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Extract 

To the Woman Who Changed My Life 

By Chris Taylor 

Dear Rachel,  

I don't know if you'll remember me, but about fifteen years ago you 

kindly gave me a lift back to Melbourne after a messy weekend house 

party in Port Fairy. I remember the ride a lot more than I remember the 

party, and not only because I was slightly more sober for it. 

Before we set off, you felt it was important to disclose that you only had one CD in your car – Comfort Eagle by 

Cake – and that you planned to play it on loop for the duration of the trip. What you failed to disclose was that 

you in fact only planned on playing one song from the record – the single 'Short Skirt/Long Jacket' – and would 

continue playing it until I'd successfully learned every lyric by heart, so I could sing along in the car with an 

abandon to match your own. 

I remember also at one point on the road we passed a sign promoting 'disabled horse riding'. We speculated 

whether it was a business offering disabled people the chance to ride horses, or whether it was a business 

allowing anyone at all to ride a disabled horse. You were convinced that if we drove in and had a look, we'd find 

packs of horses in wheelchairs being enthusiastically flogged by spoilt teenage girls. Maybe on the showjumping 

circuit there'd be a horse with sunglasses and a cane, cruelly being asked to guess where each of the jumps was 

positioned. 

I'd mentioned in passing that I'd never seen the Twelve Apostles so, rather than take the direct route home, you 

offered to go the long way via the Great Ocean Road so that I could see them. When we got there, I found them 

impressive, but we both joked that there was nothing especially apostle-like about them. They weren't sporting 

beards or fishing rods. There was nothing about their formation that suggested an unswerving devotion to a 

messiah. Quite the opposite: if the seating at the Last Supper had been anything like the layout of the Twelve 

Apostles, it would've been a nightmare for the waiters. The only thing that evoked the apostles in any way was 

that they numbered twelve. But, sadly, not even that was true any more, as there were only nine of them still 

standing. The others had obviously had a crisis of faith. Or gone off and joined the Scientologists. 

You said that the erosion of the Apostles was perhaps aptly commensurate with the declining role of faith in our 

society. You seemed somehow comforted to know that there were fewer of them out there. 

Before we left the site, I watched you carve your name into one of the limestone rocks, just near the visitor 

lookout. You took great care to write: 'I am Rachel. Champion disabled horse rider.' 

By the time we'd reached Melbourne, it's highly possible I'd become a little bit smitten. As we approached the big 

Haymarket roundabout on Flemington Road, I decided to lay down a challenge: I offered you ten dollars for every 

consecutive revolution you could do of the roundabout. At the time I think I pitched it as a fun, adolescent dare, 

but I suspect I really just wanted to prolong the ride home. You accepted the challenge with gusto, and madly 
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drove around and around, voluntarily electing to add danger to an already perilous roundabout by doing the 

entire thing with your left indicator on, as if pleading with the other cars to let you out. 

Laps ten to fifteen were driven to the accompaniment of 'Short Skirt/Long Jacket', the two of us yelling the lyrics 

in perfect unison out of the car windows, and hectoring the other motorists for not joining in. On the twenty-

eighth lap, partly for budgetary reasons – but also due to my growing dizziness – I called a halt to the venture, 

but not before telling you that you were completely nuts and completely hilarious, which was – as it is now – the 

highest compliment I could give to a person. To this day, I still haven't met a girl quite like you. 

You struck me then as one of those people intent on living each day as though it was your last, and it was only a 

couple of months later when I learned that those were your last days. A mutual friend informed me about your 

advanced bone cancer, and explained that's the reason you hadn't returned my calls. I don't blame you for not 

telling me. I can understand the importance of getting out on a good note. 

A couple of months ago I was actually at the Twelve Apostles again (can you believe they're down to seven now?) 

and I want you to know that your name's still there on the rock. Maybe you felt it was important for you to leave 

a mark, even though you'd already left one on so many people, and certainly on me. 

I don't believe in an afterlife. And I don't believe you can hear me now. I just believe that you're dead, and I think 

that's the most absurdly unjust thing in the world. 

All the same, I don't think I ever wrote to you to thank you for the lift. So please, belatedly, accept my thanks now. 

It was a really fun ride. I'm just so sorry it couldn't last longer. 

Yours, 

Chris 

 


