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 Chapter 1

Sydney 1968


Dr Richard Broughton strode down Elizabeth Street, hunched against the bitter wind, his scarf wound around his neck, one hand in his coat pocket and the other holding a briefcase. He was glad he’d been wearing his thick tweed overcoat when he left England on that freezing day back in January. Even Big Ben had stopped due to the snow! One of his friends, another lecturer from his university, had driven him to the railway station with all his cases and bags. 
‘You won’t need that thick coat in Australia,’ he’d joked. ‘Hot and sunny over there!’
Well, it had been sweltering when he’d arrived at Mascot Airport. He’d felt a bit foolish carrying a heavy coat and scarf over his arm as he waited outside for a taxi. But now, in August, he was glad to have it. He wished he was back in his flat, small and spartan as it was. His thoughts rambled on. And that woman, Marguerite somebody, had rung him at work and bulldozed him into giving this lecture. 
‘It’s for charity,’ she’d said. ‘The Smith Family.’ Whoever they were. 
Apparently her nephew had been at one of his lectures about the fourth dimension and had raved about it. Who would bother coming out on a cold and miserable Saturday in August to listen to a lecture on advanced geometry? 
A scruffy looking young woman was standing outside the hall as he approached.
‘Excuse me,’ he began.
At the same time, she looked up at him and said, ‘Excuse me, do you have the time?’
He looked at his watch. ‘Quarter past two.’
‘Thanks. Are you going to the lecture?’ She indicated a poster on one of the doors.
He turned and looked at it 
Cubism and the Fourth Dimension. 
Calling all Art and Mathematics Lovers.
Is There Common Ground? 
Dr. Richard Broughton will give a fascinating talk.
Saturday 10th August.
He scowled. Art lovers? He knew nothing about art! This was going to be a farce. He made a snorting noise and was just thinking about writing CANCELLED in big letters across the poster and going back to his flat when a woman emerged from the hall. 
She beamed at him. ‘You must be Dr Broughton! I’m Marguerite Daley. We spoke on the telephone. I have the gallery just down the road. Now, we’re all ready for you. Come in, come in. I’m expecting a big crowd.’ She took his arm and started to draw him into the hall, then, noticing the woman standing behind him, half turned. ‘Oh, hello, Sybilla dear, so pleased you managed to come.’
Inside the hall she turned to him. ‘Do you need a microphone? Is this lectern suitable for you?’
‘Yes, yes, it’s fine, and I probably won’t need a microphone if people would only sit up at the front, instead of huddling in the back rows.’ He knew he sounded grumpy.
‘Oh! Well, look, I won’t make too many rows, and if more people come, I can put extra chairs out.’
He nodded. ‘Yes, that’s fine.’ He gave a brief smile to make up for his bad humour. ‘Thank you.’ He looked around. ‘I have slides. Do you have a projector and a screen?’
‘Ah!’ Marguerite looked contrite. ‘Oh dear, no. I didn’t think.’
‘Well a flip chart will do. I have pens.’
‘Oh! Sorry; I should have asked you what you needed. So sorry.’ She bit her lip and put her hands together in a gesture of atonement.
Richard grimaced, then he shrugged and sighed. ‘Well, I have a few copies of notes and diagrams. Perhaps you could pass them around, and the audience can share.’ He put his briefcase on a chair and opened it. ‘Yes, I think I have enough copies here. How many people are you expecting?’
‘There’s been a lot of interest, particularly from my friends in the art society,’ Marguerite said, not answering his question. She brought a glass of water to the podium and took the copies he handed to her. ‘Do you need anything else?’
‘No thank you.’ He removed his overcoat and put it on the back of a chair, then took out his notes from a lecture he’d given last semester and scanned them. 
People drifted in. He noticed elegantly dressed women—probably the Daley woman’s arty crowd, he thought scornfully—a few men and a lot of what were probably art students, judging by their eclectic garments. 
He looked down and noticed the scruffy young woman sitting in the first row right in front of the podium. Probably down and out, judging by her clothes, just come to get in out of the cold. Then he remembered that Marguerite had spoken to her. He looked more closely at her.
She looked up at him and smiled. 
Surprised, he smiled back.
At exactly 2.30 pm, Marguerite came up to the podium, spread wide her arms and started to talk. ‘Welcome everyone. Today we are very lucky to have Dr Richard Broughton with us. He’s going to talk about cubism and the fourth dimension, and I’m sure all the art lovers here are going to be enthralled to hear how Picasso and Braque came up with their ideas.’ 
Richard frowned. What did she mean, Picasso and Cubism? He hadn’t mentioned anything about that in his lectures! And who on earth was this Braque person? He’d better try and simplify this talk.
She clapped her hands towards Richard, who glumly realised that his audience would be very disappointed not to hear about Picasso. He overheard a man whisper to the woman sitting next to him, ‘I thought you said it was about nudism and Picass ...’ before she nudged him with her elbow and shushed him.
‘Thank you, Mrs Daley.’ Richard nodded to her. ‘And good afternoon, ladies and gentlemen. As Mrs Daley has mentioned, this talk is about the fourth dimension.’ He took a breath. ‘Now we all know what a two-dimensional image is; it’s what we see in a drawing or painting. In mathematics, this is represented by an abscissa or x-axis and an ordinate or y-axis. To get the distance between a point on the x-axis and a point on the y-axis, as you all know, we use the Pythagorean Theorem, which states that in any right-angled triangle the square of the hypotenuse is equal to the sum of the squares on the other two sides.’
He looked around at the audience. A few people frowned and others nodded; some had blank looks on their faces. He continued, ‘An artist tries to represent three-dimensional space in two-dimensional space on their canvas by providing an image or projection as viewed from a single viewpoint. In fact, that viewpoint is comprised of many 3D objects. 
