They voiced their commiserations – ‘such an enormous loss to literature’, ‘he changed the face of poetry in the UK’, ‘Joe was one of the great modern elegists’ – then moved away. If Joe had heard, he would have criticised their use of cliché and questioned their dedication to the craft.

      Angus touched Rebecca’s elbow. ‘The car’s waiting down here …’ He indicated a black Bentley parked behind Joe’s hearse.

      Rebecca shook her head. ‘I’m not going. I can’t watch him burn.’

      Angus gazed at her gently and Meredith flashed a look of displeasure at her husband.

      ‘But you must, Rebecca,’ Meredith cautioned, stepping closer. ‘How will it look?’

      ‘I don’t care how it looks,’ Rebecca replied. ‘It wasn’t one of Joe’s stipulations.’

      ‘This isn’t about you,’ Meredith retaliated.

      ‘When has it ever been about me?’

      Affronted, Meredith drew her husband away to discuss the matter. Hugh stood uncomfortably at Rebecca’s side. After a minute, she removed her hat.

      ‘Have you ever seen anything as big?’ she asked him.

      The teenager eyed her uncertainly, loosening the knot of his tie as though it was strangling him.

      ‘It’s okay,’ she said. ‘You can laugh … or not. I don’t care. I just don’t want to see him burn.’

      Hugh nodded thoughtfully.

      ‘The fire … it’s so final.’

      ‘Yeah,’ he answered. ‘I don’t want to see it either but I’m not brave enough to take on Mum.’ The young man smiled, running his fingers through his thick ginger hair.

      ‘I’m going to miss him so much. Joe was like a father to me sometimes. He was always honest. Most people aren’t.’

      Rebecca brushed Hugh’s cheek lightly with her hand.

      ‘Joe loved you like a son. We both do … did.’ She winced. Rebecca wasn’t sure which tense to use. That was the problem when death was still so fresh.

      ‘You know that, don’t you?’

      ‘I know.’ Hugh’s voice broke. Rebecca pulled him to her, hugging him tightly, perhaps more tightly than she should.

      When they parted, Rebecca noticed a woman’s eyes on her. It was the sobbing woman, the one who had been seated on the aisle, absorbed in her own grief. She was standing at the base of the steps with two adolescent children. When she met Rebecca’s eyes, the woman looked away clumsily towards the road, as though in search of a cab. She was attractive. European-looking.

      ‘Hold this, please.’ Rebecca handed the hat to Hugh and walked quickly towards her, bounding down the steps two at a time. She was instantly glad she hadn’t given in to Meredith and worn heels. The woman craned her neck, now desperate for an exit. A cab stopped.

      ‘Wait!’ Rebecca called, waving, as she approached.

      The woman turned to Rebecca as she bustled her children into the back of the car. Her brown eyes were red and swollen.

      ‘I’m Rebecca Collins.’ Remembering the woman’s tears, Rebecca reached out and touched her arm. ‘Thank you for coming. Did you know Joe?’

      ‘Yes … a little,’ she responded. She was extremely pretty, Rebecca thought, but she seemed rumpled. Her fine chestnut-coloured hair hung over her shoulders and face in limp strands.

      ‘I enjoy his poetry.’

      Rebecca winced. Enjoyed …

      She was French, Rebecca guessed from her accent, an accent so different from her own. Although the rough edges of her Aussie twang had been smoothed out during her twenty-eight years in London, it was still brutal to her ear.

      ‘What’s your name?’ Rebecca said as the woman placed a foot into the cab. ‘Joe probably mentioned you …’

      The woman’s black silk blouse had come untucked from her skirt in her effort to get into the vehicle. She was a bird too, Rebecca thought, a panicked bird.

      ‘I doubt it. I’m no one,’ said the bird, scrutinising Rebecca’s face. ‘Just an admirer.’

      ‘A friend?’

      She nodded. ‘We must go.’ The woman stepped into the cab. Rebecca drew closer and, before the stranger could shut the door, leant in and peered into the interior of the cab.

      ‘Thank you for coming,’ she said to the children.

