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The Long Goodbye 
by Kathy Prokhovnik 

We’ve been outside paying homage to the night sky, the full moon, the cooling air. I 
know this place so well now. I recognise the wet thud of a frog jumping down from 
wherever it’s been. The flashing light of a plane crosses the sky, so high up that no 
sound reaches us. 

I didn’t know you could fall in love with a piece of land. But hand in hand I fell in 
love with your kind heart and with the heavy summer beetles that buzz loudly at 
night. Your sharp wit and the fussing of parrots as they settle down at dusk. 

The first time we came to the farm we walked along the fence line until we 
reached the creek, walked along the creek away from the fence and saw the tree – a 
stately gum with swelling limbs, its white trunk smooth and naked. Seized by the 
moment you hugged me, and I hugged you, and the thrill of what we were doing 
shivered through us. 

We chose a house site and fenced a section of paddock. We drew a house on the 
back of an envelope and found people to make it real. You dug one brave little 
garden and filled it with quick-growing pumpkins and tomatoes. Each year we made 
more gardens, bigger gardens, and the yard filled with every shade of green, every 
shape of leaf, until the memory of the paddock was retained only in tamed patches 
of mowable kikuyu. We would come back from being away and walk around our 
gardens, noting the growth on the black sapote, picking a giant caterpillar off the 
olive, twisting strands of grape vine onto the trellis.  

Now I walk around the garden alone, saying goodbye, as you watch from the 
kitchen. Your laboured breathing reaches me through the open window as I check 
the persimmon.  

I’m readying myself. To not hear the dawn sounds of the land and the birds 
waking, the backdrop of cicadas and crickets, the foreground of magpies and blue 
wrens. The kookaburras crisp and cackly. The dew still on the grevilleas. 
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Not watching. The frills of mist curling around the tops of the trees as we drink 
our morning cup of tea. 

A lone night bird flies silently in the nearly dark sky, flapping up and diving, 
swooping down, making wide, arcing loops through the valley. 
 