‘Consider a cube, for example; viewed from one side, it’s just a two-dimensional rectangle, but if we look at it from any other angle, it may comprise many cubes. Going back to our theorem of Pythagoras, if we now have another axis, which we will call the z-axis, and a point on this axis, as well as points on the x and y axes, then a distance in 3D space is thus the square root of the sum of the squares of these three co-ordinates.’
The eyelids of some of the audience started to close. Better get them to do something.
‘Now if you would look at the notes that our kind hostess has handed out, you’ll see in the first diagram a picture of a cube, then in the second diagram the cube opened out to form what is known as a hypercube …’
The audience sat up as they rustled and examined the notes. Some of them looked at them upside down. Not that it makes much difference, Richard thought gloomily. 
He carried on. Most of his audience had glazed expressions in their eyes, except for Down and Out right in front of him. She sat forward the whole time and appeared to be listening intently and studying the notes or fixing her gaze on him.
He struggled on, trying as best as he could to skip the more mathematical parts of his lecture. At last he was nearly finished. ‘As you all know, time is considered to be the fourth dimension, and this is where, as I understand it, the concept of cubism in the art world comes in.’ He glanced over at Marguerite, ‘however, I’m a mathematician, not an artist, but I’m sure Mrs Daley could tell us more about the art aspect of cubism.’ He raised his eyebrows and gave her a sideways look as he waved his hand to where she sat on his left. 
Marguerite jumped up. ‘Oh, Dr Broughton, that was such a fascinating talk, thank you. Now I’m sure you must all have lots of questions.’ She smiled at the audience, who shuffled on their hard chairs and seemed to be making moves to go. 
Down and Out put up her hand.
‘Yes?’ He looked down at her.
‘You spoke about how to create a hypercube by starting with a cube in 3-D space, and then creating another cube at a certain distance, but when you spoke about a z-axis, I got a bit lost. I’m not even sure what an x-axis is ...’ She frowned and looked at the diagram on her lap. ‘I didn’t quite follow it. Could you clarify it a bit more?’
‘Well, I’d need a flip chart to explain fully.’ Richard looked around.
Marguerite saved him. ‘Dr Broughton doesn’t really have time to go into such detail.’ She smiled at the audience. They’d started fidgeting with their bags and getting to their feet. ‘So I’d like to thank him for such a fascinating talk. I’m sure we now understand the origins of the art of cubism.’ She bent down, picked up a brown carrier bag and held it out to him. ‘Would you accept this as a token of our appreciation, Dr Broughton?’ 
He nodded. ‘Thank you.’
‘Now, can I ask you all to give a big hand to Dr Broughton.’ She turned back to Richard and clapped enthusiastically.
The sound of scraping chairs and a desultory clapping came from the audience. They moved towards the exit, mostly appearing relieved that the lecture was over.
Richard thanked Marguerite and put the bag into his brief case. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Down and Out coming towards him, holding the notes which she’d gone around and collected. The audience seemed happy to leave them behind.
‘I thought you might need these,’ she said, holding them out.
Marguerite turned to her. ‘Thank you, Sybilla dear. I’m in a bit of a rush, so I’ll come back later and sort out the chairs. Now I really must fly back to the gallery.’ She picked up the donation box and with a wave of her hand was gone.
Richard took his overcoat from the back of the chair, put it on and wound his scarf around his neck. As he bent down to pick up his brief case he noticed Down and Out standing in front of him.
‘I really want to know more about this subject,’ she said earnestly. ‘Do you give private lessons?’
‘No, I don’t.’ Then, thinking he might have sounded a bit abrupt, he mumbled something about being too busy lecturing to give private tuition. He started down the steps of the podium to the exit.
She followed him. ‘I really do need to know more. It’s important for my work. I’m an artist. I need to learn about cubism. Please, will you teach me?’ she spoke quickly and eagerly. ‘I’ll pay you, of course! Just tell me what you charge.’
‘I told you. I don’t—’
‘At least, as soon as I sell a painting, I can pay you,’ she interrupted, then paused. ‘Wait! I’ve had an idea. Come with me to Marguerite’s Gallery. You can pick any one of my paintings that are on display in exchange for teaching me.’ She caught hold his sleeve, her eyes shining. ‘Please!’
‘Well, like I just said, I don’t—’
‘It’s not far! Please?’
He groaned inwardly, but it seemed she wasn’t going to let him go. ‘Well, I …’
‘Won’t take a minute; gallery’s just around the corner. Oh, by the way, I’m Sybilla Cresswell.’ She didn’t let go of his sleeve, and he was too polite to shake her off.
He nodded and followed her as she clumped out of the hall and down the street to a plain-looking building that professed to be an art gallery.
‘Here we are.’ She pushed open the door. 
Marguerite stood near the back with a client. Catching sight of them, she turned and waved.
Sybilla led him to a corner of the gallery. ‘Look, all the paintings on this wall are mine. Pick the one you like best.’
He walked along, stopping at each painting for what he thought was an appropriate length of time and pretended to consider each one, but really, he couldn’t make sense of any of them. At the last one he stopped, relieved to find it was what he considered a normal kind of painting. ‘I think I like this one best, Miss Cresswell.’
Sybilla laughed. ‘It’s a self-portrait.’
He looked at it more closely, then looked at her. In the painting, her long, chestnut hair fell in waves over her bare breasts. She’s beautiful. He nodded. ‘Hmm.’
Sybilla clapped her hands. ‘Wonderful! I’m so excited. I’ll get a sticker from Marguerite.’
While he waited for her, Richard studied the painting. It was quite nice. Not that he knew anything about art. Then he suddenly realised what was happening, what he’d let himself in for—been tricked into! Panicking, he looked around, calculating that he still had time to casually walk out and escape while she was occupied with her sticker, whatever that was. Just as he thought this, she came hurrying back, smiling at him. 
