
 

             PROLOGUE 

 

Last night I dreamt I was in Madrid again. 

         As I made my way up the Gran Via, I could smell the sun hitting the pavement. The aroma of 

strong coffee wafted out of sidewalk cafeterias. The familiar dry, musty odour oozed from the vents 

of the magnificent old buildings lining the street. Sculptures of angels and other winged creatures in 

carriages appeared ready to launch from atop their roofs. 

         I was young again! 

         I tapped my feet on the pavement and raised my arms in the air, clicking my fingers to the 

flamenco music, belting out in my mind. I felt so alive, so rapturous, as if I was going to burst. 

         Later on, I wandered through the Museo del Prado. As I entered each salon, my spirit soared 

when I gazed upon masterpiece after masterpiece—especially Titian’s generously proportioned 

women and Goya’s weary dark-robed penitents. 

         In the late afternoon, I tangoed up and down the length of the living room in our apartment in 

Chamartin, with my husband, Pedro leading me masterfully, held tightly in his arms while Carlos 

Gardell’s husky voice belted out his heartache. 

         When evening drew near I wandered down the Calle de los Mesones in the old part of Madrid, 

where I ate the most delicious tapas and sipped full-bodied Rioja. Afterwards, I danced at The Stones 

Club with all the boys I’ve ever known, one after the other, moving to the beat, losing myself in the 

rhythm, singing the words of soul songs, long forgotten. 

         It was almost dawn when I walked up my street, General Oraa, clapping my hands for the 

sereno to let me in. He emerged in a cloud of smoke from a nearby cafeteria and bustled self-

importantly towards me with his huge bundle of keys to open the front door. 

         The hallway lights came on. The door on the first-floor apartment opened revealing the old 

senora, silhouetted in the doorway. She was wearing a quilted dressing gown and teetered on her 

high-heeled fluffy pink slippers. Her hair, sprouting large rollers, was covered by a chiffon scarf. 

“Muy tarde, Senorita Susana. Muy tarde.” She said tapping her watch. 

 

                                                           Chapter 1 

                                                   VAMOS A ESPANA! 

                             EARLS COURT—10th October, 1967—10.30am 

          

         I just can’t stand another moment in England. If one more drop of rain falls from the dreary, 

grey sky, I am going to scream. I’ve been stuck in this bed-sitter for days and am beginning to doubt 

whether my idea of staying in England over winter instead of going back home to Australia is such a 

good one. 



         All the other Australian tennis players have gone home now. Soon I’ll have to go out and get a 

job because my money is running out fast. I hate the thought of being stuck in some dingy cold 

office, working as someone’s secretary. It’s certainly not something I am looking forward to. Penny, 

the girl in the bed-sitter below, tells me that she works as a Bunny and suggests that I too should try 

out for a job at the Bunny Club! Even though she says that it’s great money for very little work, 

which certainly has a lot of appeal, I really don’t fancy walking around in a pair of tights with ears 

and a powder-puff tail. And anyway, Dad would kill me if he found out. No doubt he would be on the 

first plane over here. 

         What makes matters worse is that this morning I received a letter from Australia from my 

boyfriend Harry. He says he is lonely up at the farm and will have to marry the local schoolteacher, if 

I don’t come home soon. 

         I too am lonely and feel very tempted. I can imagine getting off the plane on a sunny Sydney 

day and running into his waiting arms. But I just can’t do it! I’ve changed so much in the short time 

I’ve been away. I just know I wouldn’t be happy, either on his family property at “Cow Pastures”-via-

Charleville, or coaching tennis in Rockhampton. I crumple his letter up and dump it in the bin. He will 

be much better off with the local schoolteacher. 

         I also receive a letter from Dawn Fogarty, the captain of this year’s Wilson Cup team, (an 

important interstate Junior competition) wanting me to come home. With Evonne Goolagong and 

me playing in the singles and Carole Cooper and me in the doubles she thinks we’re a cert to win. 

