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The Seven Days of Anna 

 

It is sometimes hard to get a word in with Anna, not just because she talks a lot which I like 

in a woman but also because whenever we meet it is always in a busy place. It is hard to 

concentrate when there is so much noise around us and when she does allow me a moment to 

speak I am always interrupted by the sound of traffic or people nearby. Today is Monday and 

I am sitting with Anna at a table outside a busy restaurant in the city. She is twenty five years 

old with jet black hair cut short, blue eyes that seem to dance when you look into them, and 

pale white skin. She likes to wear a black leather coat during winter and underneath she 

wears a black t-shirt and black tights. She knows her eyes are hard to look into and she stops 

short of calling them penetrating although it is on her list of favourite words. Today her 

favourite word is kumquat. 

‘Kumquat. Why Kumquat?’ 

‘I like how it sounds. Kum...quat. And they are such a cute fruit. Hey that rhymes. 

Kumquats are cute fruit.’ 

‘What’s so cute about them?’ 

‘They look like little oranges and once you peel them you can almost swallow them 

whole. And they are good in jam too. The perfect cute fruit.’ 

The pavement is crowded as people make their way to work It is eight fifty-five in the 

morning and some of the people walking past have anxious looks on their faces as they rush 

to start work on time. Some of them carry a copy of the Financial News in one hand and their 

briefcase in the other. Anna lights up a cigarette. We both have a severe cigarette habit and 

this is one of the few things we have in common. She takes a serviette from the holder on the 

table and blows her nose. 

‘Snot is not one of my favourite words. It sounds greasy and sticky. Why don’t they call 

it nose-berries?’ 

‘That sounds just as bad.’ 

‘Wait till you hear my word for tomorrow. It is one of my all-time favourites.’ 



 

‘Tongue. I love the word tongue. It even rolls off your ... tongue.’ 

We are sitting together on a car of the Scenic Railway at Luna Park, waiting for it to 

leave the platform. All the cars are full and there is a long queue outside with other 

passengers waiting to have a ride. It is the school holidays and even though today is Tuesday, 

Luna Park is almost filled to capacity. 

‘Tongue is okay, but I wouldn’t say it is one of my favourites.’ 

‘Say it slow. You have to say it like you would say whore. Whoooore. Tonnnnnggue.’ 

‘Why do you like it so much? The reality is that the tongue is pretty gross when you 

think about it. Have you ever taken a really close look?’ 

‘Open your mouth.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Open your mouth and let me see.’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Go on. I’ll show you mine.’ 

‘But I don’t want to see yours.’ 

‘Yes you do. You just don’t know it. Open your mouth or I’ll scream really loud and the 

driver will have to make us get of the Scenic Railway.’ 

I opened my mouth and Anna leant over and put her face close to mine and looked 

inside. 

‘Open it wider. All I can see is teeth.’ 

I opened my mouth so wide the corners of my lips felt sore. 

‘You’re right. It is gross, but I still like tongue. Here have a look at mine.’ 

She opened her mouth wide. She had curled her tongue so that I could get a good look  

inside. I could see the underside of her tongue with its tiny blue veins and small pink 

muscles. 

‘Is it really gross?’ 

‘Sort of, but also sexy. It is smaller than I expected and kind of cute. It is not fair. 

Everything about you is sexy.’ 



‘Here have a closer look.’ 

Anna put her lips to mine as the Scenic Railway began its journey up the tall slope. We 

reached the top and Anna and I were still kissing. The Scenic Railway began its sharp descent 

and we held each other close and yelled out loud as the car sped quickly down the rails. 

 

I hadn’t been to a nightclub for almost twenty years, but Anna insisted that we go to the 

opening of a new club owned by a friend of hers. It was close to the old Inflation building 

which I went to several times in nineteen eighty-four with my then girlfriend Fran. I sat at the 

bar as Anna danced in the centre of the dance floor.  The techno music was being played and 

there were strobe lights and coloured laser beams flicking on and off on the dance floor. 

Anna danced with several men and even a few women. After an hour she came over to me at 

the bar. 

‘Aren’t you jealous?’ 

‘Of what?’ 

‘Me, dancing with all those young men. One guy was fondling my butt a lot.’ 

‘Did you like it?’ 

‘I’m not telling you. Why aren’t you jealous? I don’t trust guys who don’t get jealous. 

They are weak.’ 

‘I can’t pretend to get jealous if I don’t feel it. If anything I was jealous of you dancing 

with those women. You were flirting with them a lot. That would be the most humiliating 

thing of all if you went home with one of those girls, even more so than if you left with a 

man.’  