‘I thought you might have done a runner. You looked like a trapped animal.’ She grinned at him and stuck a small blue dot on a corner of the painting. ‘I’ve told Marguerite I’ll fix up her commission when I’ve sold my other paintings. I’m sorry, but you won’t be able to take it home until the end of the exhibition.’ She took him by the arm and led him out of the gallery. ‘Now,’ she said, ‘when can I come for tuition? This evening?’
‘Well, I …’ he began, but Sybilla hit her forehead with the heel of her hand. 
‘I’m so sorry,’ she exclaimed, ‘how thoughtless of me. Of course, it’s a Saturday and you must want to spend the time with your wife and family. I got carried away. I’m sorry. Perhaps Monday?’
He thought quickly. The day was a wash out anyway. And it seemed he wasn’t going to get rid of her very easily. ‘No wife or family, and it might be a good idea for us to get this over with now. I live about twenty minutes’ walk away; would it be all right if we go to my place?’
‘Excellent!’  Sybilla sounded jubilant. She picked up her bag and tried to keep pace with his long strides.
He noticed and adjusted his pace. ‘Let me carry your bag.’ 
‘It’s heavy,’ Sybilla said, ‘and you have your briefcase to carry.’
He took her bag. ‘You’re right; it is heavy.’
‘I can’t leave it in my van; the doors don’t lock.’
He made no comment at this, but a few moments later, he said, ‘I hope you don’t make a habit of going to the homes of strange men, Miss Cresswell.’ He frowned at her disapprovingly as they walked along.
‘No, Dr Broughton, I don’t, but I could tell straight away that you are a man of principle and honour.’
‘Hah! You mean I’m old enough to be your father.’
‘No, I didn’t think that.’ She laughed, but when he looked down at her, he saw a slight blush on her cheeks. 
His flat was on the top floor of a small block. He led the way up the dimly lit flight of stairs. It was now after four o’clock and nearly dark.
‘Through here.’ He opened the door and switched on the light, indicating a small living room. He moved into the room and turned on a table lamp. At least that makes it look a bit cosier, he thought, drawing the curtains.
Sybilla put her bag on the floor and looked around the spartan room. The kitchenette—a sink, stove and small counter—occupied one corner with a table and chairs nearby. Two ancient armchairs faced a small electric fire. Another wall held a shelf of books and the door to a bathroom. She bent to take off her boots.
Richard put his briefcase on the table. ‘No need to take off your boots.’ He frowned. They looked like old army boots.
‘Oh, it’s habit,’ she replied, wriggling her toes. 
He noticed a hole in one of her socks.
She took off her coat and, looking around for somewhere to hang it, peered through a half-open door to a neatly made bed. 
Richard stepped forward, took her coat and hung it behind the entry door, then indicated the kitchen table. ‘Please sit down,’ he said, pulling out a chair for her. He opened his briefcase, took out the bag Marguerite had given him and took it into the kitchen. ‘A bottle of wine,’ he muttered to himself as he placed it on the bench, then he filled a kettle and put it on the gas stove. ‘Would you like a cup of tea?’
‘That would be lovely.’ She took his notes from her bag and started to study them. 
He looked at her as he made the tea. What a strange character, he thought. She didn’t seem to have any dress sense or colour co-ordination. She wore a big bright-red-and-green baggy jumper over faded navy trousers that seemed too big for her. A multi-coloured scarf tied up her reddish coloured hair.
He poured the tea and indicated the cups on the kitchen bench. ‘Milk and sugar are here; please help yourself.’ 
‘Thanks.’ Sybilla went into the kitchen. ‘I like the cups,’ she said as she stirred milk into the delicate bone china cup.
‘I don’t like drinking tea from thick china.’ He placed his cup and saucer on the table. ‘I’m a bit old-fashioned.’ 
Sybilla smiled, but said nothing.
‘Right,’ Richard said briskly. ‘Now, let’s start.’ And get it over with as quickly as possible. He took his notes from his brief case and pulled out a chair and sat beside her. ‘You were asking about Hypercubes; well, this is how it works …’
She listened carefully for several minutes, then said, ‘sorry, Dr Broughton, but I was hopeless at maths at school … um, I’m a bit lost.’
‘But you understand geometry, surely?’ 
‘Maybe you could refresh my memory,’ she said humbly. 
‘You would have learnt it at school,’ he said, trying to hide his irritation.
‘I left school when I was fifteen …’ 
He blinked in surprise and frowned. 
‘And I missed a lot of school,’ she continued. ‘I had to look after my mother.’
He wanted to ask why she had to look after her mother—was there no-one else, and why didn’t she stay on at school?—but he decided it would only prolong the session. Anyway, he wasn’t really interested in her life history. 
He started again, very slowly, making sure she understood each step. He drew a picture of a triangle with squares on each side and explained the theorem. Then he looked at her. She seemed to be studying his hands. Suddenly self-conscious, he moved them away, and, with a bit of a start, she looked up, then looked at the diagrams for a minute. 
A smile lit up her face. ‘I understand!’ she announced. ‘That’s so clever! Now I understand squares.’
Richard couldn’t help smiling. It always pleased him when someone comprehended something he’d been teaching.
Then her stomach rumbled.
He looked at his watch. ‘Goodness, it’s after six; you must be hungry. I know I am.’ He didn’t quite know what to do. If they stopped now, it would mean she’d have to come back again for another session. Best if they kept going, get it over with. Maybe he could rustle up something to eat. ‘How about some bread and cheese?’ 
‘Oh, I don’t want to be a nuisance. I could leave now and come back tomorrow. Or any other time that suits you. I’m in Sydney for the rest of the week.’
He swore silently to himself; the last thing he wanted was her back again. ‘Won’t take me long.’ He got up from the table. 
‘Can I help?’ Sybilla offered.
‘Not enough room in this kitchen for two. No, you sit and digest all I’ve been explaining. We’ve covered a lot this afternoon.’
