
LOST // LOST 

PETER BUTTONED HIS PANTS and then, on leaving the bathroom stall, he discovered he was in 

a different bar.  

Which bar?  
He washed his hands and saw scribbled on one of the creme-coloured tiles beside the mirror, 

MICK WAS HERE, and just below, in a thinner text of sharp angles, Mick likes dick, followed by a phone 

number.  

Lord Roberts, Peter reasoned. He was at Lord Roberts.  

He dried his hands and ventured to the beer garden upstairs and found there, sitting under the 

lush green willow his girlfriend Kristy smoking a cigarette, half way through a pint. She smiled 

nervously at his approach, her black hair dancing with its dyed green tips that hung lusciously over her 

purple turtleneck and down to her breasts.  

Peter loved Kristy, even now after all these years, and sitting down, taking a drink of the beer that 

could only be his beer, he remembered how this was their local, all of the many times they had spent 

here drinking and chatting, making out, meeting people and having crazy times, how the bistro served 

a mean set of jalapeño poppers.  

The city, Peter thought. He missed the city and all of its eccentricities.  

‘What were we talking about again?’ he asked, hoping to get an idea of where they had been up to 

in the conversation, or where in the relationship this was. 

‘I was saying I think we should have a break,’ she said, ‘And then you went to the bathroom.’ 

Peter remembered what had happened and felt as if he needed to go again. ‘What do you mean?’ 

‘What do you mean “What do you mean?” Come on, you have to be feeling the same way I do. 

We can’t keep going on like this. You can’t be happy.’ 

He watched her cheeks blush. She was so beautiful: the little tremor at the edge of her lips when 

she got emotional and was trying to hold it in. He wanted to kiss her. He wanted to change things. 

‘I am happy,’ he said. 

‘Prove it to me, Peter. Because I don’t believe you.’ 

And Peter said to wait and see. He would show her. He would be better. He said, ‘Let’s go out for 

dinner. Somewhere nice, just you and me.’  

And they did. And this time Peter didn’t cower home, get his things and stay at a friend’s place, 

they went out to an Italian restaurant, later made love and then had a shower together, swapped 

pyjamas and cuddled in bed.  

Over the following months he made a list of things for them to do, put reminders in his calendar, 

made sure they had sex at least once a week, that he didn’t always invite his friends over. They went 

on outings to the beach, watched the seagulls gather. He cooked dinner from recipes he got off the 

Internet and when sometimes that messed up, he added her favourite things like cumin and chilli, 

made a salad dressed in lemon and sunflower oil. He met her at work for lunch and they went to a 



swing set in a community garden near Luna Park and laughed and laughed. It was like, this was what 

life was meant to be, content and regimented. 

Then a year passed and one Saturday morning after they had awoken drowsy and hungover from 

drinking the night before, Kristy came into the bedroom, wet and wrapped in her towel of cartoon 

zombie-sheep, and she said, ‘We can’t keep going on like this.’ 

And of course still on his phone, reclining on the bed and scrolling through 5-minute hack videos, 

Peter sat up and uttered cautiously, ‘What do you mean?’ 

‘This isn’t working. I think I’m done.’ 

And Peter watched as she got dressed and blow-dried her hair, barely uttering a word, and all the 

while he tried to figure out the perfect thing to say to make this right, to calm her down, but nothing 

came to mind. She got her keys, took a deep breath and looked at him. ‘I want you gone by the time 

I’m home tonight. I don’t care where you go, maybe stay at James’. Just don’t be here.’ And then she 

said, ‘It is what it is. I’m sorry.’  

‘Wait,’ he said. 

But she had already turned and left. As the door closed he felt the empty apartment for the first 

time, felt a knot of pressure inside, like he needed a cigarette. So he went to the balcony and smoked 

one of her cigarettes and texted her: Whatever I’ve done, I’ll fix it. 

It took a few hours, but she wrote back: That’s just the problem. You can’t fix us. It’s everything. 

It’s nothing. You’ve been great, don’t get me wrong, but it hasn’t felt like we’re in this together. Not 

for a long time. We never argue. It’s like you don’t care. We always do what I want to do and you 

never complain and it just feels fake. Like I could drive a truck over you and you’d say sorry. I do 

love you. But I think it would be better for the both of us if we split and had a clean break. Went our 

separate ways. I don’t know what else to say to you, Pete. Sorry for the long message. 

So Peter paced the apartment, reading and re-reading the texts. He saw all of their joined 

possessions littered everywhere like the perfect kind of mess, books and little pot plants, piles of 

DVDs, her jewellery on the vanity beside the collection of his smiling little red buddhas, the 

anniversary photo of them together on his bedside table. His stomach dropped. It was at this moment 

Peter remembered his wife Charlie, and how she would never have said what Kristy had said. Charlie 

would have bragged to all of her friends about the efforts he had made and his sacrifices and what a 

good husband he was, and he would have joked, ‘Happy wife, happy life, right?’ and everyone would 

have given him that cheeky grin that says complacent and uneventful matrimony, till death do us part.  