‘Men are so weird. Lingerie.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Lingerie. I like the word lingerie. One of the girls I was dancing with was wearing a lace 

g-string. You could see the top part of it over her pants when she danced.’ 

‘I’ve never seen you wear a g-string except for the first time we met.’ 

‘I’ve got you now. I don’t need to wear it anymore. But I like the word lingerie. It sounds 

so sexy.’ 



‘We haven’t had sex yet, so technically our relationship hasn’t been consummated. I 

wouldn’t say you’ve got me one hundred per cent. 

‘Well I better keep my options open then.’ 

Anna walked slowly to the edge of the dance floor and then turned around facing me 

with her hands on her hips. I knew that expression on her face. It was the ‘win me or lose me’ 

look. I drank my beer quickly and walked to the dance floor. As I approached her Anna 

walked to the centre of the dance floor and began to step and twirl. The music was still loud 

and the lights were blinding me but I joined in with her and for the first time in almost twenty 

years I danced. 

 

We were sitting on a tram bound for East Coburg. This was the fourth day in a row we had 

been together but we hadn’t had sex yet. She said she wanted to wait for the right moment. In 

a way we had been quite intimate. We had kissed. We had inspected each other’s mouths. We 

danced together last night for almost two hours. We had hugged. I couldn’t tell you if she had 

large or small breasts partly because she always wore loose fitting clothes that hid them but 

mainly because I couldn’t keep my gaze from her face. To be exact her mouth. Every time 

she spoke she dazzled me with her wit and her capacity to surprise or shock me. She was in a 

foul mood because she didn’t want to go to East Coburg. 

‘Why?’ 

‘Because.’ 

‘Because why?’ 

‘Because I have lived in Melbourne for twenty five years and yet I have never been to 

East Coburg. I want to see where the tram takes us and I may be able to use some of the 

scenery along the way for my new play.’ 

‘Hilarious’ 

‘What?’ 

‘It’s hilarious. And even the word hilarious is hilarious.’ 

‘What’s so hilarious?’ 

‘The fact that you are a writer who’s had three plays produced and lots of stories and 

poems published but I have a bigger vocabulary than you.’ 



‘Who says?’ 

‘I do eloquently, stylishly, gracefully rebutting you, provoking an indignant response.’ 

‘I would never use all those words in a sentence in one of my plays. People don’t speak 

like that.’ 

‘But I just did.’ 

The tram made its way from the Domain terminus, along Kings Way and past the 

Casino. As usual everywhere we spent time together was noisy. We had to speak with our 

faces close together to hear each other above the sound of the tram wheels grinding along the 

rails and the sound of the city through the open windows as the tram wound its way between 

the buildings along Little Collins Street. 

‘Did you know there are one hundred and twenty five words for vagina: proper and 

colloquially?’ 

‘Vagina?’ 

‘I hate that word. When I was twelve I used to call it Regina and then I shortened it to 

Reggie. I use to go up to the boys at school and say “Reggie likes you” and they would get 

nervous because they thought I had a brother called Reggie who was gay.’ 

‘Well that is hilarious.’ 

‘Vagina isn’t hilarious. It reminds me of ravine. They both sound kind of the same. 

Vagina. Ravine. My Reggie isn’t as big as a ravine.’ 

‘I wouldn’t know. We haven’t made love yet.’ 

‘You will be my ninth lover.’ 

‘When will you introduce me to Reggie?’ 

‘Men are so impatient. There’s pussy, twat, fanny ...’     

  

Anna and I were sitting alone in a small bar in Brunswick Street. I brought her there because 

some of my favourite songs were on the play-list on the jukebox. The volume was turned up 

loud. The first song I put on was Bob Dylan singing, ‘I want you.’ She talked all the way 

through it, but I didn’t mind. Anna is one of those rare people who can do two things at once. 

I knew that she was listening to the song as she spoke. 

‘I like volcano.’ 



‘Why?’ 

‘I like the phrase, my love for you is like a volcano.’ 

‘It sounds a bit sexual.’ 

‘Only because you have a dirty mind. All men are the same.’ 

‘Do you like the word orgasm?’ 

‘No and all the words used to imply it are disgusting. Cum, ejaculate... That’s why I like 

volcano because when they erupt there is lava. That sounds nice... Tornado.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘My love for you is like a tornado.’ 

‘But they cause destruction.’ 

‘You know that old saying: From chaos comes order and then peace.’ 

Bob Dylan had finished singing and the song ended with him playing a harmonica solo. I 

put another dollar in the jukebox and chose another Bob Dylan song: 

‘Your breath is sweet...’ 

‘I like breath. The warm breath of my new love on my face as he sleeps.’ 

‘Who wrote that?’ 

‘I just did.’ 

‘What made you say that?’ 