She nodded. ‘Um, is there a toilet I could use?’
‘Oh, yes, through that door.’  He indicated the door to the left of the book shelf, hoping the room was presentable. He considered himself a neat and tidy man, but sometimes he overlooked small things. 
‘Thanks.’
She came back a short while later and went to the bookshelf, her stomach rumbling again. ‘You don’t have many books …’
‘No. I only brought a few.’
‘Oh?’ She looked like she wanted to ask him more but, to his relief, closed her mouth without another word.
He moved their notes to one side and set plates, cheese, cutlery and a loaf of bread on the table. He found a dish and put a slab of butter on it, then asked, ‘Another cup of tea or would you prefer wine?’
Sybilla looked around from studying a framed photo on the shelf between the books. ‘I don’t mind, whatever you’re having.’ 
‘Well, shall we try this bottle of wine that your friend gave me?’
Sybilla nodded. ‘Yes, that would be lovely. And Marguerite isn’t really my friend. She runs that gallery and likes to help young artists, so she holds exhibitions for those she thinks have promise. She saw some of my paintings last year and invited me to exhibit. And she sometimes gets people to lecture about art.’
‘I don’t know how on earth she heard about me,’ Richard said, ‘and I don’t think I even mentioned Picasso. She completely misled me; she didn’t mention Cubism or Picasso when she bull-dozed me into the talk.’
Sybilla laughed. ‘No, you didn’t mention Picasso at all, but I don’t think anyone noticed. Oh, except for the man who thought he was going to a lecture about nudism, not Cubism! Apparently Marguerite is always trying to raise money for various charities and on the look-out for interesting speakers.’
‘Gullible speakers, you mean.’ He smiled, relieved to find a cork-screw in one of the drawers, and opened the wine. ‘It’s a red. Is that okay?’
‘Lovely.’
‘And who is this Smith Family anyway?’
As they ate, Sybilla explained the charity to him, and when he’d finished eating, she stood and took the plates to the kitchen. ‘Thank you so much. I’ll wash up.’
‘No, please, I’ll just stack them in the sink and do them later.’ Anxious to get this session over, he cleared the table and moved their notes back to where they’d been.
Sybilla sat down again. Richard poured her another glass of wine, then got up and turned on the electric fire. ‘It’s got so cold. I’m sorry, your feet must be freezing.’
She laughed. ‘Well, yes; they are a bit.’
Sometime later, Richard looked at his watch. ‘I didn’t realise there was so much you wanted to cover. It’s getting late and we still haven’t finished.’
‘What time is it?’ Sybilla jumped up, a worried look on her face. ‘I didn’t notice the time passing. I don’t own a watch.’ 
‘It’s nine thirty.’
‘Oh no! I’ll be locked out!’
He frowned. ‘Locked out?’
‘I’m staying in a hostel, and they lock the doors at nine thirty. I won’t be able to get in.’ She must have noticed his anxious look because she tried to reassure him. ‘It’s all right; I’ll sleep in my van.’
He stared at her. ‘I can’t let you do that! It’s winter; you’ll freeze, and not only that, it’s also raining.’
They’d both been so absorbed that neither of them had noticed the rain. Now they could hear it beating against the kitchen window, but she was already putting on her boots. ‘It’s fine.’ She smiled. ‘I’ve got an old sleeping bag in the van.’
‘That’s ridiculous; you’ll get soaked getting to your van. Anyway where is it?’
She frowned. ‘I left it at the hostel, about half an hour’s walk from the gallery. There was nowhere to park near the gallery. But please don’t worry. I’ll be fine.’ 
‘No! Goodness me, I couldn’t possibly let you walk all that way in the dark. I might be able to hail a taxi for you.’ But he didn’t fancy the idea of standing out in the rain waiting for a possible passing taxi. The block of apartments wasn’t on a main road; it would take ages. He didn’t have a telephone in the flat. The idea of walking with her to her van was equally unappealing.
She hesitated before saying, ‘I don’t have enough money for a taxi …’
He didn’t know what to say. ‘Well, I could …’
‘Lend me the money? No, Dr Broughton, you’ve been so kind; I simply couldn’t.’  She took her trench coat and started to put it on.
‘Look, I don’t mind paying for a taxi …’ Anything to get this over with and her gone. 
‘No. Thank you, but no. I’ll be fine.’
‘Well then,’ he said slowly. ‘You’d better stay here. You can have my bed, and I’ll sleep on the floor in here.’
She looked at him and shook her head. 
‘Please, Miss Cresswell. It’s ridiculous to go out in that storm in the dark. Really. I don’t mind in the least.’
Sybilla stopped buttoning her coat. A loud crack of thunder and lightning made the lights flicker, and she looked at them nervously. ‘It’s Sybilla.’ After hesitating, she added, ‘Well, okay, then, thank you, but I’ll sleep on the floor.’
‘I couldn’t let you do that. It’s bare linoleum, and cold. I’ll put clean sheets on my bed for you.’ He walked towards his sparsely furnished bedroom—just a double bed pushed against the wall, a wardrobe and chest of drawers.
Sybilla followed. Richard waved her away, but she surveyed the bedroom, then stared at the bed and frowned. ‘There aren’t enough blankets to make two separate beds.’ She looked back at him. ‘Dr Broughton, I don’t mind if we share your bed. I’ll wrap my coat around me and be quite cosy and you can wrap the blankets around you.’ She gave a slight grin. ‘I promise I won’t accost you in the night!’
Colour flooded his face. He rubbed his chin. ‘Perhaps I had too much wine to drink tonight; I’m not used to it. I think my judgement’s a bit clouded, but if you feel safe with that, then …’ Somehow he didn’t fancy the idea of that grubby trench coat on his bed. ‘Maybe a cup of hot chocolate?’ he suggested, heading towards the kitchen.