      They raised their faces to her. The girl, about thirteen, was the woman’s mirror. She smiled politely and moved along the seat to be closer to her mother. The boy was older. He shot Rebecca a hard look.

      Even in the dimness of the cab’s interior, his fierce green eyes were unmistakable.

      ‘We must go,’ the woman piped. ‘Will you close the door, please?’

      Rebecca didn’t hear the request.

      ‘Please …’ The bird began to thrash, moving closer to the door and grabbing the handle. ‘I’m sorry. I had to come.’

      ‘When?’ Rebecca’s entire body felt boneless. She wasn’t certain how she was still upright.

      ‘Please!’ the bird cried.

      Rebecca stepped away, allowing the door to shut.
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      Without saying goodbye to Angus and Meredith, or thanking the prime minister or any other mourner for that matter, Rebecca followed the cab. It was instinctual; she wanted the answers to questions that hadn’t yet formed in her mind. Cannon Street was congested and, at a fast walk, Rebecca was able to keep sight of the vehicle for a long time. Then the traffic cleared and the cab was lost.

      Finding herself at Monument, Rebecca stopped and checked her phone. Four missed calls from Angus. She slid the phone back into her bag and began to cross the river. Struck by a scent in the air, an odd feeling of déjà vu came over her. She stopped as she tried to place it, choking the flow of pedestrians on the bridge. She breathed in more deeply.

      ‘Petrichor,’ Luke said.

      ‘Who?’ Rebecca replied, hoisting her schoolbag onto her back.

      ‘Not a who, it’s a what. P-E-T-R-I-C-H-O-R,’ he repeated slowly, loudly, leading the way home. ‘It’s the name for the smell of rain, retard.’

      ‘How do you know that?’ Thunder grumbled a menacing warning. Rebecca lifted her eyes. The sky was gunmetal grey.

      Luke shrugged.

      ‘Read it somewhere, I s’pose.’

      They had been eleven, maybe twelve. The word had dropped out of her vocabulary years ago. Why had she thought of that now? Disturbed, Rebecca looked into the sky. Clouds gathered in brooding clusters but she kept walking, across the Thames, across Hyde Park. It began to drizzle, but she didn’t notice. She was disoriented, as though wedged uncomfortably into another person’s reality. Nothing seemed familiar – not the maple trees pushing up the footpath at the corner of her street, nor the mossy cobblestones outside her home that were slippery in the rain. Even the front door, the one she had painted emerald green when she and Joe had moved in, seemed foreign. She didn’t know what time it was when she eventually opened it and walked in on a stranger’s life.
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      By the time some feeling returned to her mind and body it was almost six o’clock. The rain had passed and the sun, now low in the sky, fell upon her face and startled her from her torpor. There wasn’t much in London that reminded Rebecca of Australia any more, except for the early evening of a summer’s day. It immediately brought to mind memories of sand and spinifex and the sting of her taut skin as she walked home from a day in the waves. Nothing compared. Sheened in salt and splendid weariness, she and Luke would dump their boards against the back fence then make their way to the table on the veranda where their mother had dinner waiting. Rebecca could still recall the peach-like scent of the frangipani that dominated their backyard. It mingled with the smoky odour of sausages and chops from the barbecue.

      She glanced around the sitting room of her mews house, at the pictures, books, furnishings and knick-knacks. Nearly twenty-nine-years worth of accruements. A pullover that had belonged to Joe lay over the back of the lounge. It had been there for weeks. Superstitious she wasn’t, but during Joe’s illness, Rebecca had felt that if she folded the sweater and put it in a drawer it would be a sign that Joe would never wear it again.

      Then her eyes lit upon the mantel and the flowers Angus had sent her the day after Joe’s death. The card, still attached, read ‘Angus x’. It was written in his hand.

      She rose, removed her stockings and threw them into the fireplace. She did the same with her skirt, blouse and shoes. Hugh must still have the hat, she thought. I’ll burn that another day. Then she clutched at Joe’s pullover and threw that onto the hearth as well.

