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--- PROLOGUE --- 

“Ava, wait!” I find myself having to chase after my, now to be 

an ex-girlfriend, in hopes that she will not end things like this. 

I jog lightly to catch up with her, “Ava listen.” I request as I get 

within arm’s-length of her. 

“No, you listen, Caleb!” She shouts before angrily turning 

around to face me; interrupting me. Her eyes are almost 

watering with frustration. “You always do this!” 

“Wait, what?” I mutter; the words completely bi-pass my brain 

and come out of my mouth.  

I always do this? I do WHAT? I am totally confused by what Ava 

is claiming here. 

“I’m tired. I’m done.” She continues, “I can’t be conscious all the 

time when I’m with you. I can’t keep wondering whether I 

should say THIS or THAT, wonder if you’d appreciate the things 

I do or not; I can’t do this.”  

“What do you mean?” I ask.  

Just between you and me; I think I know what she’s about to say 

but I want to hear it from her. I want to get more out of her in 

an attempt to pinpoint what is bothering her. 

She groans out loud in annoyance before explaining, “I mean 

that no matter what I do, you just won’t let me in closer. And 

how you’re always pointing out that I should be more 

comfortable with you, but you have kept things so formal 

between us. We’ve been dating for seven months now, and it 
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feels like the relationship has come to a halt. To this day I don’t 

even know for sure how you feel about me.” 

“That’s not true. You know how I feel.” I oppose, as I try to 

convince her. 

“Oh my God! No, I don’t.” She continues to fire away. “I told you 

I was beginning to get attached to you, and all you could say was 

‘I GOTTA TAKE OUT THE PIZZA FROM THE OVEN!’. Who the hell 

does that? You’re always avoiding FEELINGS! Anything that’s 

real in this relationship; YOU don’t want to talk about it.” She 

pauses; perhaps expecting me to say something, but I don’t say 

anything. 

What can I say? She has the right to be upset. I need more time, 

and she just won’t be patient with me. I have tried so hard to be 

able to connect with her; the way she wants me to, but I just 

can’t seem to stop the past from holding me back. 

She sighs, and with a lowered tone, Ava continues to make her 

point, “Caleb, you need to figure this out, are you even ready to 

let someone in; past these great walls you have created around 

you?” She asks while waving her hands in the air; gesturing a 

giant wall between us. “You keep pushing me away. I can’t keep 

fighting YOU. I’ve given you enough time, and if you still don’t 

know where this is going then, it’s probably best to go our 

separate ways.” She declares. 

“Ava, I..I.” I stammer as I try to construct a sentence, but I got 

nothing.  

“Caleb, I can’t risk being broken, especially for someone who 

doesn’t understand what it’s like to be broken.” She tells me 
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while shaking her head in disappointment, and then turns 

around to walk away.  

This time, I don’t stop her. 

I watch her walk away from me. It just seemed like the best 

thing to do right now.  

I stood there for a few minutes; thinking about the things Ava 

has said. 

Never been broken? 

The thought of that makes me chuckle. 

I am more broken than anyone realises, but I guess Ava too 

couldn’t figure out how to fix what’s broken inside of me.  

 

--- CHAPTER ONE: In a Nutshell --- 

It is yet another bright day here in Sydney. I head downstairs to 

see my folks while soaking in some sunshine from the roof 

windows. There’s almost a bounce in my walk. This is one of the 

reasons why we moved back here from London a few years ago; 

the GORGEOUS weather!  

As I reach to the bottom of the stairs, I hear the letter-flap snap 

back to its resting position. Finally, the post has arrived. Am I 

the only one who likes receiving mail?  

In a world of smartphones and technology, receiving post makes 

me feel a little more human again. Let’s see what’s in store for 

me today. 
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I open an interconnecting door to let myself into a shared porch, 

before I begin shuffling through the sealed envelopes to find the 

ones addressed to me. Mr Mark Kenneth, Mark Kenneth, Mrs 

Leyla Kenneth- Aha! Found the one for me, Mr Caleb Kenneth. 

I feel special; is it weird I feel special? A little, right? Hmmm. 

That’s odd, no return address, but what an exquisite envelope. 

As I begin to open it, I notice the satin sheen on the envelope; 

like a pearl.  

I pull out the contents of the envelope while going through 

another interconnecting door; this time leading to my parents’ 

portion of the house.  

As I examine the contents, it turns out I have been invited to 

another to one of my client’s parties. They’ve actually made an 

effort this year; normally I get an email from them with 

electronic RSVP options.  

I see 50 Years printed in gold foil on the top of the invitation.  

Ah, that makes sense. There’s the reason for the extravagance.  

“Dear Caleb, You are requested to join us in our celebrations 

Blah blah.” I start mumbling to myself while walking into my 

parents’ kitchen. 

Urgh, I hate these parties, but they’re good for networking. A 

lot of the time I get my clients through other clients. I’ll decide 

later whether to attend or not. 

I throw the invitation onto the kitchen counter as I try to figure 

out what I want for breakfast.  
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Before things get confusing, let me share our living 

arrangements with you. 

My parents - Mark, Leyla, and I moved to London for a few 

years. Pa had been offered to set up and maintain the London 

head office for the firm he worked for, and naturally, he 

accepted this glorious opportunity. I was around 14 then. 

When the time came for me to join University, I wanted to 

experience living OUT, and so I did.  

As a student, I experienced it all, from living in gloomy shared 

accommodations to London nightlife and spontaneous 

travelling with some of the craziest bunch from around the 

world.   

