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Kangaroo’s Kiss 
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1. THE AUSTRALIAN 

You can close your eyes. You can’t close your ears. I’m not a bad person, but I think I’ve killed a man. I 

woke up with his blood on my hands and the taste of his blood in mouth, my shirt soaked and my eyes 

blinded. By the blood. I ran through the empty streets all night, though no one was chasing me, and at 

dawn, I sat in an abandoned gas station and washed myself, not knowing if the blood was mine or if it 

had all been a dream. Ever since I was a child, I’ve been in fights about things that don’t matter to me. 

I’ve taken knocks from women I didn’t even want. When I meant to steal, they stole from me. And when 

I thought I was killing, they killed me. 

I don’t know if I’ve killed a man or if that man killed me. And now I’m running in the shadows, chasing 

his ghost. 

I open my eyes and I’m in prison. And she says to me: 

– Talk. 

And I talk. 

 

 

No one goes to the funerals of people who die on the inside. 

They don’t even go themselves. 

And still... Here I am today, to let you help with my burial. 

To let you cry for me, to let you close your eyes and believe you’re someone else, in a different place, a 

different country. You’re in the Antipodes, on the other side of the world, where left is right and right is 

left. You’re not you, but someone else. 

You are me. 

I am you. 

And we both have a second chance. 
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More than twenty years have passed, and I can still recall the room. Sometimes that room feels like the 

only space that’s real; not the one I’m in now, where the woman with Estrella’s eyes is asking me to tell 

her about my life. Everything got easier once I managed to distance myself from the four walls I thought 

I’d forgotten forever. When I close my eyes, I can still see the table with the heater underneath, the 

tobacco-stained edges of the tablecloth, the grey plastic sofa bed, and the window that opens onto the 

holm oaks. The oak trees are the last thing I remember as I fall; the oak trees and the faces of the people 

in the village, thrilled by the arrival of the ambulance. 

I’d just turned six the day I earned my name. August was seeping through every crack, and my mother 

had gone to see my cousins, who had scarlet fever. Thirst was like a restless worm, and drops of sweat 

trickled down the picture of the Immaculate Conception. 

 


