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         ‘Jon Fosse is a major European writer.’

         — Karl Ove Knausgaard, author of My Struggle

          

         ‘Jon Fosse is less well-known in America than some other Norwegian novelists, but revered in Norway – winner of every prize, a leading Nobel contender. I think of the four elder statesmen of Norwegian letters as a bit like the Beatles: Per Petterson is the solid, always dependable Ringo; Dag Solstad is John, the experimentalist, the ideas man; Karl Ove Knausgaard is Paul, the cute one; and Fosse is George, the quiet one, mystical, spiritual, probably the best craftsman of them all… His writing is pure poetry.’

         — Paris Review, from an essay by the translator

          

         ‘Fosse has been compared to Ibsen and to Beckett, and it is easy to see his work as Ibsen stripped down to its emotional essentials. But it is much more. For one thing, it has a fierce poetic simplicity.’

         — New York Times

          

         ‘With its heavy silences and splintered dialogue, his work has reminded some of Beckett, others of Pinter.’

         — Guardian

          

         ‘Undoubtedly one of the world’s most important and versatile literary voices.’

         — Irish Examiner

          

         ‘He has a surgeon’s ability to use the scalpel and to cut into the most prosaic, everyday happenings, to tear loose fragments from life, to place them under the microscope and examine them minutely, in order to present them afterward… sometimes so endlessly desolate, dark, and fearful that Kafka himself would have been frightened.’

         — Aftenposten
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            SCENES FROM A CHILDHOOD

         

         

         

         IT’S MAYBE FOUR O’CLOCK

         It’s maybe four o’clock when Trygve and I go out to the old barn. My grandfather built this barn but now it’s falling apart, the unpainted planks in the walls are rotting away, there are holes in the wall you can see through in some places and a couple of roof tiles lying in the nettles, three more sticking out of a puddle of mud. A rusty hook is hanging from the door-frame. The door is hanging from the door-frame too, attached with hay-baling cord, swinging crookedly. A warm summer day, afternoon. Trygve and I sit on a large round stone a few yards from the barn. There are plastic bags under our legs with our lunches inside, slices of bread with brown cheese, we each have a soft drink. It’s hot. We’re both sweating. Mosquitoes are buzzing round our heads.

         

         I JUST CAN’T GET THE GUITAR TUNED

         I just can’t get the guitar tuned and the dance is about to start. There’s already a big crowd in the room, most of them people involved with the event and their friends and girlfriends, but still a lot of people, when I look up from the shelter of the long hair hanging down over my eyes I see them moving around the room. I’m bent over my guitar, turning and turning a tuning knob, I turn it all the way down and the string almost dangles off the fretboard, all forlorn, and then I strum on it while I turn the knob up, up, I hear the tone slide higher, I strum on two strings, now is this right? no, it always sounds a little off, doesn’t it, and I turn it more, I turn and turn, up and down, I turn it and turn it and the drummer is pounding for all he’s worth and hitting the cymbals and the bassist is thumping too and the other guy on guitar is standing there strumming chord after chord and I just can’t get this damn guitar in tune. I turn the knob more, and the string breaks. I push my hair back and shout that the string broke. The others just keep the noise going. I unplug the guitar and go backstage, I have spare strings in my guitar case. I find a new third string. I change the string, turn the knob until the string is on. I walk back onstage. I plug the guitar in again and start tuning it. I can’t hear anything. I shout for the others to stop playing. They stop. I try to tune the guitar. I can’t do it. I ask the other guitarist to give me the note, he plays a G on his third string. I turn the knob.

         Little more, he says.

         I turn it a little more. I look at the other guitarist and he shakes his head a little. I turn it a little more, strum the string. He looks up, stops, listens.

         Little higher, he says.

         I turn it a little higher and strum.

         Little more, he says.

         And now it starts to sound right.

         Almost there, he says. Maybe a little more.

         I turn it a little higher and strum.

         Little lower, he says.

         I turn it down slightly and strum.

         Damn it, he says. Take it all the way down, we’ll try it again, he says.

         I turn the knob all the way down. He plays the open third string on his guitar. I start to turn the knob up. I hear it getting closer. It’s getting closer. I see the other guitarist nod. I turn it a little more. And now it sounds right, almost perfect.

         Almost, the other guitarist says.

         I turn it a little more and now it’s off, I turn it more and I hear it getting closer again. A little more.

         Careful now, the other guitarist says.

         I turn it a little bit more. And I hear the string break.

