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Biography
Born in 1978 in Didymoteicho, Kallia Papadaki grew up in Thessaloniki and studied econom-
ics in the United States, and film at the Stavrakos Film School in Athens. Her third book, the
novel Aevdpiteg (Dendrites, 2015), received a Centre national du livre development grant in 2012,
was shortlisted for Best Novel (Anagnostis magazine) and won a Young Author Award (Clepsy-
dra journal). Her short story collection The Back-Lot Sound (2009) won the New Writers Award
(Diavazo journal). In 2011, she was selected to participate in the Scritture Giovani project at the
Mantova, Hay and Berlin literary festivals.

Papadaki works as a professional screenwriter. September, her first feature script, won the
International Balkan Fund Script Development Award, received a Nipkow scholarship, and pre-
miered at the 48th Karlovy Vary Film Festival.

Synopsis

When Minnie’s teenage troublemaker brother goes missing, her Puerto Rican mother dies of
sadness. The Campanis family decides to take Minnie in: Susan, the ex-hippy mother; Basil, the
second-generation Greek-American stepfather; and Leto, Minnie’s classmate.

Adolescents and adults in crisis-ridden 1980s Camden, New Jersey, must deal with hard times,
as action gains perspective through flashbacks to previous generations of Greek and other
immigrants. Dendrites is a term used to describe a form of snowflake, and like snowflakes,
Minnie and Basil, Leto and Susan are unique as they swirl in the air and melt away. This is a novel
about wanting to belong; a story about immigration and its quest for a meaningful life; a tale of
lost second chances, failed marriages, and broken careers; a book about how big dreams, small
gestures, and unspoken words can create minute cracks that bring down walls, buildings and
lives. Some cracks come from family history; others from current decisions. There is a crack in
everything. But, as Leonard Cohen has said, that’s how the light gets in.



AevOpltec
Kallia Papadaki

O NAog dvel vwyxelikd miow and tnv mOAN Tov Kdpvtev, tn
OTLyHn mov 1 Antw mapanatd kat okOPet va déoel To AvToO
NG KopdOVL 0TNV AKpn TOv SpOHOV, KL VWD ATEVAVTL TNG
T0 0XOAKO Aew@opeio Tov dnpov Staocyilel votoduTikd TN
Aew@Opo pe HOTO 0TO OKapl TOV TIG «ioeg evKalpieg oTNV
ekmaidevony, Statpavwvovtag To Sikaiwpa kabe pabntn ave-
EapTNTWG PUANG, XPWHATOG KAl OLKOVOULIKNG ETUPAVELAG V'
amohapPdvet Ta ida mpovopa otn dnpoota eknaidevon, oto
napdBupo tov PAEnet yavtlwuévn tn Mive, pe TG pavptdepég
OYOVPEG, KOVTOOVPENEVEG KOTOISEG, va KoLTAleL Tépa, TEpa
HaKPLA, TTPOG TO TOTAL TOL NTEAayovEp, Kal aKOUN TILO TEPA,
npog T Pihadédgeta d6mov et 0 TATEPAG TNG IOV TOVG EYKA-
TéNewye OTAV N 1dla HTAV HwpO Kat SEV TOV YVWPLOE TIOTE, Kl
av €XEL pLa €LKOVA TOV @UAAYUEVN ot uviun eivat ot §ebw-
PLACUEVEG TOV HTIOTEG TIOV PpTKe OTO TTATAPL, VOVUpEPO 48, Kal
TIG €Kave YAAOTPeG, ¢Pale xwpa kat Aimaopa kat gUTEYE péoa
TOVG Ta Hwpd QacoALa TNG Yla To padnua tng fotavoloyiag.

