
CHAPTER 1 
 

MAKE YOUR WIFE HAPPY EVERY NIGHT 
 
 

Have you got anything left? 
 

The patisserie is heaving with people. Girls meeting to discuss the pain of love, 
well-dressed students, showing off the day’s shopping to their friends while 
talking incessantly in a manner picked up from their mothers, middle-aged men, 
probably academics or lawyers, conspiring over professional matters... 
 Very few are actually sampling the desserts. Most are drinking coffee and 
smoking. Everyone is talking. 
 When the Germans left Athens, I was a seven-year old child… He 
suggested we continue the conversation in a bar, but things were heading in a 
whole different direction… I told him we were over, finished, you know?... Is 
Dubai nice over Christmas?... Who asked for milk in their coffee?... What’s the 
deal with your mother, the Minister? So far, she’s only hired you as her 
consultant, but she shouldn’t forget we are also family… I say we put her 
forward for the job, have you seen her arse? 
 The chatter from the tables, mixed in with the smoke and the low hum of 
the music, “How to disappear completely” by Radiohead, all come together and 
flow, serenely, almost soothingly, like a gentle stream, until the general 
pleasantness is suddenly threatened by a question that overshadows all others: 
 Have you got anything left? Money? Property? 
 Even though the question is asked in a mild manner, with no hint of 
blackmail or malice, it rings out like a gunshot in the patisserie. 
 The protagonists of this eccentric conversation are two elderly gentlemen 
who take care of themselves. Freshly shaven – you can almost smell their 
cologne – and not a hair out of place, as if they’ve just been to the barber, to 
have their few remaining hairs cut and dyed. They are well fed; no healthy diets 
for those two. 
 All of a sudden, the screen darkens and sounds, very much like someone 
flushing the toilet, are heard. A scratchy voice booms out from the darkness: 
 “Can you get by on your pension alone? And what if they take that away 
from you as well?” 
 The regular colours quickly return, along with sound and movement. In 
the meantime, the old guys have cut their conversation short. Did they get 
bored? Did they run out of things to say on the topic? They lean back and, as 
they let their gazes drift lazily around the patisserie, the woman at the next table 
immediately captures their attention. Blessed with several of those charms that 
are likely to incite men who are looking around aimlessly, she has an eagle 
tattooed on her body, low down on her back, below the waist. The two friends 
look a lot happier all of a sudden.   



 The picture – with the two elderly gents caressing the attractive woman 
with their eyes – freezes again. Then the credits roll. The screen fills up with 
letters: 
 DON’T DWELL ON THE PROBLEMS! 
 “Boom!” a drum beats loudly. 
 DWELL ON THE SOLUTIONS! LIFE IS GOOD! 

“Boom!” goes the drum again.   
IN THE COMING ELECTIONS, REMEMBER: GREECE ALREADY 

HAS A GOVERNMENT! “Boom!” 
The screen darkens again, for the final time, then fills up with light, the 

eagle tattooed on the girl’s body and the letters: 
BUY THE EAGLE AS WALLPAPER FOR YOUR PHONE. BY 

SUPPORTING THE PARTIES’ CAMPAIGN TO FUND THEMSELVES, 
YOU ARE CONTRIBUTING TO THE PURIFICATION OF POLITICAL 
LIFE. 

 
* 

Summer on the island 
 
“Quiet sea. The shadow of the fish passing over the other fish. Afternoon.” 

The girl’s eyes were closing, her head was heavy. They had travelled to 
the island overnight, on the boat from Piraeus. She shut the poetry book. It 
wasn’t the time for that sort of thing. She sniffed the clean hotel sheets and 
wrapped them around herself. Time to sleep.  
 

* 
 

Buzz 
 
An insistent buzz, like a determined insect tracing circles around her, was boring 
into her skull. The girl woke as if from a stupor, half-opened her eyes and tried 
to locate the source of her troubles. It was her mobile phone. The distinctive 
ringtone warned that her mum was calling.  
 There was no way to avoid it. She dragged herself to her mobile.  
 ‘Are you there yet?’ began the bombardment. 
 The girl listened passively. Mum pre-empted her thoughts. 

‘I don’t need to remind you that we have no assets except for the home we 
live in and your father’s pension!’ 

‘Why did father close down the patisserie? It was big and it made money.’ 
‘He was exhausted! Doing odd jobs ever since he was a little boy, then 

working as a waiter until he finally took over as the owner. Besides, we didn’t 
put your sister through university just so she serves people coffee!’ 