         Fuck, I say.

         Go get another one, the other guitarist says.

         I go backstage again and go to the guitar case to get another string. But I don’t have any more third strings. I shout and say I don’t have any more third strings, I say I need to borrow one, and the other guitarist goes to his guitar case and looks for a string. I see him put one knee on the floor and dig around in his guitar case and look for a string. He looks at me.

         I don’t think I have one, he says.

         He digs around in his guitar case some more. He gets up and shakes his head.

         Nope, he says. No G string.

         Then I guess I’ll have to play with five strings, I say.

         That’ll probably work, he says. 

         People are already here, I say.

         That’ll work, he says. 

         

         THE AXE

         One day Father yells at him and he goes out to the woodshed, he gets the biggest axe, he carries it into the living room and puts it down next to his father’s chair and asks his father to kill him. As one might expect, this only makes his father angrier.

         

         IT HAS STOPPED SNOWING

         It has stopped snowing. Geir and Kjell are out in the new snow but they’re not going skiing, no they’re busy with their snow shovels, pushing the snow around and beating it down flat and hard. I’m standing at my window spying on what they’re doing out there. I ask my mother if I can go outside and she says OK. I bundle up, gloves and everything, and go outside. I run over to Geir and Kjell and ask them what they’re doing and they say they’re going to play car and make streets and a tunnel and everything in the snow. I run home and get two cars. I come back and Geir and Kjell have finished with the snow shovels and they’ve already started working on the construction. And then Geir and Kjell and I build a tunnel, and a garage, and a house. This is going to be great. Geir loads snow onto the truck with an excavator. Kjell drives the snow in the truck, then dumps it out. I build a road. We are working and building. We don’t know what will happen next but we crawl around in the snow, humming and whistling, driving and dumping. Snow is falling steadily on us, light and white, so that the road has to be cleared again and again. We work and build and clear the road. Time passes, but we don’t notice. We plough the road and gravel it with the lightest new snow. We don’t notice that some slightly bigger boys, boys we barely know even though they live only a few houses away, have come walking up to us through the yard. The boys don’t live far away but we don’t know them. They stand and look at us. They ask what we’re doing, and we say we’re playing car. They ask if they can play too, and we hand them our cars, our excavator. Then we stand and watch the other boys play. They yell louder and push the wheels down into the road, they laugh and shout.

         Crappy road, they say.

         You can’t fucking drive on a road like this, they say.

         They have to repair the road, it’s a bad road, Geir says.

         You can’t fucking repair a road like this, they say.

         These road workers are useless, they say.

         Making such a crap road, they say.

         I want my car back, Kjell says.

         Your crappy car, they say.

         That car’s useless too, they say.

         It’s all a bunch of shit, they say.

         What’s that? they say.

         A car park, Geir says.

         Huh, a car park, they say.

         You can’t park there, they say. 

         

         FORGET IT

         Let’s forget it, Finn says, and he sits right down on the ground.

         It’s too hot now, Asle says. We can’t chop any more wood, he says.

         These damn spruce bundles, Finn says.

         Let’s do something else, Asle says.

         And Asle goes over to Finn and sits down next to him.

         What do you think ol’ Haug would say if we just leave, Finn says. Asle doesn’t answer.

         He can say whatever he wants, he says after a while.

         I’m not sure he’d notice right away, Finn says.

         Let’s leave, Asle says.

         And go where? Finn says.

         The fjord? Asle says.

         In your boat? Finn says.

         We could do that, Asle says.

         And then Finn says Let’s do it. And Finn and Asle get up and climb down through the quarry, through the bushes, down to the road, Asle and Finn have found themselves a summer job clearing away the brushwood from a spruce orchard so the nasty little shrubs have enough room and get enough light, the copse is a couple of miles outside the village, in a quarry above the road that runs from the fjord up to some farms all the way by the tree line. Finn and Asle climb down through the quarry.

         We left, Finn says.

         We just left! Asle says. 

         

         POTATOES AND ONIONS

         I am sitting in the living room with my grandmother. Since she’s recently got a new radio, I sit and turn the dial from station to station, and on one of the stations there’s usually music you can’t hear anywhere else, slow music with long dark guitar solos, no singing, no big fuss, music that just is, and between these slow dark guitar solos someone speaks a language I don’t know, in any case it’s not English, I can understand a little English and it’s a language I don’t like.