‘That’s what I expect to happen if you play your cards right.’ 

 

Today was Saturday and I was pissed off: ‘Just once I’d like to be alone with you and to be 

more intimate. Most times we are surrounded by people.’ 

Anna and I were walking through the Victoria market. She wanted to buy some 

vegetables and fresh mince for the dinner she wanted to cook for me tonight. It would be our 

first official date. 

‘Intimate. I don’t like that word. Too cold. Snuggle sounds childish. I like the word, 

crescendo.’ 

‘Crescendo has nothing to with the act of intimacy.’ 



‘Yes it does. When we kiss and hug we get aroused until we are brought to a crescendo.’ 

One of the many things I like about Anna is that she loves language, not just the sound of 

words, but what they mean. Sometimes she creates new meanings for words. Although I am a 

writer, I am not obsessed with words the way she is. Anna gets excited discovering new 

words or phrases. After we left the market we had our usual argument over me wanting to 

have sex with her. 

‘Cor-blimey. Can’t you wait? You’re driving me nuts.’ 

She was angry. I could see she was about to walk away from me. I knew I had pushed 

her too far this time. I had to think of something quick before she walked out of my life 

forever. 

‘Cor-blimey. Did you know that originally that saying was God blind me?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Yeah, cor-blimey came from God-blimey which was originally God blind me if I’m not 

telling the truth.’ 

Anna turned around and smiled. She walked up to me and gave me a hug. 

‘You crazy coot. You’re madder than a cut snake. Lasaaagne.’ 

‘What?’ 

I’m making lasaaagne. Tomorrow night I will come to your place and cook a beautiful 

lasaaagne and then we will make love. The earth was made in six days, not five. And on the 

seventh day Anna will spread her legs.’ 

‘That sounds tacky.’ 

‘The whole act of sex is tacky. My favourite part is the silence.’ 

‘What silence?’ 

‘You’ll find out.’ 

We walked home and for the first time this week we held hands together while we 

carried our shopping from the market in our spare hands. 

 

On the seventh day Anna cooked lasagne. We were having dinner at my flat on the twenty-

ninth floor of a hi-rise housing commission building. She spent an hour cooking the lasagne 



while I wrote a couple of pages of my new play on the computer. I asked her what her 

favourite flowers were. 

‘Carnations.’ 

‘Why carnations and not roses?’ 

‘Because I am sick of roses, but carnations are always available and good value for 

money. They don’t smell sickly sweet like a rose.’ 

‘And your favourite book?’ 

‘That’s easy. The Thesaurus. Did you know there are at least five synonyms for cad? 

There’s bounder, scoundrel, rascal, crook and rapscallion’ 

‘Do you think I am a cad?’ 

‘As Janes Cagney would say. You are a dirty rat.’ 

‘That means you would be my moll.’ 

‘Well then I better start earning my keep.’ 

Anna took my hand and led me to the bed. We lay down and started to kiss when she 

stopped for a moment. 

‘Wow we are twenty nine floors up but you can hear lots of things from down below. I 

can hear the band play from the pub across the road.’ 

‘They normally play until one in the morning on a Sunday night.’ 

‘Can you hear a dog barking?’ 

‘We have a lot of dogs in this building. That noise may be coming from within and not 

outside. I can hear an ambulance.’ 

‘That may be the fire brigade.’ 

‘No, that’s an ambulance. After you have lived here for a while you can tell the 

difference.’ 

Anna stood looking up at the ceiling straining to listen to the noises outside. Just then we 

could hear the Spirit of Tasmania, a mile away, sound its foghorn as it left Victoria Pier 

bound for Devonport. I told her I always knew that it was nine o’clock at night when I heard 

that sound because that was when the Spirit of Tasmania left the dock.  She smiled at me and 

I decided to make my move and make love to her... 



 

‘This is my favourite part.’ 

I was exhausted from having sex with her. I was trying to get my breath back. 

‘I love the silence.’ 

I thought about this for a while, trying to understand what she meant. 

‘I love the silence after sex when you are exhausted and trying to catch your breath and 

everything in the room is quiet. That’s the best part of sex. Lying beside each other totally 

rooted.’ 

‘In more ways than one.’ 

‘Hey don’t spoil the mood. Just lie with me for an hour or so and not say a word and who 

knows if you are lucky I may want to go around again.’ 

I wanted to play one of our word games where I say a word and she makes a sentence 

with it in it. I looked at her beside me with her eyes closed and I rested my head on her chest. 

We lay on the bed for a long time without saying a word. For the first time this week there 

were no loud noises or busy sounds to interrupt us and it was so peaceful there in my bed 

with her that we fell asleep in each other’s arms. 

 

 


