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All My Heart 

 

Ginny raised her hand and said, “This is the page. I tore it out.” 

 From a notebook that she’d found at the back of the drawer, right-side of her dead 

husband’s desk. 

 Ruth thought that the page, fluttering in the wind and brightened by the steepling sun, 

looked like an infant bird, one that has struggled to the twiggy lip of its mother’s nest and 

discovered a space that is not as majestic as that imagined.  

 Ginny proffered but Ruth didn’t take the paper, preferring to say, “I’m sure it meant 

nothing.” 

 “You haven’t read it.” 

“No, but –” 

“Shall I read it to you?” 

 Well, yes. Ruth wanted to hear the contents on the page; she really wanted to. To listen 

would be an act almost as thrilling and illicit as this morning’s dim-eyed excursion into the 

bathroom where she had discovered Siobhan astride but not actually on the toilet as she urinated 

a thick, ammoniac stream; Siobhan, her daughter’s new friend, a girl who seemed to be all-over 

wet, wet hair, eyes and skin, wetness pouring from her with enviable strength and abandon. 

So yes – but the gate of no-ness as well because but she didn’t really want the inevitable 

aftermath, Ginny’s strident desire for a retribution that could never occur. Oliver, poor fellow, 

was passed. 

 “Ruth? I asked you a question.” 

 “Sorry. I don’t know. Do you –” 

 But Ginny had begun in a chilled voice that shot ice through the bee-licked garden. 

 “Dearest –” 
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 Who? Who could possibly – 

 “Dearest One.” 

 Ruth blinked. What strange and private intimacy – 

 Ginny continued, precisely. “I love our times together as we wander and wonder along 

meandering streams of intellectual passions –” 

Oliver, a poet? 

“Sometimes against the flow, across many eddies, but always confident in our intentions. 

We share our imaginings, enthuse in our dialogue and celebrate the joys of our mindful 

adventures.”  

Eddies? 

Ginny paused to repel the sky then read, “Ours is a loving intellectual exploration of all 

that may be humanly worthwhile. For me, this is a delight that continues to nourish and fulfil my 

life.” 

Well, thought Ruth. Well, it’s done, out there – a condemnation of sorts but not too 

damning. Already she could sense the words moving away like a breeze, like the follicles of 

dandelions. 

“Last line,” said Ginny balefully. “Thank you with all my heart. That’s how he finished. 

All my heart.”  

Her hand dropped, the page with it. 

Ruth remembered Oliver’s death as she might remember a sharp taste; surprising in its 

bitterness and continuance. Olives, she thought, small, green and hard. Olives for Oliver. The 

story as follows: he’d felt unwell, drunk a cup of tea and proclaimed that he felt better, walked to 

the corner store, died on a lawn without having bought anything.  

“He said he’d be back,” said the girl at the counter. “He said he’d forgotten his wallet.” 

For the benefit of those nearby she’d wept raucously. 
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Just sixty-two, Oliver, in an era when people could be strapped and defibrillated, could 

ingest chemicals, connect to machines and live much longer. Sixty-two was young! Sixty-twos 

were travellers, industrialists, artists, decision-makers. They were doers and shapers, consultants 

like Oliver. Death at such an age was a travesty. To run from the carnival before the final 

moonlit ride … eighty was requisite these days, maybe eighty-five. Anything less was a slight – 

Weak constitution, they’d whisper. 

Weak person, they meant. 

Another common acceptance; Ginny would get through. She was strong, certainly 

stronger than her husband (nice bloke, gentle and generous but a bit, well, idiosyncratic. A bit 

flaky). Whereas Ginny came from densely-knitted stock and had always been well-supported. 

She had a mesh of friends and colleagues after forty years at St Catherine’s, the last twenty-two 

as Deputy Principal. At the funeral there were too many people for the chapel to accommodate; 

they spilled into the glare like lobelia from a pot. The whisper, when it came, was careless; these 

are Ginny’s friends. They’re Ginny’s ex-students, most of the school staff, the ladies from the 

Walking Society, members of her Rotary Club, the management committee at EduPlace, the 

Library Advisory Board, mates from her university days. Oliver didn’t have … he wasn’t – 

Some men just don’t connect. 

Ginny made a funny speech. Ginny read a poem by Walt Whitman. Ginny gazed out at 

the faces, rose with divine grace above Oliver’s favourite Bach chorales – “mournful Teutonic 

shit,” she’d always called them – and told people to hug their own, walk tall, live each moment, 

cherish, enrich. Ruth, spellbound, had felt like applauding; Ginny turning her husband’s funeral 

into an oration, a homily that made everyone breathe in, nod at this woman’s sagacity and 

silently pledge to better their own existences. 

She’s marvellous, they’d all agreed. 

Now this. 
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“All my heart,” said Ginny again. “It’s tawdry, don’t you think? Tawdry. Go on, have a 

drink.” 

She poured wine, one glass above the standard-drink line, one below. Ruth, knowing her 

due, took the latter. The wine was syrupy. It could have been nectar taken from the glands of an 

exotic, undiscovered creature. 