Peter thought, What was the point? You try your hardest and do everything right and it still 

fucking fails.  

Then again he thought of his wife and the last time they’d been together in the Roxy. How all that 

was required of him was to be present, to be occasionally attentive. She was bossy, sure, but she told 

him what to do and was happy when he complied. She did not want grand romantic gestures, she 

preferred presents be in the form of charity donations towards animal welfare. Only wanted a card on 

her birthday, or for him to visit her mother with her every now and then, or for him to be an easy 

companion when they travelled. 



But he couldn’t remember his wife’s face. Or he could, but it was vague, soft, a dream image of 

her. Charlotte. The ideal partner. Her looking up to him as she fixed his hair for work. Her little 

button nose. He wanted this. He wanted her back.  

So Peter went and got a coffee, smoked another of Kristy’s cigarettes and hoped it would happen 

like it sometimes did. The knot inside tightened and he went to the bathroom, and he hoped and 

hoped. Charlie would never leave him. 

*** 

RAIN. First the sound on the metal roof, then it sheeting out in the yard. A cacophony of white noise. 

Here, the first time it happened, Peter was seven, legs akimbo on the living room floor working a 

jigsaw puzzle on the carpet and looking outside, watching the rain and thinking about the snails that 

lived there, that lived out everywhere else in the world. Their slow lives. 

He arranged the puzzle pieces carefully, biting his lip and having those thoughts, and slowly, 

without his realising, his Mum and Dad came in and placed themselves on the couch opposite him, 

side by side, seeming all calm but not the good kind of calm, the kind of calm they got when he was in 

trouble. And straight away within Peter there opened a pit of uncertainty. He stopped playing. Mum 

spoke first.  

‘Honey?’ she said, ‘We’ve got something we’d like to talk to you about. Everything’s alright, don’t 

worry. But there are going to be...’  

And then as his father interjected, Peter couldn’t take it and he zoned out and looked to the rain 

outside again. He suddenly thought about the snails in the fields and parks getting stepped on by all of 

the passers by, the crushing underfoot in the grass that none of them heard. It was then that he knew 

he had to go to the bathroom.  

‘It’s alright, honey,’ Mum said, ‘Go, we’ll wait.’  

And so he went. Down the hall. He closed the door. The long moment of peeing, of loosening 

the anxiety inside, of hoping that whatever it was they were trying to tell him, that it would go away, or 

instead be good news, something about toys.  

But then Peter emerged and closed the bathroom door behind him and he felt suddenly 

exhausted, more tired than he’d ever been his entire life. He looked down and found his hands were 

large and skeletal, dark spots and wrinkled skin, yellowed nails. Had he fallen asleep?  

It was so quiet. No rain. Only a subtle and persistent ringing. This was not his house. 

Continuing on, he found soon, within a picture frame hung upon the wall there was his own face 

reflected in the glass: grey hair and spectacles, and for the longest time Peter believed this was a 

horrible dream. But it didn’t feel like a dream. It felt like lying in bed before he’d fallen asleep. But 

what could he do? Where could he go?  

Slowly, after many steps, the winding hall opened onto light and chatter, a wide stone wall and 

glass sliding doors, a room filled with people of all ages, all of them dressed in black. 

‘Who are you?’ Peter asked of them, unsure and scared at every sight he saw: the unfamiliar faces, 

the unsettled feeling he did not belong. ‘Where is my mum and dad?’ 



And at his saying of this, there turned such a pity in their expressions. A terrible sadness. A 

woman in the far corner, a little older than his Mum, she had dark hair and running mascara, she 

began softly weeping. Others around then went to her and said things like, ‘There there’, ‘It’s going to 

be okay’, ‘It’s a tough time for everyone.’ And then from out of nowhere, a tall man approached him, 

leather shoes creaking on the timber floor, and he laid his hand upon Peter’s shoulder and said: ‘It’s 

alright Pop. It’s alright. Just sit down. You know me, I’m your son Jeremy, remember?’ And the man 

looked to the others. ‘Don’t worry, he sometimes gets like this.’ 

But Peter did not know this man, this Jeremy with brown hair and blue eyes, who seemed familiar 

in a way that did not make any sense. 

‘Poor thing,’ said an older woman off to the side near the gloss black piano, ‘In losing Charlotte, 

he’s truly lost his mind!’ 

‘Audrey!’ came another voice. 

What does that mean? Peter thought, Losing your mind.  
So he sat there hoping for answers, waiting, but the man calling himself Jeremy only patted his 

shoulder and left, but then he quickly returned with a plate of cheese, crackers and grapes.  

‘Here, have something to eat,’ the man said, and Peter tasted one of the grapes and tried not to 

cry, and the man smiled a sad smile. ‘Yeah,’ he said, 'There you go. Can I get you anything else?’ 

But Peter could not answer, he only wished to wake from whatever this was, whatever error in the 

world had placed him here. So he ate and ate, and after a time everyone left him alone, and when he 

finished the food he lay the plate beside him on the chair and went to wander the house. In his 

wandering he was directed to not go here, not go there, and he could only walk very slowly and with 

special care, for it was as though his entire being was weighted far through the earth: that he might be 

crushed at a moment’s false step.  

