
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Meeting an old schoolfriend set Dove on a quest for her past. Her father was an ordinary Aussie bloke. What could he possibly have to do with fairy tales and a mysterious chateau in France?

	 

	 

	A chance meeting with her best friend from schooldays gives Dove Larren the opportunity to step back into her comfort zone more than thirty years in the past. With Jags, she need not be the CEO of Rosa Columba, or dodge speculation about her personal life. Jags has no idea of Dove’s status, and Dove knows nothing of Jags’ current life.

	The weekly meetings at Sydney’s O-Quay Café are relaxing fun, but one day the old friends start speculating about names. The inspiration for Jagger Michaela Stone’s name is easy to spot, but why would beer-and-football-loving Eric Larren and his comfortable wife Barb choose to call their child Dove Rose?

	With urging from Jags, Dove calls her mother to give her the third degree. When Barb Larren finally admits the source of the name, Dove and Jags are off on a quest to find out the truth about a mysterious forebear and how the Larren family is linked with a chateau in France.

	At first, it seems an ordinary story of a French émigré, but things take an unbelievable turn.

	Dove thinks she has found an answer, but how can she be sure when Barb has no idea and Eric isn’t around anymore to ask?
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Chapter One: Which Name Comes First?

	 

	 

	My given names are Dove Rose.

	Spare me the facetious questions about where the dove rose to, don’t I mean Lark Rose, and so forth. When I was young, I heard them all.

	I like my names. The combination is unusual without being odd and the effect is ageless.

	Add my surname, Larren, to the mix and you get a name unlikely to be shared by other people.

	I’ve always thought it surprising that I should be named Dove Rose. It isn’t at all what you’d expect my parents to choose.

	Kylie or Lisa or Michelle would seem much more likely. Those were the popular names when I was born.

	My parents were—how do I put it kindly—ordinary people.

	When I was growing up, Dad liked footy on the telly accompanied by a stubby. Mum liked period films with lots of lush velvet gowns, teamed inexplicably with 1980s big hair, and gossip magazines with names such as Star News and Overheard. She made creative birthday cakes with piped icing and grew huge roses and talked about film stars as if they were mildly scandalous neighbours.

	Dad enjoyed barbecues, and DIY. Mum collected stamps with fish on them. Why fish? I don’t know. You’d have to ask her. I did, but she said she just liked them. When pressed, she said Pops Brooklyn used to take her fishing.

	My parents didn’t go for in-depth conversations. If I asked a question, they’d give a generic explanation that probably came out of a Corn Flakes packet along with the plastic toy. If I challenged an opinion, they didn’t argue or get defensive. They just shrugged, or smiled, and said we could agree to disagree. They were good parents. They didn’t push me against my nature or hold me back from any reasonable ambition. They certainly didn’t spoil me, though I was their only child. I didn’t always get what I wanted, but I always had what I needed. It wasn’t what you might call an intellectually rich upbringing, but I could get information from books, and form my opinions by talking to Jags.

	I always knew I was loved.

	Dad had some funny sayings, but he had his serious side. He was big on knowing your place and your limitations. Accept your lot and be happy.

	Mum agreed.

	They were happy, so this mindset worked for them. They set a good example of how to get along in the world and do no harm.

	Dad was a good mechanic. He’d take the time to explain what needed to be done to keep an old car running.

	“People aren’t made of money,” was one of the things he’d say when one of the other mechanics suggested a car was scrap. He donated oranges to the kids’ football team and umpired once a month. Mum took casseroles to people with new babies or newly-deceased spouses and minded kids or fed dogs when the neighbours had an emergency. They took me to Brownies, or Netball, or Skate Stars or whatever the activity of the season was and chatted easily to other parents who were also doing their duty.

	Salt of the Earth.

	That saying must have been coined before Salt became a Big Bad, along with Sugar and Gluten.

	I used to think I must have been adopted.

	 

	 


Chapter Two: Birds Together

	 

	 

	It took me decades to pin Mum down about my name. The subject came up again last year when I was sitting in a café talking to my old friend Jagger.

	Jagger, despite what you might think, was and is my friend’s real first name. If I tell you her second name is Michaela, you’ll see her mum and dad were massive Rolling Stones fans. As Jags said one day, back then when we were leaning against the school fence waiting for our buses to take us to our homes at opposite ends of the school catchment, it could have been a lot worse. They might have tagged her with Roller.

	“Pity they didn’t,” I said when she told me that. “We could have both been birds together.”

	Jags looked blank under her over-length black fringe, then she got the joke.

	“Gotcha! You’d be a white pigeon and I’d be one of those birds that rolls about in the sky.” She drew barrel rolls in the air.

	“Coraciidae,” I said.

	“Yeah, those.”

	Jags read the same books as I did, about birds, and rocks, and wolves and Vikings and mummies and feral children and things. I’d have felt peculiar if I hadn’t had Jags to talk to.

	Her parents were a bit embarrassing, so we felt well matched.

	“Why not Michaela Jagger Stone?” I asked Jags.

	Yes, her surname was Stone.

	She shrugged.

	“You could ask them.”

	She gave me a weird look. “It would encourage them. They might think I was interested.”

	“Aren’t you?”

	She shrugged again. “Yes. I’d love to know the mindset that can saddle a girl with Jagger. Only I don’t want to set them off doing Mick Jagger impressions. It’s so embarrassing.”

	“I could ask for you,” I said, though the idea of Jimmy Stone strutting in tight leather pants and pouting was a bit disconcerting.

	“No need. I already know, more or less. I mean, ask if you like. Be my guest.”

	She didn’t sound enthusiastic, so we didn’t really ask—then. We just got on with the business of getting ourselves through school without being turned into good girl, bad girl, or dull girl clones.

	We saw one another through measuring skirt hems, and cuffing jeans, shaving our legs, and getting highlights and showing up at our Leavers’ dinner together. Jags wore a tux, and I had a sparkly pink dress I designed and made for myself. We were being consciously ironic, I think...

	After school ended, we... I’m not sure what happened. We didn’t have a fight, but we didn’t get to catch up every day at school anymore. We lived a half-hour bus ride apart.

	I kept on thinking of Jags as my best friend, but one day I realised we couldn’t be best friends when we’d had no contact for seven years. I didn’t have the faintest what she was doing, or who she was doing it with, whether she’d gone on to higher ed. or got a job and a flat share the way I had.

	That bothered me, so I asked Mum on one of our Tuesday night phone catch-ups how Kay Stone was.

	Mum, in typical no-straight-answer form, said... How should I know?

	“You’re friends,” I said.

	Mum shrugged. I know she did, even though I couldn’t see her. “Not really friends, love. We used to chat while we waited for you at netball. She never stopped talking about rock ‘n’ roll.”

	“Acquaintances, then. How is she?”

	“No idea. Haven’t seen her in years. I think they moved,” Mum said. She called out to Dad, “Eric, the Rolling Stones shifted, didn’t they?”

	Dad’s voice floated in, “Dunno,” followed by a roar from the telly. Then he said something else... maybe about gathering moss.

	So that was that. I asked a couple of people from our area, and looked up J. Stone in phone directories, but after I rang six of them and they were all Jane or John or Jess or James, or never-heard-of-her, I gave up and consigned Jags to the childhood memories pile.

	Later, I looked on social media sites, but I couldn’t find a profile for Jagger Michaela Stone.

	I’d remember her now and again, maybe when I saw a model with long black hair, but then I’d think, well, she could always find me.

	I 
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