         I find the station where they play those long dark guitar solos, and I sit in front of the radio and listen. My grandmother, who I love, is sitting in the armchair where she usually sits, she’s looking out the window, I don’t know at what, but she’s sitting there looking out at the fjord, I think, anyway I always look at the fjord when I sit in that chair. I’m listening to the slow dark guitars. My grandmother sits looking out at the fjord.

         Are you hungry? my grandmother asks.

         I nod and my grandmother says that since it’s Saturday she can make what they used to make on Saturday evenings when she was little, then she goes to the kitchen. I listen to the slow black guitar music. I hear the fat start to sizzle in the frying pan. I lean against the kitchen door and see my grandmother standing in front of the  kitchen sink chopping onions.

         Bacon and eggs, potatoes and onions, my grandmother says.

         I go back into the living room. I sit down in the chair in front of the window and look out at the fjord. I hear the sizzling from the frying pan and the slow guitars. 

         

         MY GRANDMOTHER IS LYING IN BED

         I.

         My grandmother is lying in bed, she can’t talk any more. There’s another bed along the other long wall and someone’s lying there talking nonsense all the time. I’m sitting in a chair next to my grandmother’s bed. My hair is so long, down over my shoulders, that it reaches her bed when I bend forward. My grandmother smiles at me. I smile back at her. I ask her how it’s going and she shakes her head from side to side.

         Do you want to come back home? I say.

         I see her mouth trying to move.

         Yes? I say.

         My grandmother looks at me. I say yes again, slowly, clearly moving my lips. My grandmother looks at my lips. She shapes her own lips copying mine.

         Yes, she says.

         II.

         My grandmother smiles when I walk into her room. I see that the woman who was lying in the other bed isn’t there any more. I see that someone has combed my grandmother’s thin grey hair straight back from her forehead. I’ve brought my grandmother some bananas. I hand her the bananas and she puts them down on her duvet. My grandmother takes me by the hand, I sit next to her and she sits holding my hand. I came to this town to go to school, my grandmother came because she got sick. We are both living far from home now.

         Everything all right? I say.

         My grandmother doesn’t answer.

         No, I say.

         My grandmother looks at my lips. I say no again, slowly, moving my mouth clearly. My grandmother tries to say no, but all that comes out are some strange sounds, and I see her shaking her head. I tell her that things are going well at school. My grandmother nods. I tell her about where I’m living. I tell her about someone I don’t like and my grandmother shakes her head and her eyes smile and we agree completely.

         III.

         My grandmother’s hands are turning blue. She’s also a little blue in the face. Her eyes are closed. She’s twisting from side to side. I sit down in the chair. I say I’m here. I can see that my grandmother is scared. I think she’s scared because she’s about to die and because she’s Christian. I see my grandmother writhe from side to side in her white nightgown. I’m not Christian. I put the bag of oranges I’ve brought down on the bedside table.

         

         WATER GUN

         I.

         We’ve had the best food for dinner, potato dumplings. We’re thirsty. My mother asks me to go down to the basement and get a bottle of grape juice. With a bone from the meat in my mouth I jump up and hurry down the stairs in a couple of leaps, rush out into the snow and the cold, down around the corner of the house and into the basement. I go into the pantry and find a bottle that says grape juice on the label. I take the bottle and run back out. And then, on the front steps, my legs slip out from under me – the ice! I can’t let the bottle break! and I tumble down and see blood! blood spurting out! What now? My mother will be scared, really scared, because I’m bleeding and the blood is spurting several feet from my arm and it’s coming from my arm and I’m bleeding and bleeding and my arm must have been sliced off and the blood is pumping out several feet from my arm, it hurts, what should I do? hide? my mother is going to be so scared when she sees how I’m bleeding, what should I do? I’m bleeding so much and I have to run upstairs up to my mother and do I really still have a bone in my mouth and I run upstairs and the blood is spurting and I need to keep calm.

         II.

         A man I don’t know is holding my arm in his lap. We are sitting in a car. My mother is there. My father is there. I can see, but not very clearly. I see home, the house. I don’t know anyone who’s died but now I’m going to die, even though I’m just seven years old. I’m not scared. I turn around, I look back at the houses. I think that this is the last time I’m going to see the house where I live. 

         III.

         I am sitting propped up on pillows at home on the sofa. My parents have asked me if there’s anything I want, and I said a water gun, and so my father has gone to his shop to get a water gun to bring home to me. My arm is completely wrapped in gauze, hanging in a sling. My mother has let me shoot the water gun at the living room door, but there is only so far I can raise my unhurt arm. 

