
The floor 

Ludmilla was being chased. She was used to it. She had the shiny new bike and it was pink. But they 

were close this time. Those big boys from school. She did what she had to. She rode straight into the 

house. Up the ramp. 

“Ludmilla! What do you think you’re doing?” shrieked her Mother, “The bike! It’s trailing mud all 

over the floor. Take it out and wash the wheels and then come in and wash the floor.”  

Ludmilla stood, still astride her bike and looked at the floor. It was the new floor, shiny…and her 

father’s best effort yet. He had plenty of practice. Two this month. 

“Sorry, mum,” she said, “I forgot. I thought it didn’t matter. I thought we had another week of the 

old floor. And they were after me. Those boys from the village.” 

“No excuses. I don’t care. All I care about is keeping our home as nice as I can. It’s bad enough that 

the mud is all around us now. Get that bike out of here. On to the porch.” 

Ludmilla groaned and turned the bike to roll it out of the door and down to what was left of the 

porch. She took the bucket and filled it from the ‘melt well’ that had formed in the garden.  She took 

the brushes and brought her bike back to life.  

Her father passed her without speaking. She looked up at him as he climbed up into the house, his 

shoulders stooping down to fit under the frame.  

“It’s turning into a home for trolls,” he said, throwing words over his shoulder. She giggled.  

“Maybe we’re turning into giants,” she offered.  

“It isn’t funny!” said her mother, “you two can make a joke about anything, but there’s a limit to the 

times we can lift the floor to keep our feet dry.” She was busy mopping the muddy bike trails off the 

concrete floor.  

“Look. The Government will come to help soon. The talk in the smelting yard  is that someone is 

arriving from the city. Any day now.” 

“And I suppose he’ll be a man in a smart suit who will wave a magic wand. Or order the ice to 

freeze.” 

“Or he will give us all loads of money and Dad will build a new house somewhere else,” said 

Ludmilla. 

“And fish might fly,” muttered her Mother.  

“That’s it,” said Father, “we all need to learn to swim like fishes. Ludmilla could be a mermaid if she 

likes.  

Mother slumped despairingly into her one remaining comfortable chair; the one that had not 

succumbed to rot, and looked at the ceiling for inspiration for dealing with her family that was 

determined to laugh at nothing.  And screamed. 



 

“ It’s the ceiling. I saw it move. I know I did.” 

“Quiet, “ordered Dad, “ I need to listen.” 

 There was the sound of creaking. Mum struggled to her feet. Ludmilla was gathered up by her 

father and they made it out of the living room just before a thunder of wood and dust and plaster 

fell into the room. The dust wrapped around them as they stood on the rickety porch looking at the 

ruin that had been there home. 

They were still staring at the remnants of their life when a fleet of large land cruisers drew up in the 

muddy street .  Several men in city suits climbed out accompanied by a local man in work gear. He 

was from the union attached to the steel yard. 

They struggled through the mud to the family.  

“Ivan,” called the union official, “Ivan, I’ve brought these men to see your house. It’s one of the 

worst. They need to see.” 

“It’s just gone. Just now,” said the stunned Ivan. 

“Not much to see, is there?” said Government man no. 1.  

“Not much at all,” said Government man no.2. 

“So how do we know this isn’t just a set-up?” asked Government man 3. 

“And look. We’re told that things are so hard. And look, the girl has a shiny new bike. These people. 

Asking for tax payers money…” said Government man 1. 

“Anyone would think it was our fault,” said Government man no.3 
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