H Mivt pével og [ YELTOVIA Kako@nun, He ykpila métpiva
OTITIA IOV "XOUV XAOEL TO X PWHA TOVG, 0 XpOVOG Ta "Xet prpa&et
OHOLOpOPPA, Kal péoa oTN OLAHOLPACUEVT] AOXNHLA TOVG
vmdpxeL appovia, Sev oe Eevilet n eykatadetupévn mETpa, eival
oav va N A&&eye co@d o Xpovog, Ta gpeimia kovBalodv To
naperBov oxedov evAaPikd, paptvpodv Tnv avBpwmivny @Lro-
dokia mov TN paTAiwoE 0 POVG TWV YEYOVOTWYV, KATOLKOL KAt
gpeima ovvumdpyovv £xovtag mia anodextel TN @Hopd, kat
Hovo ta Bpddia mov VUXTWVEL VWPIG, TWPA TTOV XeL TILAOEL VA
Xelpwvidlet, oPatat kaveig, ToTe oLV kpvPeTal n wiépta Twv
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KTLplwV 0TV TAX VN TNG OKOTELVLAG KAL T] HOPPT) TOVG AVAKTA
KATL O TNV TPOTEPN alxpunpn aiyAn tng kat ot dvBpwmot,
ya va Eopkicovv TNV KAAoov VN TNG VUXTAG IOV TEPTEL OAV
Baloapo mMAvVw OTN PHUAYREVN TETPA KAl TNV KAAOTITEL, Yi-
VOVTAL TEPATA, U TUXOV KL OVELPEVTOVY TIwG TOVG A&Lle kATt
KaAOTepO kat amapvnBovv tn dvoTvyn pHoipa Tovg. H Mivi
kateBaivel and 1o Aewgopeio kat Palel T odka TNG OTNV
TAQTN, XapeTd W €va PLlacTikd KovVNHa Tov Xeptol Tov pedl-
Kavo NG @iro, Tov Miykél to xtamddi, tov odnyo, TuAiyetal
070 eha@pl NG T{AKeT, Kat e To PAEUpa UmpooTd, TpExeL
napdAAnAa pe Tov KoATioko Tov NIoUTOV TTOV EQATITETAL OTO
popykav Bidat( yia va evwBei ota SuTikd pe To TOTAWL TOV
Ntélayovep, mov katadvvaoTtevel TNV TOAN Kat TN PovAtalet
oe pla mavtoTviy OABepn vypacia kal oTa emMOYLAKA aALpO-
Bopa KOVVOLTILA TIOV TPEPOVTAL ATO TA OTACLUA VEPA Kal Ta
avBpwmiva vavayta Tov mapanotapov Kovmep.

«Nwpig np0eg», Tnv MAnpogopel n pava tng anod 10 eoWTEPL-
KO NG kovlivag kat n Mivi, §émvon, agrvel tn oxolikn odka
otov 814dpopo Tov LodyeloV SlapeplopaTog Kal EQopud 0To
OaAOVL, TaipVvel TO TNAEKOVTPOA KL avoiyel Tnv TnAeopaon,
«tCipog», Sev €xouv Swael akoun nuepounvia yia to mote Ba
npoPAndel 1o emetoodio Tov Ntdlag, mpémel emTéAovg va
nabet motog mupoPoinoe tov TCéL Ap, mdve €€ urveg and tov
MEPACHEVO MAPTN IOV TO EPWTNHA TIAPAUEVEL AVATIAVTNTO,
KovTeVeL va uret 0 NoguPpng ki akoun Sev éxovv e&ixvid-
oet v vmobeon, 6do To Kahokaipt avalwdnke ota MOLOG
Kat ylati, unrke ZentéuPpng kt avabdappnoe n Mivi, frav va
Eexvrioet n tnheomTikn 0eldv, Ba éumavav ta Tpdypata oTn
0éon Tovg, pa yla kakn Tng TOXN ot nbomotol anepyodoav, Kt
auTo e adpLOTOV KL aro ZentépuPpn eimave OkTwPpn, KL amod
OxktwPpn Noéuppn, KATOL 0TA LLOA, AYAVAKTNOE 0 KOOHOG Vat
TEPLUEVEL, KAL YLA VAL TOV LVIPLYKAPOVY KAl VA TOV KPATHOOVV
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(eoto ot mapaywyoi tov ZipmEg épi€av Aadt ot QwTid Kat
otnv 006vn Twv Tnhebeatwv mapéhacav oAtyolenta Tpéthep
pe mbavég exdoyxég yla To motog fTav o mapaliyo dohogovog,
povvtwoav &avd ot ov{NTHOELS, Ha Tt KakO KL avTd, TO {HLOO
KaoT frav dvvdpet Sohogovot, kt 1 Mivt 6do To kalokaipt
¢Pale otoixnua mwg tov T{éL Ap Tov mupoBoAnoe n pdva Tov
1 g EANN, 1000 TNG ixe KAVEL TNG KAKOUOIPAG, YLaTi oav TOV
novo Tov divovv oL ovyyeveig Oev €xel peyaldTEPO, KL 60O TILO
otevol ot deapoi, T000 mo Pavavoa oe onuadevovy, ki o IInt,
0 peyalog TnG adep@og, 3 ZentéuPpn HTAV, OKWOE TO AEPO-
BoAo katl TNV METVXE OTOV ApLoTEPO TNG WHO Kt EByade nf Mivt
fia Kpavyn, oNKwoe aTo TOdL TN YELTOVLA, KL eKeivog yehovoe
Kat tng {nrodoe ovyyvwpn, nwg dev to ‘Bele, To Kave TaAXA
Kkatd AadBog, Aabn yivovtal, avBpwmiva eivat, kat Ta Opoppa
patia Tng Miv eiyav yivel oav Kovpmotpumeg and Tov mOVO,
Kt and ta dakpva mov avdPruiav Bodwoav, kat ToTe HEepe 0T
aArfela wg exeivn okoTwoe Tov TCEL Ap.