It was a big house. Much bigger than his small metal roofed cottage at home. What followed was 

many turns, small steps, big steps, and somehow he managed to get himself upstairs and in a place 

that seemed to have too many corners, too many doors, and here Peter found himself completely lost 

and alone. He looked around and grew anxious and again the pit opened, the food worked its magic 

and Peter knew he had little time and this only made things worse. He tried to rush. He stumbled 

upon another bathroom, a bigger one this time, a timber panelled room that smelled of vanilla.  

*** 

AT AN OUTDOOR BAR CALLED THE ROXY, the sun shone like heaven; chillwave music 

played; pigeons wandered about, some mynas, even tiny finches flittered in and paced in their tiny 

rhythms, looking for food.  

Here, under a black umbrella and sipping a pint of beer, Peter was twenty-eight. He was seated at 

a slatted timber table across from his wife Charlie, hoping to hide the fact he was completely bored, 

even though they had the week before just celebrated their two year wedding anniversary and owned a 

three bedroom house in the suburbs. They had two small dogs, Abi and Cookie.  



‘I told you, babe, she should really get out more,’ Charlie said, wine in hand (more specifically, a 

pale glass of Hanging Tree semillon. This particular wine, because they’d spent their anniversary 

weekend on a trip to the Hunter Valley and now she considered herself somewhat of a connoisseur).  

Peter drank his beer.  

‘I like this place,’ he said, ‘Reminds me of L.A.’ 

His wife continued: ‘It’s because she doesn’t like people.’  

‘Like the chandelier inside. It’s nice. Old school. A vintage touch.’ 

‘Well, that’s what I think the problem is. I think she prefers animals to people. And I guess I’ve 

always known that. Like, she doesn’t want to leave Buster, ever. But it’s funny, I told her the other day 

that people can be animals, like real animals, and I love wild animals too but they are pretty horrible 

to each other too, but she didn’t get the joke.’ 

Peter remarked, ’Did you know this used to be a cinema?’ And then catching on to some of what 

his wife had mentioned, he got an idea of something else to say and so he perked up. ‘Actually,’ he 

said, ‘You know how Darwin came up with his theory on the origin of species?’ 

Charlie was about to take a sip of her wine, but instead put the glass down. ‘We’re talking about 

my mother here, babe. About how we need to do something to get her out of the house more, this is 

important. What are you talking about, cinemas or origin or whatever you just said?’ She then lit up a 

cigarette, blew the smoke past his shoulder. 

Peter gestured for a drag, toked, gave it back. ‘Evolution,’ he said, ‘How Darwin came up with 

evolution. I read the other day, that apparently there’s a wasp in Africa and it lays its eggs inside other 

insects, and when they hatch the little baby wasps — or the larva — consume the host from the inside 

out while it’s still alive, and —‘ 

‘That’s disgusting!’ Charlie said, and suddenly stood up, her face widening as if she’d seen 

someone behind him. But then the smile faded and she sat back down again. ‘Why do you always 

have to be so weird?’ 

Peter looked into his beer and over at his wife and wondered how he’d got here. He first met 

Charlie when he was twenty five, hooked up with her that same night, proposed to her with a burger-

ring chip three months later as they sat on a benched table at their favourite beach, and then three 

months after that, they were married. She had been exciting at first, thrilling, dangerous in a way he 

liked but was now sometimes afraid of. They had not made love on their recent anniversary. They 

had not made love for some months now. In the night Peter sometimes felt nothing about this, 

sometimes, he felt everything.  

‘I’m sorry,’ he said. 

‘I just don’t understand why you would say something fucked up like that when I’m talking about 

my mum.’ 

In response Peter just drank and zoned out and decided to go to the bathroom.  

He got up. He left his wife and the table under the umbrella and he walked inside past the poker 

machines, pushed open the door to the bathroom and sat down, did what needed to be done. 

*** 



WITH A SIGH OF RELIEF, seventy-six year old Peter unbuttoned his pants and groaned under his 

weakness, and he sat upon the toilet, smelling the vanilla, and he wondered on if this was to be his life 

now. If he had become a snail in another person’s body. 

But time passed. He finished and stood. He carefully fixed himself and then suddenly felt very 

strong. He felt light and nimble inside and for some reason could no longer smell the vanilla. Then 

peculiarly, when he went out the bathroom door, he expected a winding hall but instead found he was 

in his old house again, his Mum and Dad were still on the couch, right where he had left them.  

So seven year old Peter broke down crying and he did not know what to do. His parents lovingly 

reached out as if he had fallen and hurt himself and they took his hand in theirs together and his 

Father lifted him upon his lap. His own hands were soft and small again as that of a child, as it should 

be, and he was very confused. He did not know what to say and so he could only cry and cry. 

Meanwhile his father bounced him and said it was alright: his voice was deep and serious, and he said 

slowly, with very calm, assured words, that he would be going away for a while, that they would see 

each other again soon, real soon, every second weekend. 