‘Thank you.’ She got a book from her bag, and they sat in the two old arm chairs in front of the electric fire, cups cradled in their hands. Sybilla curled her feet up under her, trying to hide the hole in her sock. She remained quiet for a while, the unopened book on her lap, then looked up. ‘I noticed that photo on your bookshelf.’ 
Richard frowned. ‘My wife.’
‘Oh! I thought you said you weren’t married. Is she still in England?’
‘She was killed in an air raid in the war.’
‘Oh! I’m so sorry.’ Sybilla hesitated. ‘Perhaps I shouldn’t have mentioned the photo, but she looks so beautiful.’
‘She was.’ He sighed. ‘It was in 1942. Twenty-six years ago.’ The pain returned with the memory.
‘That was the year I was born,’ Sybilla said slowly. ‘1942.’
He stared at her. ‘That’s how old Brenda was when she was killed—twenty-six.’
Sybilla shivered. 
He sat, lost in thought, then suddenly remembered his guest and looked at his watch. ‘It’s after ten. Perhaps you’d like to use the bathroom. I’ll find a new toothbrush for you.’
‘It’s all right; I have one in my bag.’ She got up, rummaged in her bag, produced a small toiletry bag and held it up. ‘Also a towel, and my nightclothes.’ She took them out of her bag and disappeared into the bathroom. 
Richard boiled the kettle, made a hot-water bottle and put it in the bed, then started washing the dishes, wondering how on earth the day had turned out like this. 
He’d finished drying the dishes when she emerged from the bathroom. Without the big jumper and loose pants, she seemed very thin.
‘Oh, it’s so good to have a hot shower! Your turn now,’ she said. 
He took his pyjamas and dressing gown into the bathroom. 
The first thing he saw when he walked into the bathroom was a pair of wet, pink knickers and her towel draped over the shower rail. He shook his head. A few minutes later he came out, his dressing gown wrapped around him. 
Sybilla, already in bed, looked up and smiled at him. ‘Thank you for the hot water bottle. I won’t need my coat on me. Goodnight, Dr Broughton. Thank you for everything. I’m sorry for messing up your evening.’
‘Hmm.’ He nodded, then got into the bed, still with his dressing gown on, and spread the blankets over both of them. She lay right up against the wall cuddled into the hot water bottle. He lay there for a while unable to relax, worried that he might roll over into the sagging middle of the bed in his sleep and touch her. 
The next morning, he woke early to the sound of the rain pounding on the window. He felt constricted and had a sore neck. Why was he wearing his dressing gown in bed?  Then he remembered. Slowly he turned his head. A mass of chestnut hair lay on his pillow, which Sybilla must have dragged over to her side of the bed. He grimaced. He must be crazy. At his age—fifty-five—sharing a bed with a beautiful young woman and lying chastely to one side. With a sigh, he slid out of the bed, crept out of the room and tried to close the door quietly.
***Sybilla woke when Richard got out of bed. She lay there for a while until she heard the sound of the toilet flushing, then she got up, made the bed, ran her fingers through her hair and opened the door. 
He looked up from where he stood in the kitchen. Tall and stern looking, dark hair carefully combed to one side, he seemed to fill the tiny space.
She smiled at him. ‘Did you sleep okay? I did.’
He nodded. ‘Yes, thank you. Now, I’m just making a pot of tea and some toast. Would you like some?’
‘Love some. I’ll just go to the bathroom first.’
While they sat eating breakfast, she stared into space, contemplating what he’d taught her. After a few minutes, she looked at him and met his gaze—he’d been watching her. ‘I’ve been thinking about Hypercubes and Picasso,’ she said. ‘I know he and Braque tried to represent reality using cubism. Do you think they succeeded?’
‘I’ve no idea,’ he replied. ‘I haven’t looked into it. I know nothing about art.’
She stared at him. ‘Really? The poster seemed to suggest you knew all about Picasso and art. Well, perhaps I can rectify that. When the rain stops, I’ll take you to the art gallery.’
He opened his mouth, then closed it again, as if he didn’t know what to say. She studied him. By the look on his face, perhaps trailing around an art gallery, looking at paintings wasn’t his idea of a fun time.
She smiled. ‘In the meantime, can we carry on with the fourth dimension?’ 
He nodded, and after clearing away the dishes, they got to work.
Time seemed to pass quickly. Apart from a short tea break, they kept going, stopping every so often for Sybilla to offer her take on how the fourth dimension might apply to cubism and art.
At midday Richard looked up and said, ‘I’m hungry. I’ve got bacon rashers and eggs. Would you like some?’
Sybilla rubbed her eyes. ‘Perfect. Can I help?’ 
He shook his head.
She frowned. ‘Dr Broughton, I’m so sorry to have landed myself on you like this. As soon as the rain stops, I’ll leave you in peace. What can I do to say thank you?’
‘Nothing,’ he said stiffly. ‘I’m actually quite enjoying our little session; it passes the time on a wet Sunday.’ 
Sybilla watched him as he went to the kitchenette and started preparing the food. She took a sheet of plain paper and bent over the table, pencil in hand.
The smell of bacon soon pervaded the air, making Sybilla’s mouth water, and Richard came out of the kitchen with bread, butter, knives and forks and two plates, which he placed on the table. 
‘Here we go.’ He looked at her drawing. ‘What’s that you’ve been doing?’
She showed him her drawing of him in the kitchen.
‘You’ve made me look quite young! Not like my passport photograph.’ 
She smiled, stuck her pencil through her hair, looked at the food, and said, ‘this looks so good.’
He sat down opposite her, picked up his knife and fork, and waited for her to start eating. Then he followed suit. ‘Cup of tea?’ he asked when they’d finished.
‘Yes, please.’ She watched him as he got up and took their empty plates to the kitchenette. ‘So you’ve always been interested in maths and physics?’ she asked.