«Eikoot pia Noepppiov gimav Oa to Seifovvr», n Mivt otpéget
TO KEQAAL YL V' AVTIKPIOEL TN HAVA TNG VA LAGOVAAEL KATL IOV
potalet pe Tnyaviopévn umavdva kat tTo ovopdlovv mAdtavo
oto Zav Xovdv, 1 idta to oaivetal 0Tn yebon Kal TNV ver
amod TOTE OV TNG TO XWOAV TPWTN YOpd OTO OTOUA UE TO
Copt, kL ag mpoomabel va tnv meioel n TOAVEEPN KL agtkivTn
Aovioa mwg eivat xapnAo oe odryapa kat £Xel peyaAn mept-
EKTIKOTNTA 0€ KAALO kat Kahd Ba kdvel v agrjoet Tig KOVEEG
Kat Tig tdlotporieg kat va ovpPipaocTtei pe to Tt givar kalod yU
aUTNY, YlaTi N yvwon €pXETaL apyd yla va TpoPTATEL avTa
yta ta omoia n Bvyatépa tng Ba petaviwoel, kat 1 Mive pe
TNV TAQTH yuptopévn kat Tnyv TnAedpaon va mailet, mavw mov
etowpaletal va pwtnoet Tt Ba gave 1o Ppddv ylati mewvael
oav A0kog, viwbel dagva tnv atpoc@atpa nAeKTPLOLEVT, KL
OMwG T0 Qwg Eemepvd TOV X0 Og TaXLTNTA, £TOL Kat ot Aé€elg
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EpXovTal apEows HeTd, Eeomovy oav paviaopéves PpovTeg,
«TLTIYEG KL €KAVEG 0TA HaAALd ooV, Tavabeld og;» Kat oav va
HnV é@Tave avto, ta Atydtaopéva and to payeipepa ddxTula
NG Aovioa tpaPovv 0, Tt éxel amopeivel and TiG KOTOIdEG va
Eexel\woet, Aeg kat To TPAPNyHd Tovg Ba emavagépet O, Tt €xet
o XaOed.