Her sister had indeed been round the world collecting qualifications, but 
now worked in a café until she found a job worthy of her skills.  



‘We spent all our money on your education, to put you and your sister 
through university.’ 

‘Our education? And what about the money spent showing people that 
we’re rich?’ 

‘Don’t you understand we’re teetering on the very edge? It’s high time 
you stopped fooling around and settled down, like all girls your age, don’t you 
think?’ 

When she hung up the phone, the girl dumped it on the bedside table and 
turned around to go back to sleep. No dreams. The buzz had taken up permanent 
residence in her head.  

 
* 

 
Watch out! 

 
He sat her on his lap, slipped his hand discreetly under her dress and 

began caressing her. 
‘Be careful!’ She pulled away, with a saucy laugh. ‘There’s a snake 

hidden down there!’ 
‘And that’s precisely what I’m looking for!’ he said, leaning over her 

once again. 
The picture freezes and text appears at the bottom of the screen.  
THIS COULD BE YOUR WIFE BUT THE MAN MIGHT NOT BE 

YOU! 
VOTE FOR US AND WE WILL CRACK DOWN ON 

TRANSGRESSION! 
CCTV IN ALL HOTEL ROOMS IN THE COUNTRY! 
 

* 
 

Are you watching TV again? 
 

The young man was sprawled out on the bed, changing channels and enjoying 
the adverts.  
 ‘Are you watching TV again?’ His girlfriend’s voice took him by 
surprise. 
 He turned in her direction, fixing his eyes on her as she came out of the 
bathroom. The girl was almost naked. She only had a towel on, propped beneath 
her armpits, leaving her shoulders and her arms bare, and covering her body to 
just below where her legs met, high up.  
 ‘And what’s the problem?’ he asked playfully, still eating her up with his 
eyes. 
 There were times he could hardly believe that such a woman, with a body 
that could have been pulled straight off the pages of “special” magazines, was 
available to him.  



‘What’s the problem?’ she retorted, laughing. ‘Is this why we came to the 
island? I thought we’d spent the whole day sunbathing on the beach!’ 

‘That’s what I thought, too,’ he teased. ‘But what sort of sunbathing can 
you do at 9 in the evening?’ He went to pull her towel down. 

‘Listen!’ She pulled away and wrapped the towel tighter around her body. 
‘There’ll be none of that! I want to go out, to see people and to be seen!’ 

‘And you don’t think I want the same? We’ll do everything, but we’ve got 
to stay on top of what’s going on. As you can see, it might be the holidays but, 
with the elections coming up in a few months’ time, the pre-election campaigns 
have already begun.’ 

‘Hmmm,’ she said coyly. ‘You think I’ve forgotten that you’re obsessed 
with coming up with the Big Idea?’ she went on, striking a pose as if delivering 
a political speech. ‘The idea that will place the party way ahead of the others, 
mister consultant to the leader of the opposition?’ 

Then the girl stopped talking and joined him on the bed, rearranging the 
towel around her naked body.  

‘Consultant!’ mocked the young man, inwardly. He was one of four or 
five hundred people with the privilege of being allowed access to the leader’s 
inner circle. He wasn’t one of the prominent members of the party, nor high up 
in the hierarchy, but, in any case, he was a consultant or, more accurately, a 
secret consultant. He’d had one or two opportunities so far: one time, he’d been 
included in the Election Programme Committee, and another time on the list of 
potential European MPs, although his name was never officially put forward. 
Certainly, none of that was enough. But he was still young – nearing forty – and 
anything could happen. His hope was to come up with a truly useful idea, the 
kind that wins percentage points in the polls, and to whisper it in the President’s 
ear. And from there on, it was only a short distance from the ear to the brain… 
And then… 

It wasn’t so much money that he was after. It was more the sense of 
power, the opportunity to get involved in things, to change the face of the 
country. And, along with that, he wanted his personality to blow up, to reach far 
and wide. Oh yes: his footsteps would boom as he walked down the street. He’d 
walk into a room and everyone would get up to greet him and talk to him… 
He’d look at his woman like a hunter returning to his cave, loaded with prey; 
she’d gaze at him, weak with desire.  

‘Listen!’ the man said to his girlfriend, sweetly. ‘Let me watch everything 
properly today: the show, the ads, all of it. I’ll be done by the time you’re dry, 
and have tried on your dresses and got yourself ready, and then we’ll have our 
night out on the island.’ 