She said, “Have you heard from Norbert?” 

“No.” Ginny was brusque. “Don’t expect to, he’s got his own life.” She held up the page 

and said, “I’ve been transfiguring.” 

How like Ginny, to call it that! 

“Dearest One is actually Dearest Annabelle.” 

Annabelle Travers was Oliver’s occasional secretary … but no, thought Ruth, Annabelle 

is utterly unintellectual. Not to mention meek, lispy, subjugated. 

Typing and filing, for God’s sake. Silly little sexless rat. 

“I can’t see that,” she said. 

“It’s her,” said Ginny, putting down her empty glass. “You look surprised. That’s 

because you don’t know Annabelle. Smart. Smart operator.” She expanded; there are women 

who have the knack of saying nothing original but still telling men exactly what they want to 

hear. They’re reflectors. That’s Annabelle, a reflector. Ginny’s contention; that Oliver sent out 

his sacred light and Annabelle sent it straight back, allowing him to bask. 

“Like a mirror,” she added. 

Ruth thought of poor Oliver, waving haplessly from a morass of ideas and ideals, 

nothing-stuff that wouldn’t tilt the world, wouldn’t ever bruise or gild … given the chance to 

bask, then why not? 

She pointed to the page and said, “Does it really mean anything? It all seems so –” 

“Tawdry?” 
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“Over-blown,” suggested Ruth. 

“Oh, chivalrous,” agreed Ginny. “Courtly love. I doubt that they were sleeping together. 

Which is ridiculous. If you choose an affair, then choose sex. Otherwise, what’s the point?” 

Ruth couldn’t answer. Ginny said firmly, “They weren’t sleeping together.” 

Because I have determined it to be thus. 

There were mosquitoes arising from the shrubs like planes readying for a fly-past when 

Ginny looked at Ruth with widening eyes, as if seeing her for the first time. She spoke in a voice 

like that of a young girl, in a bedroom, beneath a bridge, on a rooftop, saying, “Is making love to 

someone’s mind the same as making love to her body?” 

 

Ruth went home giddy from the wine that she only ever drank with Ginny. Ellen was making 

fritters in the kitchen. Ruth said, “Siobhan seems nice,” and Ellen said mm, they were meeting 

later on, she might not be home until tomorrow. 

 “Movies?” asked Ruth. 

 “Something like that,” agreed Ellen. 

 

She watched TV alone. A man who was married with four children pursued a woman who was 

grieving and thus, the script seemed to proclaim, open to ruining whatever scraps remained in 

her bedraggled life. Eventually they had sex in his car, then frantically on a beach, then in a hotel 

room. Ruth was fascinated by the woman’s carnal movements; how she lifted her hips as if 

levitating. She thought that the woman must be extraordinarily strong. Pelvic floor; an extra 

mezzanine strength. Later that night she lay on her own bed and tried to replicate the movement 

but her back hurt and her dimpled, fritter-coloured flesh never seemed to leave the sheet. 

 She thought, was that why? 
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 She turned to the whispering blind and asked, had he wanted a woman who could levitate 

her hips? 

 

They walked from the car-park down to the river. Ginny said, “Norbert won’t be home for 

Christmas.” 

 “Oh Ginny, that’s terrible!” 

 “Not at all. He’s got his own life.” 

 “But – Christmas!” 

 “I can hardly expect him at Christmas,” said Ginny, “when he’s already been back once 

this year for his father’s funeral. I mean, fair’s fair. It’s a long way, and expensive.” 

 From Canada, where Norbert did something wildly elaborate and profitable with 

computers, to Brisbane, where Ginny disciplined wayward girls, sat on boards and committees, 

organised coffee-club with a panoply of disciples and refused to visit Oliver’s tiny little drawer 

in the crematorium. 

 They sat on a bench-seat and watched the ferries, the people being tugged by dogs, 

sweat-sodden runners, lovers touching. Ginny said, “I’ve put it all together. She was his muse.” 

 Annabelle, a muse? No … a muse had plumes and curves and the bittersweet musk that 

some women, luckier women, seemed to naturally exude. Muses were arch. They were worldly 

and moist. 

 Siobhan could be a muse. 

 “They used to sit at the computer,” said Ginny. She lit a cigarette; past habit recently 

revisited. “I thought she was teaching the old sod how to use Endnote. For an academic, he was 

hopeless with software. That was why he employed her … why I agreed. Someone to type up his 

stuff, reference it properly and send it to whichever obscure journal had agreed to publish. That’s 

what I thought but – obviously not. Meandering fucking streams.” 
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 Ruth said, “Are you certain?” 

 “Yes. There was no one else. I’m angry with myself for being blind to the possibility. My 

husband had an affair of the mind. I failed to satisfy him in that regard so he looked elsewhere.” 

She squeezed smoke from her mouth and rasped, “I’m an intellectual cuckold.” 