      Rebecca took the stairs two at a time, to Joe’s study. The room was cold. She hadn’t opened the door in weeks. She scanned the space for a moment before yanking open drawers, frantically scattering sheaves of paper and books on the floor. She began searching. For what, she wasn’t certain. By the look of the boy in the cab, the relationship had gone on for at least fifteen or sixteen years.

      Joe didn’t own a mobile phone. He didn’t have an email account and he wrote everything in longhand. Rebecca managed his emails and typed up his work. There were no Facebook accounts she could scour, no text messages to scroll through. He didn’t even own a computer. Joe’s resistance of technology and social media in the name of ‘clarity’ now just seemed like duplicity. It was all a lie, she decided. Joe was a fraud. He just didn’t want to leave any clues. How could she have been so blind?

      Sitting on the floor in her underwear, with files, books and papers spread about her, she remembered the telephone bill. The only IT Joe abided was the landline telephone. Crawling over to the filing cabinet, she wrenched opened the bottom drawer and rifled among papers until she found a bill. She scrutinised each number. Most of them were international. She could ring each one, she thought … then what would she say? She’d sound like a lunatic. Throwing the bill on the floor, she screamed, a loud angry ‘fuck you’ to the world. Then she caught sight of her reflection in the glass doors of a book cabinet – hair wild, make-up smudged, face streaked with tears. She was a lunatic. Joe would have called her a ‘banshee’. Rebecca rose and left the room, slamming the door behind her.

      Making her way to her bedroom, she opened her dresser and stared into the tangle of bras, socks and underpants for some time before remembering her purpose and beginning to dress. She walked into the bathroom, opened the medicine cabinet and produced a pair of scissors, a sterling silver pair she’d bought from an antique dealer on Portobello Road. They were over-priced, Joe had warned, but she had liked the confident schlick they produced when metal met metal.

      Holding the cold blades against her cheek, she stared at her reflection for a moment and glimpsed someone standing in the doorway behind her. It was Joe, she was certain, and she turned quickly.

      He was gone.

      ‘Fuck you,’ she said, unperturbed.

      She remembered Charlie the ghost cat. She and Luke had been about twelve when Charlie died, but for years afterwards they would see his shadow out of the corner of their eye, either asleep on Luke’s pillow as they passed down the hall or walking into the kitchen when someone opened the fridge.

      Joe was just a ghost cat.

      She turned back to the mirror. Clumping a handful of hair together in her fist, she began cutting it off as close to the scalp as possible. Glancing at the curls lying on the bathroom floor, Rebecca waited. Regret, panic, sadness … but nothing struck her. She kept on cutting. When she finished, she placed the scissors on the edge of the sink and lifted her face to the mirror. The sight of her new reflection took her breath away.

      Twenty minutes later she had laced her running shoes and left the house.
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      ‘Where’s your accent from?’

      Eva finished pouring the coffee. She dropped three sugar cubes into her cup – tiny black drops flew millimetres into the air – then she stirred. The doctor had so many rituals. All were performed in a graceful, meditative style. Even the pushing of her glasses along the bridge of her nose was done smoothly, as though her skin was polished marble.

      ‘Hungary. I was born there. Have you visited?’

      ‘Yes, once. A few years ago. But I was only in Budapest, at a writers’ festival with Joe.’

      Eva tilted her right arm sideways revealing the tattoo on her wrist.

      ‘The Nazis took me away when I was six.’

      Rebecca had never spoken to a Holocaust survivor about their experience, but she had prepared herself. She had been prepared since she had noticed the tattoo when they first shook hands on meeting. Rebecca had appreciated the soothing coolness of the psychiatrist’s fingers as they confidently wrapped around her hand in welcome and acceptance.

      ‘I’m so sorry. I can’t even imagine what that must have been like.’ It was a stock response. Prepared. Rebecca wanted to say more but she wasn’t certain what to say. Supportive remarks and reflections might be read as offensive, patronising or feeble. So she went with a platitude instead.

      Eva raised her cup and drew the liquid between pursed lips.