         

         THERE ARE NO TOY SHOPS IN GERMANY

         He was going on holiday to Germany with his parents. He told us that there were all kinds of toys you could buy in Germany, the best toy boats, toy cars, anything you can imagine. I went to the rocky beaches all summer, I waited for him to come back home with what he’d said he would buy for himself. He’d also promised to buy something for me. If only he’d get back from Germany soon. 

         

         SCARS VISIBLE ON HIS FIST

         I shouldn’t have done it. And I’m so angry I pull one drawer after another out of the dresser in the hall and dump everything onto the floor. Gloves and scarves, photographs, all kinds of papers. My parents don’t have any idea what to do. They ask me to pick it all up. I refuse. I lie on the floor kicking. I have to pick it up, my parents say. And then they leave, they lock the door, they’re not coming back in until I’ve picked everything up, they say. I roar. They lock the door. No, fuck. I get up, I go to the front door, I make a fist, I punch the windowpane and my fist goes right through the window. I wince. I open my fist, pull it back in between the sharp edges of the broken window. Blood pours from my hand. I get scared. I run into my parents’ bedroom, crawl under their bed, over to the wall. The blood pours from my fist. 

         

         HAMBURGER

         I am so hungry. I don’t have any money, just enough for the bus ride home. I am sitting in a café. Atle, who I barely know, is sitting at the same table, he is a few years older than me and they say he’s a terrible drinker. He buys himself a hamburger. I am so hungry. I don’t say anything. But then Atle asks if I’m in the mood for a hamburger and he goes and buys a hamburger for me too. I’m sure that Atle has barely any more money than I do, and still he buys me a hamburger. It tastes incredible. 

         

         CONCRETE EDGES

         There’s a dance at the community centre. I go out to the community centre. I see Atle sitting on the edge of the cement steps leading down to the old outhouse at the youth centre, he has a plastic bag full of beer bottles in front of him. His eyes are red and he’s waving a beer bottle back and forth. A few people are standing outside the community centre. I stop outside the community centre. Some people are standing there, drinking and shoving. Atle raises his bottle to me. I walk towards him. Atle gets up and then he turns somehow and drops the bottle and then falls head first down the stairs. I run over to the stairs. I see Atle smiling up at me from the middle of a mess of blood and I see that he’s broken all his front teeth. 

         

         BICYCLE AND GUITAR CASE

         Asle was riding around on the roads on his mother’s old bicycle, he’d repainted it blue. He almost always had a guitar case in his hand. As he rode the bike his long hair fluttered behind him. 

         

         THAT WEIRD GUY

         After several years of going to dances at various community centres and mostly dancing alone, I realized one night – it must have been late, and I’d probably been given a lot to drink – that I was supposed to ask a girl to get up and dance with me. I’d seen her so many times. She rarely danced. She looked shy. She looked different from the other girls. I probably thought that there had to be a girl for me. And maybe I also thought that she liked me. Anyway, I liked her. I asked her if she wanted to dance. She bluntly answered no. And then I heard her say something to a friend about that weird guy. 

         

         LONG FINE HAIR AND A NICE HAT

         Asle has long fine hair and a nice hat on his head. It’s 17 May, Independence Day. Asle is standing in the school playground. His mother is standing not far from him. Asle sees someone he doesn’t know go over to his mother. He watches his mother talking to the woman he doesn’t know. He just stands there. The woman his mother is talking to walks away and Asle watches his mother come over to him and then his mother says that someone she didn’t know just came over to her and asked her who that boy with the long hair and ugly hat was.

         What did you say? Asle says.

         My son, his mother says.  

         

         AWFULLY GOOD

         My mother is telling a story about two boys who made stew in a tin can. They’d used water and potatoes and one of them added bits of sausage. They held the tin can between two sticks over a little bonfire they’d made themselves. Afterwards they ate, enjoying themselves. My mother had asked them if the stew was good, and they’d answered that it was awfully good.

         Was it awful or was it good? I ask.

         It definitely wasn’t a good stew but it tasted good to them, my mother says.

         But why did they say it was awfully good? I say.

         That’s just something people say, my mother says.

         But awful means not good, I say.

         That’s true, you’re right, she says.

         So was it awful or good? I say.

         It was good, it was awfully good, my mother says.

         I don’t understand. It doesn’t fit together. And there’s no point asking any more questions.

         That’s just how people talk, my mother says. 

         

         YOU COULD HAVE PLAYED THE FIDDLE

         I.