‘Yes.’ He frowned, remained silent for a moment, then looked out the kitchen window. ‘Still pouring down. Hope there won’t be floods.’ His gaze returned to her. ‘You might have to stay here another night.’
Sybilla shook her head. ‘No, really, I can walk back to the hostel.’ 
‘You mean wade or swim back. Look out the window.’
She got up and did as he suggested. The road was flooded. Cars moved slowly, and water washed over the pavement. ‘I’d better go now, before it gets worse.’
‘Miss Cresswell,’ he said gently. ‘You’re welcome to stay here. It’s no bother. Really.’
She smiled. ‘You’re so kind, Dr Broughton. I must say it’s much more pleasant than the hostel.’ She looked up at him. ‘Thank you, but just until the rain stops.’
He nodded, but looked a little disappointed. 
‘Would you like me to tell you about Picasso and Braque and Cubism?’ she ventured.
His eyes crinkled with amusement. ‘It would make a change for me to be the student.’ He stood looking out the window, then suddenly turned to her. ‘How much do you have to pay at the hostel?’ 
‘Not a lot; you sleep in a women’s dormitory and bring your own sleeping bag.’
He rubbed his chin and looked down at the table. ‘You could save that money and stay here, if you like. I’ll be out all week; I have to go into work to prepare for the next semester, so you wouldn’t be in my way.’
Sybilla doodled on her notepad. ‘I couldn’t possibly impose on you any longer.’
Richard picked up his empty cup and studied it. ‘In the gallery, when you were getting that blue dot sticker, I noticed the price on the painting I chose. It’s worth far more than just a few hours lecture from me.’
She shook her head. ‘All this has been invaluable to me. It’s been a fair exchange, and I can’t wait to get home and start painting. I have so many ideas in my head now.’ 
He smiled. ‘As you wish, but the offer stands. We managed all right last night.’
‘Do you really mean that? I don’t want to be a nuisance. I’m only here for a week, then I must head back up north, but I’d be able to buy more paints and canvasses with the money I’d save.’
Richard took the cups and saucers to the kitchenette and rinsed them. ‘There’s a spare key I can give you,’ he said.
‘I might run away with the china cups.’ She smiled.
He grinned as he came back and sat in one of the arm chairs. ‘Where’s home?’ 
Sybilla laughed and sat opposite him. ‘I live in a shack out in the bush near Gurunnuga; that’s in northern New South Wales. The owner’s been trying to sell the place for years, and he offered it to me rent free in exchange for looking after it. Keep the place tidy and in good repair. It suits me. There’s a big shed I use as a studio, a few chooks wandering around, and I can find the odd egg. The shack is very basic, and there’s an outside dunny.’
‘Dunny?’
‘Long drop.’
His brow furrowed. ‘You’ve lost me.’
‘Toilet.’
‘Ahh. So you’re there on your own?’
‘Yes. It suits me. I’m a bit of a loner, and I can spend as much time as I like painting.’
‘What about your parents? Don’t they worry about you being in an isolated spot on your own?’
She looked down at her hands. ‘My parents emigrated here from England before the war. My father joined up and was killed in the last few days of the war, so I don’t remember him. Just have a few photos. And my mother had a stroke several years ago and died.’
‘I’m sorry to hear that. Have you any other family?’
‘No. Well, I suppose I have relatives in England, but my mother never kept in touch.’  She paused, then looked up at him. ‘What about you, Dr Broughton?’
***Richard frowned, thinking of his widowed mother, now in her eighties and living with his sister in Edinburgh. He didn’t feel like launching into his family history. ‘Me? Well, I’m only here for twelve months, on a visiting lectureship.’ 
‘So you don’t live here permanently?
‘No. I live and work in Bristol, in England.’ He didn’t mention that he’d been offered full-time, permanent tenure in Sydney. He hadn’t made up his mind whether to accept. 
After a moment of silence, Sybilla looked at him and said, ‘Could we take a break, do you think? I have so much information going around in my head, and you must be tired from explaining so much to me.’
‘I was thinking the same thing, and perhaps you can teach me about art another day?’
She grinned and fetched her book from her bag. 
Richard turned on the electric fire, picked up the weekend paper and then watched her surreptitiously. She smiled at him, as she curled up on the other old chair.
‘What are you reading?’ he asked, curious because the book looked very slim.
‘An anthology of poetry. I can’t afford to buy books, and I love poetry. And I don’t have room for many books.’
‘Hmm.’ He nodded. ‘Not much of a poetry man, myself. Had to learn some at school, of course. Daffodils and clouds, that kind of thing, and some Shakespeare, of course.  Don’t remember much.’ He smiled at her, shook out his paper and started to read.
When he got home from work the next day, Sybilla was in the flat. He’d half expected she would’ve disappeared, having changed her mind and gone to the hostel, instead of staying with an old fogey like him.
She got up from the chair, where she’d been reading, when he opened the door. The smell of something cooking greeted him. ‘Hello, Dr Broughton, I’m sorry but I’m still here! I’m sure you were hoping I’d have changed my mind and you would have your home to yourself again.’
He gave a brief sharp, ‘Hah!’ and smiled. ‘Quite the contrary.’
‘Yeah, well, I walked to the hostel and got my old van and managed to find a parking space just outside here. I brought some food, home-grown vegetables from my garden, and I’ve made a stew for dinner. I hope you like stew?’ she enquired anxiously.
‘Yes, indeed. That sounds lovely.’
‘And as Marguerite has sold one of my paintings, I was able to give her the commission from your painting and buy a bottle of wine to celebrate.’ She grinned at him. ‘Cheapie plonk, I’m afraid.’
‘Well done. Congratulations.’ He took off his overcoat and hung it behind the door. The room felt warm and welcoming, and the thought of not having to cook was appealing. Several sheets of paper covered in sketches lay on the table. ‘May I?’ He indicated the table.