Kovtevel évreka 1o Ppadv kit o IInt dev €xet pavel, n untépa
TNG TNYALVOEPXETAL 0TO OAAOVL Kat 1 Mivt, TAypévn pe T
HAAA v Taudikn NG KovPépTa otV dKpn TOL Kavaré, Tpo-
OTIOLEITAL TTWG KATATLAVETAL e SVOETIAVTEG AOKNOELG paldn-
patikav. «Tu wpa mye;» Eavapwtd n Aovica yia moANooTr|
Qopd, kat dev TEPIUEVEL OVTE TIAPVEL ATAVTNOT), «TTOTE TOV
eideg tehevtaia @opd;» kat n Mivt Sixwg va onkwoel To
BAéppa amd to PiPAio tng yehlilel, «papd, oov eina, 1pOe
070 oX0Aeio», Kt 1) Aovica Pyaivet amd To calovL, avoiyet Tnv
ewmopTa kL akpoPatel oTa Ayootd TETpaywvikd Tov mefo-
Spopiov, cav va ovhloyiCetar av mpénet va Staoxioel Tov
Opopo, Aeg Kal 0TO avTimepa AKPo TOL KVAAEL HavIaoUEVa Eva
AMEANTIKO TOTAL, KAl 1] AVAOLXN @Lyovpa Tng Staypdgetal
ala@poioKlwTn va mapamnaiet HEoa amo Tig davTeAwTEG Kovp-
TIVEG, KL 1] OKLA TNG YLYAVTWVETAL OTOVG TOXOVG KL alwpeitatl
TAVW Ao TOV KAVATE, TAVW Ao To KePAAL TNG Mivi, oav Kako
pavtato. Eivat twpa mepaocuéveg dwdeka, n Aovioa pe ta dvo
™G xépta otnpilet 1o keQaAt TG oto TpamélL Tng kovlivag, n
Mivt AayOKOLHATAL OTOV KAVATE, KL AVAULETA TOVG KEITETAL TO
TNAéQWVO olwnnAd, kaveig Sev yvwpilet Timota, ot dvo Tov
KOAANTOL BpiokovTal amd vwpig 0Ta OTiTIA TOVG, 1] ACTLVOUIA
dev €xel Kavéva dlapwTIoTIKO oTOLKELD, av KATL TpoKVYeL Oa
elQOTOL0EL VO [NV avnovXovy, Kal To TNAépwvo otn Béon
TOV, POVPO KL ATTOKOOUO OAV TIG OKEYELG TIOV QTIAXVEL PE TO
vou TnG 1 Aovioa kL ovelpeveTal and omovta n Mivt.
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Kovtevet va Enuepwoet kat o IInt dev €xet akopun @avei, n
Aovioa mapapévet otnv idta B¢omn, ki gival To cwpa TNG Ano-
Koppévo Bapidt mov €xace to (Vyt Tov, 1 Mivt TVAtypévn
0T HAAALY KOVPEPTa KAVEL AVIIOVXO VTTVO GTOV KAVATE,
Kt 0 NALOG pmaivel SloTakTikd and to mapabvpo kat wtilet
ONEG TIG OKOVIOHEVEG YWVIEG, TOVG XTECLVOUG LOTOVG ATIO TIG
EPYATIKEG aApdy Ve, Ta YixOLAQ TOV YWUIOD OTO TATWHA, TN
@Bopd katl TNy eykatdAenyn mov mpokaleoe pia voxta fadiag
ONiyng, kat n Aovica onkwvetal ayvya and TNV KapékAa,
avafet to patt TG kovlivag ki eTolpdlel pe UnxXavikég Kivn-
O€LG AV YA paTLa e AemTéG Awpideg HIEkoV Kat gpuyaviopévo
Yowpi alelppévo pe faxapn kat papyapivi.