As for my parents, they moved back to Sydney shortly after I 

started studying for my Bachelor’s Degree. I eventually went on 

to do my Masters in North England.   

It was great being independent but eventually the charm of 

England faded for me. I held a job at a small firm in London after 

graduating, but couldn’t deal with the robotic lifestyle. I felt the 

desperate need for a change. 

My natural instinct was to head back to Australia, but I couldn’t 

really afford a brand new place back then, so I ended up renting 

in the apartment above my parents’ house. 

They had recently renovated it and would have rented it to 

SOMEONE anyway so might as well have been me!  
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Although, I can now afford to get a brand new place, however, 

over the years I have just chosen not to. I like having my own 

place but also like having my family less than 30 secs away.  

Anyhow, back to breakfast. 

“Another one of your invites eh?” Pa asks as he entered the 

kitchen from the lounge.  

“Morning Pa. Yeah, what can I say, your son is a popular guy!” I 

respond, followed by a chuckle. My dad hates it when I brag like 

that, but I’m sure he knows I’m only kidding. “Where’s Ma?” 

“I’m so glad I found you both here,” Ma says as she walks into 

the kitchen. 

“Speaking of the devil,” Pa mutters mischievously under his 

breath.  

“Morning.” I greet Ma. 

“Hi, Sweetie,” Ma replies, before playfully slapping my dad’s 

shoulder for the remark he made, “I heard that Mark.” After a 

brief pause, she then announces, “Don’t forget we have to go 

to Angela’s christening tomorrow.” 

“Ma, you know how I feel about family get-togethers!” I whinge. 

“I’m sorry sweetie, but family is family, and you have to attend. 

I’m sure you would want your family by your side when it’s your 

time.” She insists. 

To which, I figured it was best to stay quiet as she has a point, 

and I didn’t have much choice.  
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I start pouring cereal into a bowl, while Ma decides to make 

herself and Pa some coffee. She knows he only likes her coffee 

as he reads his morning papers.  

“Ma, can you pass me the milk please.”  I request as Ma was 

closer to the fridge. 

I like this you know; quality time with my family. Most people 

find joy in living alone in some city apartment, and family time 

to them means weekly visits for like an hour, but that never 

gelled with me. 

My family is a little old fashioned, and I guess that makes me old 

fashioned too. This is the good life I tell you. I have been blessed 

with it all; great family, loyal friends, and an intensifying career.  

Speaking of which, I have a lunch appointment with one of my 

clients who has travelled all the way from Melbourne to see me. 

On the days where my mornings start late, I like to relax by 

taking a jog or a swim before breakfast. It helps me get into THE 

GROOVE.  

Oh, I didn’t tell you about THE GROOVE? 

After the breakfast break, THE GROOVE routine involves me 

heading up to my apartment and playing my favourite music. 

That always gets me in the mood to spring.  

After hitting play, I start to sing along to the tunes, which I’m 

sure neither my parents nor do the neighbours appreciate; but 

I gotta get my GROOVE on! 
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I let the music hypnotise me. My body moves with the rhythm, 

and simultaneously, I choose what to wear for my meeting. 

I swing open my wardrobe doors and hit the shelve lights on. I 

run my fingers along the shirts, which were hung in my 

wardrobe, from right to left as if running them along a piano. 

On second thought, I’m not really in the mood for a suit. I pull 

out a semi-formal day shirt instead with my favourite pair of 

blue denim trousers. I instantly get a sense of satisfaction, and 

my gut tells me that today is going to be great.  

I get to the Ovolo Hotel for my lunch meeting; I have to say the 

food here isn’t the best, but it’s my client’s choice to meet here. 

George; the valet, comes to greet me while I park my car in front 

of the hotel’s main entrance, on the driveway. After stepping 

out of my car, I walk up to him while gesturing a semi-salute, 

before handing my car keys to him for parking. George has 

always parked my car here; he knows how to take care of her. 

The moment I walk into the hotel lobby, I tone down THE 

GROOVE to a more professional attitude. 

I’m making my way to the business lounge, and there it is; the 

annoying clickety-clack of heels, against the marble floors. I try 

not to cringe, but I can’t really help it.  

I comfortably know my way around this place, so I have no 

trouble locating the business lounge. I hope Emanuel; my client, 

has reserved us a meeting room. He knows it’s best that way. 

The nature of my work means my clients end up discussing a lot 
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of sensitive matters with me. Therefore it is important that a 

third person isn’t listening, especially from the media. 

As I enter the lounge, I start making my way to the meeting 

rooms. To my left, I see a RESERVED sign with my name on it 

outside one of the rooms. 

Game face on. 

I head towards the meeting room, and as I get closer, Emanuel 

notices me coming through the glass door. I see him, and his 

assistant stands up; ready to greet me. His assistant holds the 

door open for me in a courteous manner.  

“Hello, how are you?” I greet him while reaching out to shake 

his hand.  

“I’m doing very well Caleb, please come in,” he responds. I enter 

the meeting room and greet Emanuel as well as another 

colleague present. 

“I’ve already had the waiters bring in some starters along with 

the MAINS menu,” Emanuel informs me, with a smile on his 

face, as he gestures to the food on the table. 

“Oh wonderful, it’s difficult for me to think on an empty 

stomach” I joke. “Shall we begin?” 

We quickly settle down in our seats. Emanuel’s colleagues take 

out their electronic devices and are seamlessly equipped to take 

notes as soon as we are ready to begin. 

“I should have taken your advice last time Caleb.” Emanuel 

starts talking with a lot of regrets.  
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