‘Of course.’
He looked at them and shook his head. ‘They’re beyond me. Sorry.’
‘It’s all right; they’re only preliminary sketches, just trying out ideas …’ She gathered them up from the table. ‘Dr Broughton?’
‘Yes?’
‘Could you call me Sybilla? It seems so formal to be Miss Cresswell.’
He frowned. ‘If you wish and I suppose you may call me Richard.’
She hid a smile. ‘Thank you, Richard.’
***The next day when he got home and found the flat empty, Richard was surprised to experience a feeling of disappointment. She must have changed her mind and left. He took off his overcoat and hung it up, then went to the bathroom. An involuntary smile spread over his face when he saw her towel and a pair of knickers hanging over the shower rail. She must be coming back. Then he heard the main door open and close.
‘Phew! Hello, Richard! I went to the art gallery and didn’t realise the time.’ She pulled off her trench coat, hung it up, then turned and smiled at him. ‘I meant to get back and start to cook something for dinner.’
He wanted to think of something amusing to say, but nothing came to him. The best he could do was, ‘How about fish and chips?’
‘Oh, lovely!’ Her eyes lit up, then clouded.
He guessed the reason and smiled. ‘My treat! Are you hungry?’ She always seemed to be hungry, he’d noticed. He suspected she didn’t get enough to eat. 
‘A bit,’ she admitted, then laughed. ‘Are you? Will we go now?’ She took her coat back from the door, unhooked his and handed it to him.
At the front of the block of flats, she took his arm, and walked briskly along beside him, chatting away about what she’d seen at the art gallery. At first, he was startled, but then enjoyed the feeling of her arm linked in his. A few passers-by glanced at them, and he wondered what they thought. They must present a very odd couple; a smartly dressed middle-aged man—at least he considered himself smartly dressed—and a young woman in big clumpy boots, a too-big old coat and that bright-chestnut hair tied up with the multi-coloured scarf. Perhaps they thought she was his daughter—that thought depressed him. He tried to concentrate on what she was saying about the art gallery. As they crossed the road, he automatically put his hand on her waist and steered her to the inside of the pavement.
‘Why did you do that?’ she asked.
‘What?’
‘Move me to your other side.’
He stared at her. ‘Reflex action, I suppose.’ He paused. ‘Well, all Englishmen of my generation were brought up to do that.’
‘Why?’
He laughed. ‘To protect the woman from splashes from passing vehicles, horses and carts.’
She laughed. ‘Oh, Richard, that’s funny.’ Then she grew thoughtful for a moment. ‘But it’s nice. Makes me feel protected.’
He looked down at her. The top of her head reached his shoulders. ‘Don’t your ears feel cold with your hair all tied up?’
She burst out laughing again. ‘You’re so funny, Richard!’
After buying the food, they sat on a nearby bench, opened the newspapers in which the fish and chips had been wrapped and began to eat.
‘So how was your day,’ she asked through a mouthful of fish.
‘Interesting,’ he replied.
‘What were you doing? Meeting stuffy old Professors?’
‘No.’ He chuckled, ‘working on setting up facilities to teach computer science.’ He started telling her about his work. 
She seemed to be listening intently, but then she frowned. ‘I’d love to understand more, but really I’ve no idea about anything like that.’
‘Like me with art.’
When they’d finished eating, he took the newspaper from her, screwed it up and put it in a nearby bin. 
‘Thank you, Richard. That was lovely.’ She took his arm again. ‘Shall we have a little walk before we go back?’
Surprised, he nodded, and they strolled around Victoria Park until Sybilla suddenly shivered. ‘Okay, let’s go back; it’s getting cold.’
She spoke as he unlocked the door of his flat. ‘Richard.’ 
He turned and looked at her. 
‘Thank you for everything. You’ve been so kind.’
He opened the door. ‘It’s been a pleasure,’ he said, and realised they weren’t idle words. He enjoyed her company. 
***A few days later as they finished eating breakfast, Sybilla looked at him and said, ‘My last night here; I’m going home tomorrow, so you’ll have peace and quiet in your life again.’
‘I’ll miss you.’ It was true. He’d been so used to coming back to an empty home. His married life had been short. He’d met Brenda when they’d both been working at Bletchley Park. She’d been on a visit to her parents in London when she was killed. What would she be like now if she was still alive? They would’ve had children, had a family life, not the solitary existence which was his lot at the moment. He gave a deep sigh.
‘Richard, would you like to come up to my place at some stage? The Christmas holidays, perhaps? You could have a look around the area, and I could repay your hospitality.’ She must have heard the sigh and noticed the far-away look on his face. ‘It’s very basic,’ she continued.
He looked up and blinked. ‘I’m not sure; I’ll think about it.’
She put her head on one side, studying him. ‘Actually, I was wondering if you would sit for me.’
‘Sit?’
‘Yes, you have an interesting face. Very strong. In fact, I’d like you to model for me. You have a good body.’
He frowned. ‘What on earth do you mean?’
‘A life painting.’
He gave an embarrassed laugh. ‘Strong?  A good body? Don’t be ridiculous; I’m an old man! Anyway, you haven’t seen my body.’ He stared at her, but she seemed to mean it. ‘A life painting? If that means nude, then certainly not!’ He got up from the table. To get away from the subject, he added, ‘well, as tonight will be your last night, perhaps I could take you out to dinner.’
She burst out laughing. ‘In these clothes! Oh Richard, I don’t think so. But thank you for offering.’
He looked at her old clothes; she was right. He’d forgotten that his first impression of her had been of a down-and-out person.
***That evening he came home with a bottle of champagne. He’d never bought a bottle of champagne before, but he felt they needed to mark the occasion. An appetizing smell greeted him on opening the door of the flat. 