The girl agreed, nodding her head, as if thinking of something.  
‘Watch as long as you like,’ she said, and got up.  
The man watched her contentedly until she disappeared into the 

bathroom, and then turned his attention back to flicking through the channels. 
 

* 



 
Circular Bus Route 

 
The bus stopped at Vassilissis Sofias Avenue in Athens, near the Benaki 

Museum. The sky was grey and it was drizzling. Few people got off, while 
many tried to push their way on. A dishevelled worker, fat and shabbily dressed, 
had approached the door but wouldn’t get on.  

‘Do you know how far it goes?’ he asked around. 
No one answered him. Everyone was busy getting on or off. The man 

shoved his face inside the bus. The sight of a beautiful young girl with green 
eyes and long lashes took his breath away. No way he was asking her! He 
turned to a young lad sitting across from her.  

‘How far does the bus go?’ he said, but the kid was mesmerised by the 
girl’s legs and incapable of taking part in a question and answer session.  

The man asking the question was suddenly elbowed by a gentleman with 
a briefcase, struggling to get on the bus; he was in his way. He climbed up 
another step and looked inside the vehicle. Two or three economic migrants 
from Asia, an Englishman reading a folded up foreign newspaper and some 
well-to-do gentlemen of relatively advanced years. He repeated the question. 
One of them shrugged, the others gave no response. 

‘What the hell? Does nobody know where this bus goes?’ the man 
shouted, finally giving in and jumping on. ‘It’s OK, I’ll ask the driver,’ he 
mumbled, and chose a seat that afforded him a good view of the girl with the 
green eyes. 

The TV screen lit up and a slogan covered it from end to end: 
THE DRIVER IS ON OUR PAYROLL! VOTE FOR US! 
 

* 
 

Little Sailing Boat 
 
The girl’s mobile rang again. She ran to pick it up, checked who was 

calling, but the number was withheld. She didn’t answer.  
Distracted, she stood by the window for a while. She could hear a 

traditional island ballos playing in the distance: 
 
Little sailing boat 
stop at the beach a while… 
 
‘Who was it?’ came the consultant’s voice. 
‘I missed it!’ 
 
I want to see my sailor boy 
for whom I’ve lost my mind… 
 



the song went on.  
 

* 
 

G-String 
 

The presenter is talking enthusiastically: 
 ‘You are watching SHOW ME THE MONEY! Today we will indulge in 
some sexy women’s underwear.’ 
 The presenter’s voice fades gradually and pictures of expensive 
underwear, along with their prices, succeed one another on the screen. The 
soundtrack to this presentation is provided by erotic French songs of the 60s. In 
the end, the camera focuses, once again, on the presenter’s grave face, who 
begins to talk: 
 ‘We’ll start, as always, with literature. This is our show’s invaluable 
contribution to the education of young people, and not only... A special 
committee of our associates searched through the treasure chest of world 
literature to select a piece on sexy underwear. It will be presented, without 
further ado, by a very important man, and long-term consultant to the Minister 
of Culture. Let me remind you that you can send us your guesses on the author’s 
name by text message; correct answers will win substantial cash prizes and gift 
vouchers…’ 
 The screen fills up with information on the game, then the scene changes. 
The spotlights pick out the audience, spread out amphitheatrically around the 
studio, watching the show and clapping on cue. Next, they shine onto a 
gentleman of relatively advanced years, sitting in a huge old-fashioned armchair 
in front of a bookcase, who begins to read in a dark, sinister manner and heavy 
voice: 
 “I have a secret passion, I’m secretly addicted to something…” 
 The spotlights now focus on another part of the studio. On a double bed 
near the large bookcase, two girls with fine bodies writhe together gently, as if 
play-wrestling. All they have on are G-strings and black eye patches, obscuring 
their vision. The black subtitles on the screen inform the viewers that bets are 
being taken on which of the girls will be the first to remove the other’s 
underwear. 
 The wise gentleman continues to read from his armchair: 
 “All right, I like to play with men… To make them notice me, consume 
me with their eyes, to look for me, aroused, to call me on the phone, hoping to 
arrange a meeting…” 
 The girls are still wrestling on the bed, blinded by the black eye patches. 
As one tries to escape, the other manages to pull down her knickers, but not to 
get them off. The former fights back, twisting herself around.  
 More and more bets are placed, for larger and larger amounts. New 
subtitles on the screen inform that: 



