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Praise for Dogs of Summer

‘Bold, dazzling, hilarious. Andrea Abreu is a lively meteorite in the landscape of Hispanic Literature’

Fernanda Melchor, author of International Booker-shortlisted Hurricane Season

‘Like the tide. A force of nature. It drags you. It submerges you. And, all of a sudden, it leaves you stranded on a rich and prophetic insular world of women and low, grey, clouds that merge with the sea. It is pure poetry. A book that carries you and makes you feel a place’

Pilar Quintana, author of The Bitch

‘Andrea Abreu’s characters, like her sentences, are bold and wild. Reminiscent of Marieke Lucas Rijneveld’s The Discomfort of Evening, Abreu’s writing twirls and clacks with tactile precision, like winding a cassette tape with a No. 2 pencil. I’ll return to Dogs of Summer whenever I crave a searing, brutal shot of life’

Gabriella Burnham, author of It Is Wood, It Is Stone

‘I am overwhelmed. What a marvellous book, what a miracle’

Sara Mesa, author of Among the Hedges

‘It describes the state of things without beating around the bush, giving way to the purest form of tenderness, innocence, and care … It intertwines the feeling of the first love with the pain that comes with growing up’

Brenda Navarro, author of Empty Houses

‘Dogs of Summer weaves a powerful narrative, where bodies and hunger take over the story. It transports us to the threshold of puberty, to face a disturbing procession of fears, euphoria and daily violence. An unsweetened and unprejudiced portrait of poverty. Pure life’

Irene Vallejo, author of Papyrus



For Lucía Díaz López, the sister I always wanted
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Pure Guts and Grit

Like a cat. Isora threw up like a cat. Huckahuckahucka and her sick splashed into the toilet bowl, then seeped into the sprawling layers of soil beneath the island. She did it two, three, four times a week. She’d say it hurts like crazy and then take her pudgy brown finger with its jaggedy, chewed-up nail and point it right at her middle, right at her belly, then throw up as casually as other people brush their teeth. She’d flush, lower the lid and with the sleeve of her sweater, which was usually white with a print of watermelon slices dotted with little black seeds, she’d wipe her mouth and carry on. She always carried on.

She never used to do it in front of me. I remember the first time I saw her throw up. It was our end-of-year party and there was lots to eat. That morning we’d set out the food on the classroom desks, which were all pushed together and covered in paper tablecloth for birthday parties. There were Munchitos potato chips, cheese doodles and Gusanitos cheese puffs. There were Conguitos chocolate sweets, Cubanitos wafers and sarnies. There were lemon donuts and tiny meringues, orange Fanta, strawberry pop, 7-Up, apple juice and pineapple juice. The two of us played at being drunk and stumbled all over the classroom with our arms around each other’s shoulders, like a pair of men who had cheated on their wives and were now sick with regret.

The party ended and we headed to the canteen, where there was even more food. The cooks served us up boiled taters and ribs with corn on the cob and mojo, Isora’s favourite. And when we went through with our metal trays and our rolls of bread, with our cutlery, glasses of still water (we were pretty sure it was from the tap even though you weren’t meant to drink tap water on the island) and cups of Celgán yogurt, the canteen ladies asked what’ll it be, red mojo or green, and Isora said red, and I thought wow, red mojo, she’s such a badass, she isn’t afraid of spice and she isn’t afraid of grown-up food. I want to be just like her, pure guts and grit.

We sat at the table and started eating as fast as the boys racing makeshift bum boards down the road during the Tablas de San Andrés festival. Except there was nothing at the bottom to cushion our fall. Mojo dribbled down our chins, our braids were greasy from swinging into our plates and our teeth were crammed full with bits of corn and oregano – or dove cack, as Isora called the food that got stuck in the gaps. As we scoffed it all down I could already feel a sadness stampeding towards me, a stabbing pain at the pit of my stomach – and my mouth went dry, like when you eat powdered milk mixed with gofio and sugar. We wouldn’t get to leave the neighbourhood that summer, and the beach was far, far away. And, unlike the girls that lived in the centre of town, we lived up in the foothills.

Isora got up from her chair and said, c’mon, Shit, I need a piss.

I got up and followed her.

I’d have followed her to the toilet or to the mouth of a vulcano. I’d have peered over the edge until I saw the dormant fire, until I felt the vulcano’s dormant fire inside me.

And I followed her, though not to the canteen toilet. Instead we went to the toilet on the first floor, the one that was empty all the time and that people said was haunted by the ghost of a little girl who’d eat your turd if you cheated on your homework.

I peed, then took a step back so that Isora could go. After Isora went, after she pulled up her trousers and I saw her hairy minky like a fern fanned out on the mountain soil, she hugged the white toilet bowl, held out her middle and index fingers and shoved them down her throat. I’d never seen anything like it. Though I can’t say I saw it that time either. I turned to face the mirror. I heard her cough like a small, starved animal and saw the eyes in my reflection go wide like two fists. Panic clouded my face, fear pinched the underside of my skin, Isora’s throat burned – and I just stood there and did nothing.

I heard her throw up.

I pictured the Virgen de Candelaria medallion dangling from her neck, dangling over the water that would carry away everything she’d hurled into it.
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