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Introduction

In the long, unhurried, amber-soaked light of Parramatta, the world

takes on the deliberate pacing of an epic poem. Here, where the 

Parramatta River moves with the sluggish, quiet insistence of an 

ancient vein that has always known its inevitable course toward the 

harbor, the harsh edges of the day begin to blur. The sun, a heavy, 

molten coin, dips low behind the silhouette of the Blue Mountains, 

casting shadows that stretch like reaching fingers across the brick-

veneer facades, the corrugated iron roofs, and the sprawling, sun-

baked concrete of the Eastfield parking lots. In this transitional 

hour, the air itself becomes a thick, sensory tapestry. It is woven 



from the sharp, medicinal tang of crushed eucalyptus leaves baking 

on the footpaths, the distant, mouth-watering aroma of toasted 

cumin and frying onions drifting from the busy restaurants of Harris 

Park, and the metallic, ozone-heavy screech of the T1 train line 

carving its daily rhythm through the heart of the suburbs.

It is precisely here, in this intersection of ancient water and frantic 

modern steel, beneath a sky bruising into magnificent shades of 

violet and burnt orange, that marriages finally settle into their true, 

enduring shapes. These are not the pristine, two-dimensional 

shapes proudly announced in the echoing, floral-scented halls of 

wedding venues. They are not the frozen, smiling fictions recorded 

in glossy photo albums that gather a fine layer of dust on coffee 

tables. Instead, they are the profound, asymmetrical geometries 

formed slowly, almost imperceptibly, over thousands of consecutive 

days. They are shaped in the warm, steam-filled confines of small 

kitchens, under the buzzing, artificial glare of late-night market 

stalls, and in the heavy, shared silences of ordinary evenings, where

the only soundtrack is the rhythmic clicking of a cooling heater and 

the distant, muffled barking of a neighborhood dog.

Here, nestled among the fiercely manicured front lawns and the 

chaotic, vibrant energy of Western Sydney, nine couples have lived 

for years, heavily insulated inside the soft, deceptive architecture of

assumption. They have constructed their lives like fortresses of 

routine. Each partner deeply, implicitly believed they had 

memorized the precise weight and texture of the other’s 

preferences. They thought they had mapped the entire topography 

of their beloved’s private needs—the exact temperature they 

preferred their tea, the specific, comforting scent of the laundry 

detergent they required, the precise volume at which the television 

should hum in the background. Yet, beneath this comfortable, 

domestic certainty, something else was stirring. Each discovered, 



after years of sharing a bed, a bank account, and a postcode, that 

love had been conducting a vibrant, completely parallel 

conversation they had never quite managed to overhear.

These following chapters are not violent stories of betrayal, of 

shattered glass, packed suitcases, and voices raised to compete 

with the roar of the highway. They are the far more common, 

infinitely more tender stories of the gentle, protective fictions 

people painstakingly construct in order to care for one another. 

They are chronicles of well-intentioned, beautiful mistakes. They 

speak of the pale, watery, pulp-free juice bought week after week in

an act of mutual, misdirected deference; of the brightly wrapped, 

sugary snacks willfully left untouched on the supermarket shelf so 

that a beloved’s small luxury might remain secure; of melodic, 

foreign languages spoken fluently in the mind but kept silent in the 

home until necessity or a foreign sky finally demanded them; of 

soft, pink silk dresses and delicate desires kept folded away in dark 

drawers, hidden out of a paralyzing fear they might diminish a 

carefully curated, heavily armored version of the self.

In the sprawling, diverse neighborhoods of Parramatta and its 

edges, these seismic emotional revelations do not arrive with the 

dramatic, cinematic crash of thunder. They do not shatter the earth.

Instead, they arrive with the mundane popping of a plastic tab on a 

juice carton, the hollow, wooden clack of a flute finally resting 

against a pair of lips, the sudden, sharp rustle of a hidden candy 

wrapper, or the astonishingly simple, devastatingly quiet request to 

merely be listened to rather than efficiently solved.

And in their quietness, these moments reveal something vastly 

more enduring, and far more epic, than loud, theatrical drama. 

They reveal the profound, terrifying, and ultimately liberating 

knowledge that a long marriage is never truly a finished project. It 

is not a house that is built, painted, and then simply lived in until it 



crumbles. It is a living, breathing labyrinth. It is the realization that 

the person breathing softly beside you in the dark, smelling 

familiarly of soap and sleep, continues to contain entire wings, vast,

brightly lit rooms, and hidden courtyards you have not yet even 

begun to enter.

What follows are nine such rooms. They are doors unlocked and 

pushed open, one by one, releasing the scents of old secrets and 

the brilliant, blinding wash of the soft, complex Australian light.

Chapter One: Sumitri

In the quiet cadence of Parramatta’s evenings, when the Parramatta

River carried the last liquid gold of sunset toward the distant 

harbour, the world seemed to soften into a painting of bruised 

purples and burnt oranges. The air in these hours held the faint, 

complex spice of distant cooking fires—a mingling of toasted cumin,

the sharp tang of mustard seeds popping in hot oil, and the sweet, 

heavy fragrance of jasmine blooming over brick fences. Sumitri 

moved through the kitchen of their modest brick home with the 

practiced, almost unconscious grace of one who had long believed 

she knew the exact shape and weight of her husband’s preferences.

The kitchen itself was a sanctuary of warm, butter-yellow light, 

casting long, familiar shadows across the terracotta tiles. Ten years 

of marriage, two children whose bright, chaotic laughter still echoed

against the narrow hallway walls, and a tortoiseshell cat that 

claimed the sunniest windowsill as its personal throne had woven a 

tapestry of shared assumptions so seamless that neither Sumitri nor

her husband, Vikram, had ever thought to examine the individual 

threads.