 THE GIRLS’ FACES ARE COVERED DUE TO AN INTERVENTION 
BY THE PERSONAL DATA PROTECTION AUTHORITY! 
 The wise man continues reading in a coarse, sinister voice: 
 “At some point, I discovered that sexy underwear were worthy of my 
attention… When I finally bought and put on a silk G-string, I looked in the 
mirror and the sight of me from behind turned me on… The thought that this 
sight would turn on my partner that night excited me even more…” 
 In the bed, one of the girls has saved the best for last: she begins to tickle 
her opponent and quickly exhausts her, at which point she triumphantly removes 
her knickers and throws them to the audience, who are beside themselves with 
excitement. The girl who lost the battle runs behind the elderly reader’s 
armchair to preserve her modesty, while he continues to read, casting, every 
now and again, stern glances at the audience, as if wishing to impress upon them 
the hidden virtues of the piece.  
 “When those knickers turn me on, when they make me feel so sexually 
empowered, how could I not become addicted?” 
 

* 
 

What? 
 
The girl stood in the doorway and looked at her boyfriend disapprovingly. She 
was still wrapped in the bath towel. 
 ‘You told me you were staying in to work on politics, not to watch 
porn…’ 
 She was clearly not impressed.  
 ‘Oh come on, it’s not porn…’ he replied nervously. 
 ‘It’s totally porn, for old farts over forty who are too embarrassed to go to 
the video store and ask for a tape.’ 
 ‘Listen, the political shows are about to start. What I want to do today is 
watch everything, so I can get my finger on the pulse: discussions, adverts, even 
game shows… But don’t pressure me, baby. My future hangs by a thread.’ 
 ‘What?’ The girl was suddenly serious. 
 ‘It’s a fact. If I don’t come up with something that sets me apart in the 
eyes of the boss, I’m done for. Whether or not we win the elections, I’ll sink into 
obscurity!’ 
 ‘Are you serious?’ frowned the girl.  
 What was being said now was far more important than what does or 
doesn’t constitute porn.  
 ‘You’ve never told me this before. I thought you were way up the ladder, 
reaching for the sky…’ 
 ‘No, baby. Things are going well, and we’re doing our best, but there’s 
nothing to say we won’t crash and burn.’ 
 It occurred to the girl that her boyfriend must be under a lot of pressure to 
be talking this way. Telling her “I’ll get there”? But wasn’t he there already? 



What was all that stuff he’d been telling her up to now? Would they have to start 
from scratch again? At this age? At this stage? 
 She stood frozen in the doorway, with the towel still wrapped around her 
body.  
 

* 
 

The meadow 
 
An endless green meadow, bathed in sunshine, spread out like a rug across the 
screen. The only sound was the low and refreshing whisper of a stream, at the 
edge of the picture, flowing gently, its waters being warmed by the sun. A few 
cows grazed in the distance. It seemed as if nothing could disturb the peace of 
the scene.  
 VOTE FOR US was printed in the bottom right of the screen. Sheep bells 
sounded, and the image faded as smoothly as it had appeared.  
 ‘And who might you be?’ said the girl, pulling a face and walking out of 
the room in a mood.  
 The consultant was reminded of the rugged mountains of his mother’s 
village. He changed the channel.  
 

* 
 

Paternal interest 
 
This time, it was the consultant’s phone that rang. It was one of those rare times 
that his father called.  
 ‘Are you there yet?’ came his mellow voice. ‘I called to say good 
morning.’ 
 That was enough for the young man. He always needed this laconic 
statement of support (“I’m here for you”), even if it didn’t translate into much in 
the real world. 
 ‘Oh, and I wanted to point out, following our conversation in Athens, that 
the creator of the “Other World” is about to be interviewed on TV. You should 
watch it.’ 
 ‘I wouldn’t miss it!’ the consultant laughed. ‘But I didn’t know you were 
interested in online games set in virtual worlds!’ 
 ‘If I could use a computer, I’d play too,’ said his father, modestly. ‘How 
could I not be interested? The Greeks live with their bodies in the real world and 
their heads in the “Other”.’ 
 He stopped talking abruptly. Time up. The son thought warmly of this 
man who had never wished to take a holiday in his entire life. He switched to the 
channel the interview was on. He liked the idea of watching it with his father.  