[Tiow tng otéketal i ayovpofumvnuévn Mivt pe Ta paAAid
avakata and Tov VITVO Kal To oTopdXt ddeto va yovpyovpilet
ano v meiva, tpafdet tnv dkpn g Eebwplaopévng poumag
pa 8ev maipvel andvTnomn, «papd, Tt wpa eivay pwTa Xopn-
Aopwva unv tnv tpopdel pe tnv mapdtalpn anaitnon T,
Kt 1l Aovica potdlet pe @dvraopa, ta mapanaviota Tng KA
dev aykaAtdlovy mia To cwpa OTWG TPpwTa, Ba Enalpve dpko
KAVELG TG Ta povxa TNG KpERATAV HECA O€ Lia OoVAXa VOXTa
KOl Ol OTPOYYVAEUEVOL TNG WHOL EYELPAV UTTPOOTA KL ATIOKA-
pa, «TL wpa eivaty» empevel n Mivy, kat n Aovica oav vrvw-
TIOPEVN avolyel Ta vTovAdmia, Byalet ta Bapmd ano tn xpnon
Kal TOV XpOvo oepPitola, «dpa yia Tpwivo, wpa yla TPwivox»
povoloyel kat oTpwvet ano ocvvrdeta To Tpamé(L yia TpELG.

Tpwve padi Tnv dpa mov Ta StmAavd omitia eival akoun oke-
TAOUEVA HE TNV TIPWLVT) axA] KL oLt §pOUoL OAOyvpa TELGHATLKA
OlWTOVY, 0€ Lo wpa oha B8 alld&ovv, n Aovica to yvwpilet
nwg oav Enpepwoet timota dev Ba vat to idto Kkt £xel evamo-
0éoel TI eATideg TNG 0° AV TO TO HECOSLATTNA TTOV Ol OKEYELG
NG oav oKLEG ovoTéAAovTal kat dtaoTéAAovTal oTov Xpovo,
va KaADYouV 00a TETPAYWVIKA TPOOHOVHG TNG avAAoyovV
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akopn, mpv TN Ppovv Ta pavTaTta mov Yuxavepifetat, yoti o
Ytog Tng eival HTAeYUEVOG [LE CUUHOPIEG KAl VAPKWTIKA, TNG
TO ‘TIave amod TNV ekkAnoia Twv Bantiotwv yia va tn ovverti-
OOVV Kal va Tr @€povv oTov dpopo Tov Kvpiov, kat keivn dvo
BOopddeg TalavTevTnKe, TL Kat OOV w@eAel va améxel and
TOV EKKANOLAOUO, Va Sla@épel Kal V' aVTIOTEKETAL OTNV TIPO-
oTayn TNG TOTUKAG KOVOTNTAG, Lo gival Tov péoa Tng dev éxel
peivet miotn ki eAmida yia devTEpeg Kal TPiTEG eVKaLpieg MOV
TEQTOVV oav pdvva €€ ovpavol Kkat TPEPOVV va XOPTATOLV
TOVG XPOVLIAL CTEPTHEVOLG.

H Mivt etopalet Tnv 104vta tng Kat Tpéxet va mpoAdfet to
0X0oAkO Aew@opeio, | Aovica Tpafd To okapund Tng kovdivag
Kat kaBetat umpootd 0to mapdbupo pe TNV KovpTiva TpaPny-
Hévn, N Mivt Tpéxel miow amod to Aew@opeio mov emtayxvVeL, 1
Aovica agovykpdletal TV avamnvorn tng, £va coVpoLlo amod
ETEPOYPOVIOUEVA «YLATE, €AV KAl UATIWG», TNV eYKAwPilovv
0TO OWUA TNG KAl T1) 0QupoKoToLV, N Mivt xdvel anod ta pdtia
NG TO Aew@opeio mOV avanTOOooEL TAXVTNTA OTN Aew@OpO,
Kat yivetat pa toon da tpepdpevn kovkkida oTny dkpn Tov
Babvkokkivov opiovta, kat n Aovica maipvetl avdoeg Babdiég,
méavel 1o 0Tr00¢ kat cwptaletat 0To MATWUA, yrati  Kapdid
Oev OéAel o va KaTOLKEL €A 07 AVTO TO CWHA, KAl T OQLY-
Hévn NG, onkwpévn ypobid eivat n andde&n tng éoxatng Kt
ateAé0QOPNG HAXNG.
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Dendrites
Kallia Papadaki

Translated from Greek by Irene Noel-Baker

The sun sets indolently behind the town of Camden, while
Leto trips and bends down to tie her shoelaces at the side of
the road, and opposite her the municipal school bus crosses
the avenue south west, a motto along its side with “equal
opportunities in education,” proclaiming the right of every
pupil regardless of race, colour or wealth to enjoy the same
privileges of a state education. She sees Minnie’s face glued to
the window, her darkish, curly braids cropped short, gazing
far, far away, to the Delaware River, and further still towards
Philadelphia, where her father lives, who abandoned them
when she was a baby, and whom she’s never known, and if
there is one image she has kept in her memory it is the worn
out boots she found in the attic, size 14, which she made into
flower pots, putting in earth and fertiliser and planting bean
sprouts, for her botany class.

