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Rosie picked up the fallen card and stood it back on the
mantel-piece amongst the others. She shook her head and smiled,
where had the seventy years gone? Her daughter’s words came back,
now Dad’s gone, it’s time to move, you must start sorting out
the house, I won’t have time to do it with the twins due any
day.

Where to begin was the problem. Thirty happy years married to
Jean-Michel, three kids who had long since moved out leaving
surfboards, skates and other memories had made certain she had
acquired a lot of stuff or ‘clutter’ as her daughter preferred to
call it.

I’ll start with the books she decided. Running her hand along
the shelf and glancing at the many titles it felt like she was
looking at a diary of her life. A well-thumbed French dictionary,
Dr Spock from the 70’s and How To Raise Better, Brighter Children,
The Atkins Diet from her ‘fat decade’ (this was how she described
it) and Shirley Conran and her theories on How to be a
Superwoman.

 (It doesn’t work Shirley!  Rosie remembered one
particular evening when exhaustion overwhelmed her and she fell
asleep ironing school shirts at midnight.)

Each book brought back memories of someone or somewhere, each
book that she had needed at certain periods of her life.
 Rosie wasn’t a hoarder; she just found it hard to throw
things away, books in particular. But now she had an idea and she
would begin tonight.

After carefully choosing six books and dusting them, which made
her sneeze, she carried the books into the hall and placed them by
the front door.  Glancing up and peering in the mirror she
spoke to the face looking back, ‘Not exactly sixteen anymore old
girl, it is time to move’ and she brushed a wisp
of white hair away from her face, resolute in her decision.

Just after midnight, Rosie pulled on an old black jacket. She
wound a scarf around her neck, picked up the books and stepped
outside. The night air was cool and the street was silent. The
sweet scent of jasmine filled the air. She inhaled deeply, the
smell reminding her that summer was just around the corner.

The beach wasn’t far and after walking for a few minutes she
could hear the soft ‘shush’ of tiny waves breaking on the sand.
There was no-one around as she approached the bus shelter. The same
shelter where her kids had waited for the school bus, the shelter
where the drunks falling out of the Cottesloe Hotel on Friday
nights had slept after ‘one- too- many.’ For a moment Rosie stared
at the horizon. The moon’s silvery beams danced on the ocean as if
hearing a music that mere mortals could not. She put the books down
on the bench, patted them once and without looking back, walked
home.

The next day after breakfast and with curiosity getting the
upper hand, Rosie drove past the bus top. All six books had
gone.

***

Four months later and with nearly all her books given to the
world, six by six, Rosie reckoned she had just enough time to check
the bus stop for the last time. The removalists were arriving the
next day to pack what was left of her life into cardboard
boxes. 

Tired and struggling with the conflicting emotions that leaving
her home was bringing, Rosie decided to make one last walk to the
beach before going to bed. She had grown to like the anonymity of
delivering her books in the dark. As she approached the bus
shelter, distant voices made her turn; a couple on the sand were
heading her way. Not wanting to be seen she put the last six books
down, stepped silently into the shadows of a shop doorway and
waited.

‘Oh look Mike, it’s a French cook book,’ said the girl as she
stood turning the pages in the moonlight.

‘Maybe you can find something suitable for this weekend.’

‘I doubt it’ the girl replied. ‘This whole
entertaining-the-parent’s-thing is giving me nightmares, let alone
cooking something French. Besides let me remind you, your mother is
French and I’m sure she is a brilliant cook and … ’

As memories flooded her mind faster than the incoming tide,
Rosie stepped out of the shadows and before beginning her short
walk home, she turned to the young couple.

‘Boeuf Bourguignon, page 78, you can’t go wrong. If you’re
worried, double the red!
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