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​The Scent of Wattle After Rain

[image: ]




The first thing she noticed was the silence.

Not the absence of sound—there were plenty of those: a cockatoo screaming from a dying gum, the shuffle of her boots on red gravel, the low groan of an old windmill still spinning somewhere behind the house—but a deeper silence, one that lived between things. A silence that waited.

Camille tightened her scarf and stepped out of the hire car, dust rising like breath from the dry earth. The house stood alone at the edge of a parched paddock, framed by ghost gums and a broken fence. Yellowed grass brushed against her calves as she walked towards it, suitcase in hand, feeling like a stranger in someone else’s memory.

The solicitor had called two weeks ago. Your grandmother has died, he'd said, as if she were a figure Camille still held in her life. You’re the only living heir. There is a property to be settled. You’ll need to come in person.

Camille had said yes without thinking. She hadn’t seen her grandmother in twenty-three years.

Inside, the house was cooler, though the air was thick with the smell of dust and something more pungent—spilled lavender, scorched wax, and something sweet and sour, like forgotten citrus. Camille opened windows and pulled dust sheets from the furniture, releasing small clouds into the amber light. The house had not been touched. It was as though her grandmother had simply stepped out for a moment and never returned.

On the third day, she found the journal.

It was tucked inside a biscuit tin beneath the bed, wrapped in linen that smelled faintly of eucalyptus and rosewood. The journal was hand-bound, its edges fraying, the leather cover soft from use. Camille opened it gently, half-expecting it to fall apart. Instead, her breath caught.

The pages were filled with her grandmother’s handwriting—neat, slanted, unmistakably French. Some entries began in English, but most flowed effortlessly into her native tongue, as though thoughts refused to be confined to one language. There were recipes. Descriptions. Observations of scent and mood. Sketches of flowers and native leaves. Dates scrawled in pencil. And everywhere, little inked symbols she remembered from her childhood—her grandmother’s secret alphabet for scent families, something she had never shared with anyone.

Camille read until nightfall. She had brought no perfume with her. She hadn’t needed it. The house itself was a library of scent—old wood, dried herbs, linseed oil, mothballs, and behind it all, the ghost of a warm floral note she couldn’t quite place.

She closed the book and whispered aloud, “Mimosa.”

Not the drink. The flower.

Wattle.

Each morning after that, Camille woke early and walked the boundary of the property. Wattle bloomed late that year, but its soft yellow puffs brightened the edges of the track, releasing their scent just after the rain: powdery, honeyed, almost animal. She collected sprigs and laid them on the verandah beside her growing collection of boronia, tea tree, eucalyptus, and lemon myrtle.

In the garden shed, she found her grandmother’s distilling kit—an old copper alembic, stained glass bottles, racks of dried petals and bark. To her surprise, the seals on the old vials were still intact. When she lifted the stopper from one marked Boronia, the scent hit her like memory: wildflowers and chocolate and earth, rich and grounding. She hadn't smelled anything like it in Paris.

Camille set to work.

She distilled in small batches. Crushed leaves. Boiled petals. Blended oils with trembling hands. She worked barefoot, her grandmother’s apron tied around her waist, hair pinned back in a knot that kept falling loose. The scent clung to her skin. She read the journal by night and recreated its formulas by day, translating each step with care, layering memory with chemistry.

The recipes told more than just olfactory stories. There were names—some crossed out, others circled. “Maggie’s blend, 1964,” read one, with notes of nerolina, sandalwood, and clove. “Peter’s skin, summer,” another said, with vetiver and lemon gum. And one recipe, dated August 1972, was labeled only “Camille.” It contained wattle, vanilla, and green fig.

Camille pressed her face to the paper. She hadn’t been born yet.

The mystery unfolded slowly.

In the back of the journal, tucked behind a dried sprig of boronia, she found a letter. The envelope was brittle, the handwriting rushed. It was addressed to someone named M., and though unsigned, the words told everything.

I cannot live with what I’ve done. You were right to leave. But I have kept her safe. She does not know. Let her never know.

The letter was dated three years after Camille’s birth. She read it twice, then again, piecing it together like a broken scent: betrayal, love, exile.

Her mother had died in Paris when Camille was eight. She had always spoken of Australia as something broken. “Your grandmother,” she’d once whispered, “was a witch with flowers.” Camille had laughed. But now the joke felt like prophecy.

In the final pages of the journal, there was no resolution—only recipes. Notes on the changing air. A new formula for spring. The last entry read simply:

Wattle today, after the rain. The scent of forgiveness.

Dated two weeks before her death.

On her last day in the house, Camille bottled the perfume she had made.

She had named it Réconciliation, and it was the softest blend she had ever created: wattle, boronia, blue gum, sandalwood, and a trace of green fig. Earthy, golden, and quietly radiant. It smelled of home, though she could never say which one.

She packed up the journal, the vials, and the old alembic still. The rest she left untouched, including the lemon tree in the yard and the sagging bookshelf lined with dried herbs and forgotten novels. Let the next chapter begin for someone else.
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