Minnie lives in a run down neighbourhood, with grey stone
houses that have faded, time has worn them down evenly,
and in their uniform ugliness there is harmony, the neglected
stone does not seem out of place, it’s as if time has wisely
sculpted it, the ruins bear the past almost with reverence,
witness to a human ambition thwarted with the passage of
time, the people and ruins co-exist, having accepted by now
the decay, and only in the evenings when night arrives early,
now, as winter sets in, is one afraid, when the wretchedness of
the buildings is hidden beneath the rimy blackness, and their
shapes recover something of their early, piercing glory and
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the people - to exorcize the benevolence of a night that falls
like balsam on the battered stone and covers it — turn into
monsters, lest they dream of deserving something better, and
reject their unlucky fate. Minnie gets off the bus and puts her
school bag on her back, waves a quick goodbye to her Mexican
friend, Miguel the octopus, the driver, and shrugs down into
her thin jacket, looking straight ahead, and runs alongside
the gulf of Newton adjacent to Morgan Village and joining
the Delaware River to the west, where it dominates the town
and floods it in eternal, gloomy damp and seasonal blood-
sucking mosquitoes, that thrive on the stagnant waters and
human shipwrecks of the Cooper tributary.

“You're early,” her mother informs her from inside the kitchen
and Minnie, out of breath, leaves her school bag in the hall of
the ground floor flat and goes straight to the living room,
picks up the remote and turns on the television, “nothing,”
they still haven’t given a date for when they’re showing the
next episode of Dallas, she needs to find out finally who shot
JR, it’s been six months since last March and the question is
still left hanging, it’s almost November now and they haven’t
solved the mystery, the entire summer was taken over with
who did it and why, it turned September and Minnie took
heart, the television season was due to begin, everything
would be sorted out, but she was unlucky, the actors were on
strike, indefinitely, and after September October came and
went, and after October November, and somewhere along
the line people got tired of waiting, and to keep their viewers
interested and eager the producers of CBS threw oil on the
flames and put trailers onto TV screens lasting a few seconds
each with possible versions of who was almost a murderer, the
debates flared up again, and how wicked was that? Half the
cast were potential murderers, and all summer Minnie laid
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a bet that JR was shot by his mother Miss Ellie, he’d treated
her badly enough, the poor thing, because there is no pain
greater than what your relatives bring, and the closer the ties,
the more brutally they scar you, and Pete, her older brother,
it was the 3rd of September, picked up his air rifle and caught
her in the left shoulder, and Minnie let out a shriek, roused
the entire neighbourhood, and he was laughing and saying
sorry, he didn’t mean it, he did it by mistake, mistakes happen,
it’s human, and Minnie’s lovely eyes had turned to pinpricks
from the pain, and her welling tears had dimmed them, and
then she knew for certain that she had shot JR.

“21st of November they said they’d show it,” Minnie turns her
head and sees her mother chewing something that looks like
fried banana and they call it plantain in San Juan, she herself
can’t stand the taste and feel of it ever since they shoved it into
her mouth for the first time, and however much the omnisci-
ent and tireless Louisa tries to persuade her it’s low in sugars
and has a high concentration of potassium, and that she would
do better to stop being so stubborn and difficult and adapt to
what’s good for her, since knowledge arrives too late to prevent
the things her daughter will regret, and Minnie with her back
turned and the television blaring, about to ask what they’re
having for dinner because she’s as hungry as a wolf, feels the
electricity in the room, and as light travels faster than sound,
so the words come directly after it, like a thunderclap, “What
have you gone and done to your hair, dammit?” and as if that
wasn’t enough, Louisa’s fingers, greasy from cooking, yank at
what’s left of her braids to undo them, as if pulling them will
bring back what’s gone.