Sybilla jumped up from the table, where she’d been drawing. ‘Guess what Richard?’ She ran towards him and flung her arms around him. ‘I’ve sold all my paintings except one! So I’ve cooked a special dinner and bought a bottle of wine to celebrate!’
‘Congratulations!’ Slightly embarrassed, he drew back from her embrace and held out the bottle of champagne. ‘Put this in the fridge while I have a shower.’
‘Champagne! Wow, you must be really celebrating me leaving.’
He grinned. He was beginning to appreciate her sense of humour.
‘Absolutely.’
It was late by the time they’d finished eating—and finished the champagne and most of the bottle of wine Richard noticed. He rose unsteadily to his feet. ‘I think it’s time for bed.’
‘Yes. I must be fresh for my long drive tomorrow.’ She got to her feet and headed for the bathroom. ‘I’m a little tipsy,’ she giggled. A little later, she emerged. ‘Your turn, Richard,’ she said, as she made her way to the bedroom, ‘Oh! I’m going to miss your lovely hot shower!’ She yawned. ‘I’m so tired.’ 
When Richard joined her in the bedroom, she lay in her usual position close to the wall. He climbed in beside her and pulled the blankets over them. ‘Good night, Sybilla.’
She turned over. ‘I’m cold. No hot water bottle.’ 
‘Oh. I’m so sorry. I forgot. I’ll get it now.’ He made to get out of the bed. 
‘No, I’ll get it.’ She turned over and snuggled up to him. ‘Oh, you’re so nice and warm, Richard.’ 
His heart raced at the feel of her against him. ‘Er, Sybilla.’
‘Hmm?’ She put her arms around him. ‘I think I had too much to drink,’ she murmured, then, her speech slightly slurred, added, ‘but I just want to thank you for everything. I really like you, Richard.’ She reached up to kiss him …
***Richard woke early next morning, his head pounding. He groaned and then realised that Sybilla was still cuddled up to him. He began to remember the previous night. ‘Oh, no.’ His voice was a croak. ‘What did I do?’
She stirred and opened her eyes. ‘Richard.’ Then she drew his head towards her and kissed him.
‘Stop!’ He pushed her arms down. ‘Sybilla, what have I done?’
She frowned and sat up in the bed, then realised she was naked and pulled the sheet up over her breasts.
‘I’m so sorry,’ Richard said. ‘I don’t know what came over me; I took advantage of you.’
‘Nonsense; it takes two to tango.’ She jumped up and started to dress. ‘I’ll make coffee.’
He watched her go, then groaned again and turned over in the bed. 
A few minutes later, she returned. ‘Here. Take these; make you feel better.’ She handed him two aspirin and mug of black coffee. ‘Sorry, it’s a mug. Didn’t think your lovely tea cups suitable.’ She grinned at him, bent over him and ran a finger down the side of his face. ‘It’s okay, Richard,’ she said softly. ‘Please don’t stress about it. Look, I’ll be gone in a few minutes, and you can put me out of your mind. By the way, there’s something of yours in the corner by the book shelf.’
He made to get up, but she pushed him back. ‘Later. Look after I’ve gone.’ She leaned over and kissed him full on the lips. ‘Thank you, Richard. For everything.’  Then she left, closing the door quietly behind her.
He dragged himself out of the bed, then realised he was naked. After hastily pulling on a pair of pants, he went to the corner by the bookshelves. A square, flat, brown-paper parcel leaned against the wall. He knew what it had to be. Slowly he unwrapped it and stared at the portrait of Sybilla.
***Richard’s life felt empty after she’d gone. He went around to Marguerite’s gallery and looked for the painting Sybilla said she hadn’t sold. It hung on the wall where her others had been, but now with different paintings beside it. He still didn’t understand what the picture meant, and they’d never had time to go to the NSW Art Gallery. He walked up to the counter. Luckily, it wasn’t Marguerite there, but some young fellow.
‘I’d like to buy the Sybilla Cresswell painting on the wall over there.’ He gestured towards the far end of the gallery.
‘Oh, hello, Dr Broughton,’ the youth said. ‘I was at your lectures last semester.’
Richard thought he looked vaguely familiar. 
‘Marguerite is my aunt,’ the youth continued. ‘I was telling her all about your lecture on the fourth dimension.’
So this is the oaf that got me into giving that lecture.
The youth wrapped the painting and handed it to Richard. ‘It’s one of my favourites,’ he said. ‘I’m surprised it didn’t sell up ‘til now. You’ve got good taste.’ He nodded approvingly at Richard.
Back at the flat Richard propped it up on the book shelf. The colours were lovely. He turned it over. On the back Sybilla had written ‘Sunset at the Dam.’ Hmm. He put Sybilla’s portrait beside it. Her eyes seemed to be looking right at him. He picked up the photograph of his wife and stared at it. 




Chapter 2


Sybilla arrived back at the shack on a lovely sunny day. She stopped the engine and sat for a few minutes, then got out and stretched. It must have rained recently as everything looked lush and green. She thought of Yeats’s poem, Inisfree:  And I shall have some peace there, for peace comes dropping slow. Yes, happy to be back in the bush, she could feel the peace encircling her. She took several deep breaths. She had enough money from the sale of her paintings to last for a few months, then it would be spring and she’d be able to get some work on the local farms. She’d stopped at the village shop on the way and bought stuff: bacon, butter and a loaf of bread. One letter had arrived; the registration on the van was due. But she had enough money to cover that. 
She opened the door of the shack—it had no lock—and went in. It felt chilly inside. First thing to do, light the stove, next check on the chooks, then take her new art purchases to the shed she called her studio.
The chooks came rushing out when they saw her. Poor things; they must be hungry. She’d bought some chook food, so threw a few handfuls to them and watched them scratching and pecking at it. She looked in the old water tank lying on its side where they liked to nest. Four eggs lay on the gum
***
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