      ‘It wasn’t so bad at first because I didn’t know what was happening. My parents were calm. They didn’t fight. They were teachers. Educated people. They thought there had been some mistake. I had my mother and sister with me and my father and brothers were sent to another camp. A few of the guards were kind. They gave my sister and me sweets and made us laugh. It wasn’t until my sister and I were separated from my mother that we realised the gravity of it all.’

      ‘Did they take your mother to another camp?’

      ‘No. The Germans killed her,’ Eva said with startling matter-of-factness. ‘She caught pneumonia and couldn’t work. She was useless to them after that so they shot her. We weren’t allowed to say goodbye.’

      Rebecca swallowed.

      ‘Oh.’

      ‘That’s very important, you know – saying goodbye.’ The doctor paused. ‘She was thirty-six. Of our family, only myself and my sister survived.’

      Rebecca’s issues seemed meagre by comparison.

      ‘I’m only telling you this to illustrate that humans are remarkably resilient and possess the ability to overcome great tragedies.’

      Tragedy. Was her relationship with Joe a tragedy? If so, who was the tragic hero? Herself, surely. Complacent, comfortable, she hadn’t seen the signs. Or was it Joe, blinded by renown and ego?

      ‘You seem at peace. I can’t imagine ever being at peace after that.’ Another stock response. Measured, despite her fermenting emotions.

      ‘I was troubled for many years. It destroyed my first marriage. When my husband would ask me about those years I’d freeze, turn numb. The memories were there but I couldn’t voice them,’ Eva explained. ‘I didn’t return to Hungary for thirty years. I was terrified. Sometimes memories are like an exhumation. It can be very slow. Painful, too.’

      Eva paused and waited, gazing at Rebecca thoughtfully.

      Rebecca had a sense of where Eva was heading, but made no comment.

      ‘I turned to God, then I sought the help of doctors, then I became a doctor. It has taken forty years of hard work to confront my past. Let’s hope it’s quicker for you.’

      The women locked eyes. After a moment, Eva smiled.

      ‘Is that how you met Heimo?’ Rebecca asked, breaking the impasse.

      ‘Yes, he interviewed me as part of his doctorate thesis.’

      Rebecca bit her lip, opened her mouth to speak then quickly closed it again. Heimo’s background was German. His parents were immigrants. His connection with his heritage is strong. Like Eva, Heimo is a doctor. Scientific minds, they would argue, allowed for an objectivity that someone like Rebecca, with a creative mind, could not grasp. But sinew and muscle, heart and soul had their origins thousands of years ago and everything that has happened since, through each subsequent generation, has cultivated their development. How was Eva able to reconcile Heimo’s backstory with her own?

      ‘What is it?’

      ‘Nothing.’ Eva drained her cup and slid it back onto its saucer. She picked up her notepad and pen once more.

      ‘My patients often groan when I ask them about their histories, their family background, but it’s vital. Everything we are stems from our parents. They are our first and our most profound connection. The severing of that connection, no matter what the age of the child, is also profound. Would I have become a psychiatrist if not for the loss of my parents?’ She shrugged.

      ‘But when we consider the loss of a sibling, the grief can be just as overwhelming as the loss of a parent; perhaps even more so if that sibling is a twin.’

      Rebecca nodded warily.

      ‘You told me, Rebecca, that you and your brother had an emotional connection.’

      ‘That’s right.’

      ‘Was it environmental or intuitive do you think?’

      ‘Innate. Cognitive. I never fully understood it until I was at university studying psychology myself. I read journal articles about twins and their connection.’

      She paused and licked her lips.

      ‘Luke and I always thought the same, liked the same colours and music and food. But it was deeper than that.’

      ‘When did you first become aware of it being different?’

      Rebecca stared at the doctor for a minute, a cache of memories shuffling this way and that in her mind like cards in a deck.

      ‘We were young, very young, five or six. We’d try to read each other’s minds. We were pretty good at it, too. But we really didn’t grasp the power of what was between us until a few years later.’

      ‘Can you recall what happened?’

      ‘Vividly.’
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      ‘Do you live in a tent?’ Mum asked. The children stared at her blankly.

      ‘Close the door, you’ll let flies in.

      The screen door banged shut.