 “He didn’t actually cheat –” 

 “What’s that?” asked Ginny. “Oh, I see. He thrusts himself inside her, he’s cheating. He 

celebrates the joy of their mindful adventures, he’s not? Ruth, don’t you understand? It’s actually 

worse.” 

 Drops of rain on her hand, her arm. 

 “No greater betrayal,” said Ginny, stomping, twisting, “than to judge a mind weak 

enough to warrant the search for another.” 

 

But no, she thought later, you’re wrong. That’s not betrayal. 

 So Oliver had found a like-mind. Like? Complementary, at least. They murmured a few 

ideas, they dialogued. So what? 

 She fed a carrot into the electric grater. Betrayal was not so ethereal. Not air-borne. 

Betrayal was stark. It was a touchable thing, as cool and clammy as the skin of the sick. 

 Betrayal, she thought, was being in hospital with your baby daughter at your breast and 

waiting for him all afternoon, early evening, waiting and telling the nurses that Laine would be 

here soon, he wasn’t far away, work was busy and traffic, you know, impossible traffic – but 

knowing that he’d taken the phone off the hook, he’d locked the door, he too was at breast. 

 She fed chunks of potato, the milky sap mixing with the leftover orange; grated aurora. 

 Betrayal was knowing that your husband had been there, down-between, with others 

(who probably levitated) and he’d been doing that thing that he had never before done with you 
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but now did, the thing that made you freeze because it was obviously obscene but oh the waves, 

interminable waves, the drunkenness – 

It was locating Her scent. (They were always Her. Everyone had believed it to be a 

Dearest One, the Her with whom he had eventually lived and bred, but there were Hers all over, 

Ruth knew that. Hers in the streets, banks, supermarkets and parks, Hers in the pavilions and 

shrubs, on the beaches, squatted cunningly at playgrounds, thighs parting and pressing like 

bellows. Their smiles and scents, their slim legs, heated promises. Hers were carnivores, 

patrolling the febrile, disruptive Earth). Yes, locating Her scent in his hair and skin – not on but 

in, seeped like an aromatic oil – smelling Her and yet still submitting to him down-between, 

smelling Her whilst he shoved and grunted and she somehow held onto a stupid hope that Her 

might disappear and they would be alone again, Laine and Ruth, young lovers, dream-filled and 

drowsy in the delicate light. 

The grater spewed thin strips of vegetable like shredded veins. 

What’s better, she wondered, to be murdered by a single blow or a multitude of tiny cuts? 

 

Ginny, on the phone. A luncheon with her and other dauntless grand-dames, next Saturday. 

 “Um, it’s Ellen’s graduation.” 

 “On a Saturday? How post-mod. What time?” 

 Ruth told her; eleven o’clock at the Convention Centre. She’d had to pay for a ticket; 

twenty-five dollars to see her daughter receive a degree in Psychology that she probably would 

never use, given that she wanted to concentrate on her ‘art’. 

 That exhibition, in the Valley. Vulva. 

 Where she’d met Siobhan. 

 Ginny said, “Well, come afterwards. We’ll be at Regine’s.” She coughed and said, 

“Apparently they were writing a book together.” 
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 Oliver and Annabelle? 

 “I confronted her,” said Ginny, Ruth wary of the relish in her voice. “She didn’t get it. 

Stupid cow, she didn’t get the betrayal.” 

 But no. 

 “Spirituality in economics. Annabelle is a spiritualist, whatever that means, and Oliver 

liked trends. Hence, the book that no one would ever read. I asked her, will you finish it and she 

claimed no, that would be disrespectful.” 

 A pause. Ruth felt a sudden need to wash her hands, face and neck. 

 “Did you ever hear of anything so stupid?” said Ginny. 

 They spoke some more – nothings, these days everything was comprised of nothings – 

before Ginny said, “Ruth, please come to lunch. I need you there. You are the only person who 

understands.” 

 Because of Laine. 

 Ginny, reflecting. “He married her, didn’t he?” 

 “I don’t believe so.” 

 “Really? Uh-huh. What was her name again? I’ve forgotten. It was unusual –” 

 “Anosia.” 

 “Anosia! Malaysian?” 

“Melburnian,” said Ruth.   

 

She knew that Ginny would keep the page. For a publicly strong and independent woman, a 

contrasting dash of victimhood was appealing. I’m vulnerable too, she might have said. Ladies, 

we’re in this together. Walk tall, live each moment, cherish, enrich. Betrayal is our Medusa; she 

must be continuously, perpetually beheaded. 
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 But you never asked, thought Ruth. You never asked because you were cosy with 

chivalrous, inoffensive Oliver, and you didn’t care that I loved my errant, tilted husband with all 

my heart. 

 She lay on her bed, the television lowered to a murmur. Beautiful young people moved 

across the screen; cooking, renovating, singing, kissing. Ruth closed her eyes, drew up her knees 

and listened for the wind and the crickets. Later on, clad in darkness, she wasn’t sure whether the 

sounds came from the television, from her past or from Ellen and Siobhan, prising, mewling and 

levitating further down the hallway. 


