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Introduction 

'We're here!' come the piercing cries of excitement from the back seat of our 
Fiat Multipla. 

My husband Pete is at the wheel, having collected the rest of us from Charles 
de Gaulle Airport, as we gingerly make the turn through the old wrought-
iron gates into the driveway of Château de Bosgouet. It's a two-and-a-half-
hour trip from the airport and yet the chatter has not subsided for even a 
minute. The children talk over one another to tell their father all that has 
happened in their lives since he left for France, while Pete tries to sneak into 
the conversation some of what has been happening at Bosgouet. 

Since purchasing Château de Bosgouet five years ago, we have come to terms 
– somewhat – with the juggling act that is living between two countries. This 
was not a point we particularly dwelt on before we moved to the Norman 
countryside with our four young children; now, however, it dominates my 
thoughts. I continually try to plan and manipulate the months of the year, 
keeping in mind birthdays, anniversaries, the starts of term, the ends of term, 
school productions, choir performances, friendships, special occasions not to 
be missed (in both countries!) and the needs of Pete 's and my parents. Lists 
are written, diaries are tweaked, seasons are considered, and airfares are 
monitored constantly! We've become accustomed to daily Skype calls with the 
elder children when they are off at boarding school in Melbourne, as well as 
to regular trips to the airport to collect them when they arrive to spend their 
vacations in France. 

When it comes time to leave Australia for our rentrée to France, Pete and I tag 
team, with Pete going ahead to open up the château (and tame the explosion 
of spring growth in the grounds) while I stay in Melbourne for an extra 
month to close down our house and get the children to their boarding school. 
As the years march on, we are becoming used to sharing our lives between 
France and Australia, and to making the choices that often face us. The 
children have come to realise that they simply can't be in two places at once – 
still, if missing out on a New Year's Eve party in Melbourne means being able 
to attend one in Paris, things can't be too bad! 
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Of course, there have been times when I've launched far too many balls into 
the air and had to work out what is most important and drop a couple of balls 
to be picked up again later. But there's nothing like having to prioritise to help 
me to recognise how lucky I am and to appreciate, once more, this dual life 
that we lead. 

Sitting in my home in beautiful Melbourne, I often find myself dreaming of 
my French life in Normandy; at other times, as I lie on the grass in 
Normandy, my mind will drift back to Melbourne – I'll see myself walking 
through the gardens into the city centre and choosing where to have a long, 
relaxing breakfast. I love both places. Please don't ask me where I would 
rather be, as I really could not choose – and I imagine this is how it will be for 
all the rest of the days of my life. I wouldn't have it any other way. 

People often ask us, 'How do you do it? Isn't it unsettling?' I always answer 
that I honestly believe you can make anything work if you really want it to, 
and add that we as a family find our life exciting and settling all at once. It's a 
contradiction, perhaps, but the truth. France is magical and she calls us 'home' 
constantly – and life between two homes, two cultures and two sets of friends 
is, for us, bliss. Of course, we expect the next few years to continue to be 
tricky as our three eldest children work their way through the final years of 
school. (Though we miss each other terribly, boarding school for two terms a 
year was the only way of not interrupting their studies.) Fortunately they are 
showing signs of becoming more and more resilient, accommodating and 
optimistic – something that's due in no small part, I'm sure, to their overseas 
experiences. They have grown into very independent travellers who are 
comfortable in situations I found challenging, even as an adult. 

When we found this run-down château of Bosgouet, we'd been dreaming of 
buying a house in France for some time. We'd become obsessed with the idea 
of living in the French countryside, of learning a new language and traditions, 
and of giving our children a new perspective on the world. In 2005, we 
decided that we'd dreamed about it for long enough and needed to take the 
plunge. Not without trepidation, we sold up everything in Melbourne, pulled 
the children out of their schools and said goodbye to family and friends. And 
so began two glorious years in rural France. 

In Château de Bosgouet, our new home, we began learning the language, 
meeting the people who lived in the village and surrounding area, and 
navigating the intricate French bureaucracy. While the children got used to 
the local village school, Pete and I worked fiercely to clean up the old château 
and make it into a family home. The adventure brought us together as a 
family more strongly than ever, and we found a sense of harmony here in the 
French countryside that it had been hard to maintain at home in Australia. 
For the children, gone were the after-school activities and the Saturday-
morning sport; gone were the constant sleepovers at friends' houses. The 



French commitment to family and weekends together wound its way into our 
psyches and we began to relish our time together. 

My determination to immerse myself in all things Norman included, of 
course, the food. I spent long days cooking in the château's vast basement 
kitchen learning the recipes of the region – an endeavour in which our new 
neighbours and friends were only too happy to help me. They seemed 
delighted by my genuine interest in their cuisine and gradually, I became 
familiar with all the regional farmers' markets and found a local butcher, 
baker and charcuterie. 

Toward the end of our initial sojourn, I brought to fruition another dream that 
had been brewing in my mind for a long time. I set up a business called The 
French Table, whereby I began bringing small groups of people to Bosgouet 
to give them an authentic experience of life in a French château and the 
chance to explore the French countryside. I take them to the local farmers' 
markets, then we spend some time in the kitchen making wonderful regional 
recipes, culminating in meals in the dining room or on the château's back 
terrace. At the start of a week with a new group of clients, I always pinch 
myself and smile, so grateful that I am lucky enough to be passionate about 
my work and privileged enough to be enjoying this life of seasonal change 
with friends and family in a special corner of France. 

In this, my second book, I want to share with you something of our life at 
Bosgouet as it is now, a number of years after buying the château. The main 
part of the book, however, is dedicated to offering you my recipes – those I 
keep coming back to and the favourites I have collected during my time in 
France – so that you too can experience our joy in cooking and eating here. 

So, yes, life has changed in so many ways, but we are now tied irrevocably to 
Château de Bosgouet, Normandy and our friends here. 

 