That settles it. There’s no way I’m going home now. 

         The next day it is still raining and once again the sky is grey and dreary. It is also freezing cold 

when I finally drag myself out of bed, and still dark, even though it is ten o’clock in the morning. That 

decides me. I’m not going to stay in London a moment longer. I’m going to Madrid. The Spanish 

tennis boys I met earlier in the year on the English circuit offered to help me get a job coaching at 

one of the clubs, and even though I don’t like coaching, it will certainly be much better than 

secretarial work, endlessly cloudy skies and rain. 

         I pack my bags and head for Victoria Station, without even stopping to check what time the 

train leaves. I’m in luck: when I arrive at the station, teeming with people, and fight my way through 

to the ticket office, I find that the train for Madrid is leaving in a couple of hours. I plonk down on a 

wooden bench to wait, clutching my worldly goods tightly on my lap while I watch all the different 

types of people coming and going. I find it particularly hard not to stare at the tall, handsome, 

warrior-like Africans swathed in brilliantly coloured cotton garments striding by. It’s certainly very 

different from Sydney which, due to the White Australia Policy, is predominantly white. 

         I can only afford to travel second class, so am agreeably surprised when I get into the carriage 

and find the seats are large and comfortable, albeit old-fashioned. The woodwork is scratched and 

the leather crackles when I sit down, but it is spotlessly clean. I share the carriage with a few Spanish 

women who are dressed all in black and say their “Hail Marys” as the train leaves the station. I feel 

safe riding with their faith. 

         They smile shyly at me, and I smile back. I can see that they think I am a little strange. They look 

at me carefully, and then up at my battered suitcase and tennis rackets, then back at me. I am 

knitting up a storm—I am determined to finish the jumper I am making (quite a difficult pattern) 

before reaching Madrid and can see they are impressed. We attempt to talk to each other, but even 

though I have been trying to learn Spanish from a small Penguin textbook (while waiting for the rain 

to stop during the English tournaments) it is still not very good. They don’t speak much English so in 



the end we manage with a series of signs and smiles. Very kindly they offer to share their lunch of 

crispy bread rolls, cheese and olives, which they’ve brought with them in cane baskets covered with 

red and white checked dishcloths. My stomach has been rumbling with hunger for the last hour and I 

have to practise a great deal of restraint so as not to make an absolute pig of myself. 

         It takes two days to get to Spain, which includes the daunting experience of having to catch the 

Paris Metro from the Gare du Nord station to the Gare de L’Est. I also have to change my English 

pounds to French francs so I have the money to pay for the ticket. There is no sleeping 

accommodation in second class but I am out to the world when we are woken in the middle of the 

night at the Spanish border to have our passports checked and change trains. The Spanish and 

French gauges are different sizes just like at home between New South Wales and Victoria. 

         Before our arrival at the Atocha station in Madrid, I revive myself by drinking a very strong 

double black coffee, loaded with sugar. 

         From the moment I arrive in Madrid, I feel as if a load has been lifted from my shoulders. It is a 

stunningly beautiful day. The sun is shining, the sky is cloudless, and it is still quite warm, although it 

is mid-autumn. As I emerge from the station, I have a strong sense that this is where I belong and 

that I’ve been here before. My heart aches and tears well up inside me. 

         I call Antonio Martinez, one of the older Spanish tennis players I met on the tournament circuit, 

who kindly comes and picks me up at the station. He finds me a place to stay in an old pensione, in 

Calle de Jacametrezo, a narrow street in the old part of Madrid just off the Gran Via. My room is 

large and dark with high ceilings and has a small Juliette balcony overlooking a dusty lane. 

         In the late afternoon, I wander down to the Plaza Mayor. I sit at one of the tables edging the 

square and sip a café con leche. Being in the centre of Madrid enjoying the last rays of the afternoon 

sun, surrounded by these beautiful old buildings, I am in heaven! 

 


