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Lopé and the Lane



Awakening



The food is gone. The little ones will go hungry. Lopé awoke early. He opened his eyes feeling exhausted after a sleepless night. One thought had gone round, over and over again in his head, all through the night. The food is gone.

Lopé sat up in his straw mattress and swung his feet onto the floor of dry earth. The room was warm and completely dark. The floor was cool but not cold and Lopé sat for a moment breathing in the smell of warm dry hay and feeling the coolness of the floor on his feet. Lopé felt around in the dark for a candle and lit it with a match. The first thing to come to light was his bedside table which he had constructed himself from a bottle cap and a wine cork.

Lopé dressed and pulled on his favourite stripey odd socks. Left before right. He always found his socks more than satisfactory and sat for a moment enjoying the warmth and comfort that they gave him. He felt the gravity of his bed calling him to sink back down and rest a little longer. “Vamos!” he said to himself quietly.

He picked up his canvas satchel and put the strap over his shoulder. The sack was strong, not too heavy and the canvas was worn soft. The strap smelled of old leather. As everything Lopé owned it was second hand, it had its own story, and he would not trade it for the world. He looked at his orange expedition helmet. It was his most cherished possession and he would need it today. He picked up his helmet and put it on his head.

He felt hollow in his belly, partly due to hunger and partly due to fear. He would have to go to the pond today to gather dried blackberries. The pond was far. It was past the stream and across the lane. The only blackberries left this late in the winter were on the far side of the pond low in the thicket where they will have dried naturally, protected from the weather.

Lopé had begun to form a plan. He would head to the place where the stream bent round away from the fields. From there would follow the stream to the tunnel where he could cross over to the hedge on the far side of the lane. After that he would need to improvise depending on who he ran into in the thicket.

He made his way to the den where las niñas were breakfasting on the last of the dried blackberries. Lopé’s sister was in the den wearing a dark blue apron and holding a small wooden spoon. There were three empty jars on the counter behind her. An old clock sat behind the jars, ticking.

She was feeding the last of the dried fruit to her two babies. The babies smiled at Lopé with jammy faces and sparkling eyes. They were too young to know the danger Lopé was facing. Too young to know that he may never return and that if he did not, hunger would follow. She looked at the old clock and said “It will be dark by 4 this evening Lopé. Promise me you will be back by then.” Lopé looked at the clock. The big hand was on the 8 and the little hand on the 1. 8:05 AM.

The den was warm and dry and smelled of cedar and wool. The counter and the little table next to it were carved out of wood. And there was wool stuffed into the ceiling and behind the cedar slats that formed the walls. There was a small green rug on the dirt floor under the table and the children dangled their legs over it as they ate their breakfast.

Lopé’s sister looked at him with a kind and concerned eyes. She knew the danger and she knew her brother would do his best for her and the little ones. But she was worried both for Lopé and for her little girls. They did not say good bye, they simply looked each other in the eye and nodded.

Lopé sat on his hind legs, shifted the moss cover and hopped up out of the burrow into the thick undergrowth just beyond the stream. He held quietly for a few moments breathing as deeply and slowly as he could, smelling the cold morning air and listening. It was late winter and Lopé knew to step carefully so as not to crack the dry twigs on the woodland floor.

Hopping from stone to stone, to moss, log and occasionally a mushroom, Lopé quietly worked his way towards the bend in the stream. Before he could hear the burble of the current he began to smell the cold minerally water and the moss. The sound of the stream soon followed the scent and Lopé felt the calming influence of the flowing water despite his nervousness about crossing the lane.
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