It’s almost 11 at night and Pete hasn’t turned up, her mother
wanders in and out of the living room and Minnie, wrapped
in her old woollen baby blanket at the end of the sofa,
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pretends to be caught up in intractable mathematical prob-
lems. “What time is it?” asks Louisa for the 100th time, and
doesn’t wait for or get a reply, “when did you last see him?”
and Minnie without looking up from her book mutters,
“Mum, I told you, he was at school today,” and Louisa goes
out of the living room, opens the front door and weaves about
on the few squares of pavement, as if she is deciding whether
to cross the road, as if on its far side a threatening river flows
wildly, and her worried figure is faintly delineated, stagger-
ing, through the lace curtains, and her shadow grows giant-
like on the walls and hovers above the sofa, above Minnie’s
head, like a bad omen. It’s now after 12, Louisa sits at the
kitchen table with her head in her hands, Minnie catnaps on
the sofa, and between them the telephone sits silent, nobody
knows anything, his two best friends came home early, the
police have nothing enlightening to say, if anything turns up
they’ll call, not to worry, and the phone sits in its place, dumb
and unearthly like the thoughts conjured up in Louisa’s mind
and rebounding in Minnie’s dreams.

It’s nearly daybreak and Pete hasn’t appeared yet, Louisa is
still in the same position, her body a dropped weight with its
counterweight gone, Minnie wrapped in the woollen blanket
sleeps uneasily on the sofa, and the sun hesitantly comes in
through the window and lights up all the dusty corners, yester-
day’s webs left by busy spiders, the breadcrumbs on the floor,
the decay and neglect provoked by a night of deep sorrow,
and Louisa gets up listlessly from the chair, turns on the gas
ring and mechanically prepares fried eggs with thin slices of
bacon and pieces of toast spread with sugar and margarine.

Minnie stands behind her, just woken up, with her hair
dishevelled from sleep and her empty stomach rumbling with
hunger, she tugs at the edge of the faded dressing gown but
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gets no answer, “Mummy, what time is it?” she asks softly
not to startle her with unnecessary demands, and Louisa
looks like a ghost, her excess weight no longer hugging her
body as before, you could swear that overnight her clothes
have started to hang off her, and her curved shoulders have
slumped forward and given up, “what time is it?” insists
Minnie, and Louisa as if hypnotised opens the cupboards,
brings out tableware dulled by years of use, “Time for break-
fast, time for breakfast,” she says to herself and lays the table
for three, out of habit.

They eat together while the neighbouring houses are still
obscured by morning mist and the roads around are stub-
bornly silent, in half an hour everything will change, Louisa
knows that by morning nothing will be the same and she rests
all her hope on this interval, when her thoughts like shadows
contract and expand in time, to cover as large an area of hope
as is her due, before she is found out by the bad news she
instinctively knows, because her son is mixed up in gangs and
drugs, they told her so at the Baptist church to make her see
sense, and to bring her to the way of the Lord, and she for two
weeks has been wavering as to what and who benefits by her
not going to church, and rejecting and resisting the strictures
of her local community, but it’s because there is no faith and
hope left inside her for second and third chances to fall like
manna from heaven and nourish and feed people who've been
deprived for years.

Minnie packs her bag and runs to catch the school bus, Louisa
pulls out the kitchen stool and sits at the window with the
curtains open, Minnie runs beside the bus which speeds away,
Louisa hears her own breath, a wave of inopportune whys, ifs
and maybes, they trap her in her body and hammer her down,
Minnie loses site of the bus which gathers speed down the
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avenue, and becomes a tiny trembling dot at the edge of the
deep red horizon, and Louisa takes deep breaths, clutches at
her breast and crumples to the floor, because her heart no
longer wants to live inside this body, and her clenched, raised
fist is the evidence of her ultimate and futile battle.
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