         Asle is sitting in a café, waiting. His guitar case is sitting on the floor next to him. Asle and the guys he plays with are going to a community centre to practise. To get there Asle has to take the bus a little more than a mile. The bus doesn’t run very often, but luckily there’s a small café near the community centre where Asle and the others practise, and he can sit and wait there for half an hour until the bus with the other guys arrives. Asle sits there waiting, he’s been waiting almost half an hour now. Now they’ll practise for a couple of hours, and then Asle will take the bus back. Asle sees an old man over by the counter buying a coffee. The old man comes walking over to him and stops.

         You play, the man says, nodding at the guitar case.

         Yes, says Asle.

         Guitar, the man says.

         Asle nods.

         Guitar, right, the man says.

         We have a kind of band, Asle says.

         The one that practises at the community centre? the old man says. Asle nods.

         I’m not so fond of that kind of music, the old man says. But I do like music, just not that kind, he adds. I used to play myself. At dances too, he says.

         Do you want to come listen to us? Asle says.

         Sure, I could drop in, the old man says.

         We’re about to start practice, Asle says.

         I might as well drop in for a bit, the old man says, and he sits down at Asle’s table and sips his coffee. Asle looks at his watch. 

         They’re there now, he says.

         Have you been waiting a long time? the old man says.

         Yeah, kind of long, Asle says.

         Because of the bus?

         Asle nods.

         I’ll finish my coffee then, the old man says, and he takes a big sip of coffee.

         II.

         The old man stands in the auditorium and watches Asle up on the stage with his guitar. Asle plays a chord, one string at a time.

         Hey! the man says. Play it all at once!

         Asle plays it all at once and he watches the old man come up to the edge of the stage. The man stops in front of him and after a moment asks him to play the same thing again and then asks him to play this string and not that string and Asle hears that this turns it into a melody, a melody he’s heard many times but doesn’t remember the name of, now it sounds delicate clear and sad. The old man is happy and enthusiastic.

         You could have played the Hardanger fiddle, you know, the old man says.

         Asle nods. 

         

         BJØRN AND I ARE GOING HIKING IN THE MOUNTAINS

         Bjørn and I are going hiking in the mountains. I put my old guitar in his case. I want to have my guitar with me in the mountains. Bjørn and I have big heavy backpacks. We leave early in the morning. We walk for several hours, further and further into the mountains. I’m carrying my guitar. We have a few bottles of beer with us too. When we’ve almost reached the top of a hill we see a little lake, it looks sheltered from the wind and that makes us decide to head towards it.

         You have your guitar and we have beer, Bjørn says.

         And we really do have a few bottles of beer. I used a trick to buy them: a couple of days earlier I’d rowed to the shop in the next village and told the man in the shop that I was the son of someone everyone knew drank a lot and I asked him if I could buy a few bottles of beer for my old man. I could, only a few bottles but I could. I know what it’s like when you need some, the man in the shop had said.

         We have guitars and beer, I say.

         Bjørn takes out one of our beer bottles. He opens it, drinks.

         It doesn’t taste so good, he says, and he hands me the bottle. I taste the beer, it doesn’t taste right, I shake my head.

         I can write a song, I say.

         About what? Bjørn says.

         About a girl I saw, I say.

         The girl you saw at the shop yesterday, with her parents? In the boat at the pier?

         She was pretty, I say.

         I start to sing. 

         Maiden dear maiden, I sing.

         You don’t know that she’s still a virgin, Bjørn says. 

         

         RED KISS MARK ON THE LETTER

         I.

         We sat in the grass, she was bigger than me, she had big brown hair going in all directions, and wide lips. We were fourteen. It was at a meeting for confirmation students from different schools. She had big breasts. She played guitar sitting in the grass. We swapped addresses. When I got home I got a letter from her with a big red kiss mark on it. I wrote her letters.

         II.

         We met up again a year later, in a café. There was going to be a concert at a community centre somewhere between where we lived. I didn’t dare say anything, didn’t dare look at her, but we sat together at the concert. Afterwards we wrote lots of letters. I got letters with lipstick kisses.

         III.

         She and a friend took the bus the two miles to where I lived. It was Easter and we went up into the mountains. We didn’t have skis, we went on foot, it was warm and unpleasant, the snow was slushy, we sank into it. We held hands a little.

         IV.

         I think that I really should write to her. A year later I hear that she’s died in a car crash, the accident happened late one Saturday night. 

