
Highly Commended -  Click 
 

Privatgrundstück. Betreten verboten. 
Private property. Trespassing prohibited. 
 

 The bilingual signs dangle from chains strung between bollards 
along the quiet side road. Dad, Mum and I stand by our campervan 
and behind the barrier, admiring the curated gardens. The palace 
alongside, with its white-washed walls, tall windows and stately 
pediments, resembles a giant antique dollhouse. The lake in the 
distance sparkles in sun-kisses.  
 Dad is surveying, calculating. “They're not making it impossible 
to enter the grounds, are they.” 
 Mum furrows her brow. “Darl, no. It says trespassing 
prohibited.” 
 “We just want a photo round the back by the lake, don't we 
Mark?”  
 I look up at Dad and nod eagerly.  
 Mum shakes her head. “We'll get caught.”  
 But he's already stepped over the chain. “Then we'll tell them 
we've come all the way from Australia!”  
 The three of us hasten across a groomed lawn towards the rear 
of the palace. Mum side-glances furtively like the Pink Panther. I 
anticipate the boom of a voice commanding us to halt, but there is 
only the patter of our cushioned footsteps.  
 We soon arrive at the small lakeside gate, an iron lacework of 
rococo swirls and flanked by stone hippocampi. Dad backs up the 
pathway towards the palace. He holds the camera to his eye. Mum 
and I stand either side of the gate and he presses the shutter.  
“Mark,” he says, beckoning me. “Take one of us here.” 
 I frame my parents in the bottom of the viewfinder, broad steps 
billowing behind them up to the terrace and the grand façade beyond. 
Click. 
 “We should head back,” Mum says. 



 Dad takes the camera from me and ruffles my hair. “Something 
to tell the grandkids one day, eh?”  
 

*** 

 I open the window and rejoin my bed guest. He props himself 
up on his side, bald head glistening with coital sweat. 
 “Who's your favourite actress?” he asks, voice playful and 
daring. 
 I consider my response. “Jodie Foster.” 
 “Well, Clarice, have the lambs stopped screaming?”  
 The hammy Hannibal Lecter rendition makes me chuckle. 
“Great movie, and I hope she gets the Oscar, but I preferred her in 
The Accused.” 
 He nods slowly, savouring my words like a delicacy.  
 “Who's yours?” I ask. 
 “Glenn Close.”  
 “I'm not going to be ignored, Dan!”  
 “Love your American accent,” he says with a delicious grin. “But 
I preferred her in Dangerous Liaisons.” 
 “Touché.”  
 He leans in and presses a lingering soft-pillow kiss to my lips.  
 “Okay, favourite movie?” he asks, breaking away.  
 “The Sound of Music.” 
 “What?” He sits up in a jolt. “I love that! I did The Sound of Music 
tour in Salzburg last year.”  
 "Really? I was there about ten years ago with my folks. We did 
our own tour.”  
 I regale him with the tale of our unauthorised visit to the grounds 
of Leopoldskron Palace. He listens wide-eyed. My devoted acolyte.
  
 “And you didn't get caught?” 
 “No.”  
 “Brilliant! Do you still have the photos?” 
 I hesitate. “Yes, actually.” 
 “Would you mind showing me?” 



 I go to the cupboard and retrieve a box from the back buried 
under a tangle of coat hangers. 
 "My parents' photo albums," I say. "They passed away a couple 
of years ago." 
 “Sorry to hear that.” 
 I scan the spines and select Europe 1981. We sit cross-legged 
on the bed as I flick through the pages; Paris, Cologne, Munich... 
 “Not looked at these in a long time,” I admit softly.  
 We come to the two pictures. He pores over them like an 
excitable child, giggling, pointing. His eyes dance, alive with untold 
stories.  
 “They're great,” he says eventually and squeezes my leg. 
“Something to show the grandkids one day, eh?”  
 The words summon the memory, the moment. It hovers genie-
like between us.  
 He tousles my hair. “Can I use your bathroom?” 
 While I'm alone I study the two photos. Mum and prepubescent 
me by the lake where Maria and the children capsized their boat. Dad 
and Mum by the steps leading up to the terrace where Baroness 
Schraeder served her pink lemonade. I focus on the picture I took; 
Mum is distracted and looking off-camera, but Dad is boring into the 
lens, one eye closed in a knowing wink.  
 Outside, a curlew cries into the night.  
 My bed guest appears in the doorway. “I have the perfect drag 
name: Solange Farewell.”  

 I laugh and lie back on the bed. “Auf Wiedersehen, goodbye?” 
 His smile teases mine. “I hope not.” 
 
 