      ‘Sand?’

      The kids examined their bare feet for a second.

      ‘Nup,’ they answered in unison.

      Luke and Rebecca mounted the stools at the breakfast bar. Charlie the Wonder Cat jumped onto Luke’s lap, purring as his back was stroked. Their mother was icing a three-tiered cake for Julie Merriman’s wedding on the weekend. She was wearing her favourite apron. ‘What’s cookin’ good lookin’?’ read the slogan. Dad had given it to her for Christmas.

      ‘How’s the water?’ she asked, her eyes not leaving the cake.

      ‘Good,’ the kids replied, again in unison.

      Joyce Collins pinched the corner of her lip between her teeth as she piped five-petalled flowers the size of two-cent coins onto the side of the middle tier. In summer, she liked to ice her cakes early before the heat made the icing too soft to work with.

      ‘Mum,’ Rebecca said.

      ‘Shush.’

      ‘Mum …’ the girl went on. Luke began rolling a stray piece of fondant icing between his fingers.

      ‘Luke!’

      ‘Now you see it …’ The boy popped the ball into his mouth and swallowed quickly.

      ‘Now you don’t.’

      He gazed at his mother innocuously. Charlie nuzzled against his chest.

      ‘For goodness sake!’ Joyce tossed the piping bag into the sink and wiped her forehead with the back of her hand. The cat leapt to the floor, out through the cat flap and into the yard.

      ‘What do you two want?’ She placed her hands on her hips and waited. They were always ‘you two’ or ‘you pair’. Their father liked to call them ‘the Dynamic Duo.’

      The twins looked at each other, trying to feel out who should begin. The song of the cicadas was deafening.

      ‘What have you done?’ Joyce asked, looking directly at her son.

      ‘Nothin’,’ Luke said and began to toy with another piece of icing. His mother slapped his hand away.

      ‘It’s just that sometimes … well, sometimes …’

      ‘One of you spit it out.’ Joyce glanced back and forth at her children’s almost identical faces.

      ‘Sometimes,’ Rebecca continued. ‘It’s like Luke and me can read each other’s minds.’

      Their mother sighed but her skepticism spurred Rebecca on.

      ‘No, really! A few weeks ago, at school, it was just before recess, I was in the library with my class and I got this weird feeling in my tummy, like … I just didn’t feel like me. It was like a nervous feeling, but I was also scared and I didn’t have anything to be nervous or scared about. Then the bell rang and when I saw Luke in the playground he told me …’

      ‘I’d just gotten in trouble, gotten the cane, from Beardsley,’ Luke said.

      ‘You got the cane! What for?’

      ‘Nothin’,’ Luke answered. ‘But Bec felt it all.’

      Joyce turned to her daughter.

      ‘You felt the cane hit your hand?’

      The girl shook her head and frowned.

      ‘I felt what was inside him, his feelings.’

      ‘It’s probably just a coincidence.’ Joyce said, sliding the cake to one side of the bench. ‘Sometimes I get a funny nervous feeling in my tummy that I can’t explain either.’

      ‘But it happened yesterday as well,’ Rebecca said, jumping off the stool and going to her mother.

      ‘It was in my piano lesson. Mrs Beck was making me play this piece and I just couldn’t do it. It was too hard and I started to cry.’

      ‘Why don’t you two tell me any of this stuff?’ she asked. Joyce brushed her daughter’s tangled hair away from her face and gripped her tanned cheeks in her hands. ‘One of you gets the cane while the other is in tears at a piano lesson!’

      Luke interrupted.

      ‘But Mum, I wanted to cry too … I didn’t, but I really wanted to. I felt what Rebecca did. And she can feel what I can.’

      Joyce looked at her children, her mouth slowly puckering in thought.

      ‘For seven-year-olds, you two really throw some curly ones my way, you know.’

      She leant her elbows on the breakfast bar and examined her fingernails for a moment. Digging out the fondant buried beneath them, she contemplated the problem. Joyce liked to paint them pink in summer, a colour called ‘Guilty Pleasure’.

      ‘Look, it’s probably just that you’re
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