         

         FRIENDSHIP

         When the workers were finished building the road they went away but left behind a rough old shed at the side of the road. It stood there for a few years. Then some kids broke into the shed and when they found blasting caps an older boy took them away and said that they were very dangerous, deadly, he knew some kids who’d blinded themselves playing with blasting caps, then everyone relaxed and the boys sat in the shed in the autumn evening wind and darkness and played cards in the light from the candles they’d brought with them.

         On one such evening Asle and the others are sitting around the low table covered in candle wax, on benches, playing cards. And then there’s a pounding on the door. That’s happened before, it was just someone coming to say one of them had to go home. There’s another loud knock and then the door opens and a strong stench of alcohol and vomit comes into the shed. It’s so dark that Asle and the others can barely see a small figure, unsteady on his feet, leaning against the door-frame. They see that he has a white plastic bag in one fist. And then Asle and the others hear him say something garbled and Asle and the others quickly look at each other and they know who he is, he’s someone older than them who’s been gone for a long time, they don’t know if he was in rehab or jail but it was probably jail. He comes in and throws his plastic bag onto the table, squeezes onto the bench, and then they see him get up again and they hear him say You have to go see your parents again sometime. He kicks the door shut. He gets an almost empty bottle of booze from the plastic bag, puts it out on the table, takes a portable chess set from the plastic bag, puts that on the table too, then says that he traded an electric shaver for the chess set and he twists the cap off the bottle of booze and drinks and repeats that you have to go see your parents again sometime. He holds out his arm, the one with the bottle, but everyone around the table shakes their head. He walks into the middle of the room on his sea legs. He takes something out of his jacket pocket. There’s a sound and then he’s standing there with a shiny knife in his hand. He leaps at the table and slams his knife into the tabletop, right in the middle of all the hands on the table. The knife stands upright in the tabletop, vibrating. It has a black handle with a red swastika on it. He pulls the knife out of the tabletop and stabs it in again, several times. He leaves the knife in the table, picks up the bottle, and takes a drink. He sees that the bottle is empty. He throws the bottle onto the ground. He stands there. Asle asks if he should take him home, and he nods.

         You have to go see your parents again sometime, he says.

         Asle puts the chess set back in the plastic bag, pulls the knife out of the table and folds it shut. Asle puts the knife in his jacket pocket and then the man and Asle go out into the dark autumn night, the rain and the wind. They go down the road. Asle hears him start to cry.

         You have to go see your parents again sometime, he says when he gets his voice back. 

         

         ASLE HAS BECOME A POLITICAL ACTIVIST

         Asle has become a political activist. In the middle of winter he went up into the mountains to go skiing, he had an old backpack on and he’d written 50-MILE FISHING LIMIT NOW! on the back with a thick marker. A somewhat dignified somewhat older neighbour boy thought that was nonsense, which made Asle mad. 

         

         SMOKING

         At the dance there’s a girl in the cabin door asking if he wants to come dance with her. The girl is short with beautiful long brown hair. Asle would love to dance with her. Afterwards they go for a walk. It’s raining, they step under the porch at the door to the prayer house. The girl asks if he’s in the mood for a fat one. And Asle says yes, great, he’s never tried before but. Then the girl stands there, out of the rain in front of the door to the chapel, with silver paper in her hand and she rolls a fat one. Asle takes a drag and starts to cough terribly. The girl laughs. She laughs and laughs. Asle doesn’t feel anything except when she kisses him very warmly on the cheek when they go back to the community centre. 

         

         ASLE WANTS A DOG OF HIS OWN

         On Sundays when he was little Asle and his parents used to go for walks. They used to walk past a little house and the man who lived there had a little white dog with black spots. Whenever they walked past the house the dog leaped over to Asle, who patted it and talked to it. Asle wants a dog for himself so badly but his mother says he can’t have one. Asle wants a dog of his own. 

         

         A THING

         Asle and his cousin are good friends, she works in a music shop in the city and has promised Asle that when they get a good used electric guitar in she’ll buy it for him. Asle’s given her the money and now he’s waiting for that sweet guitar to come by boat from the city where his cousin works. Asle thinks of that guitar as the best, most magnificent guitar in the world. Asle waits and waits, and he knows that this guitar is better than any he can imagine. Then the guitar arrives on the boat from the city. It’s red and black. It’s a nice guitar. Asle’s happy with it. But Asle can tell that someone else made the guitar, played it, scratched it. And somehow he hadn’t imagined that anyone else would have held his guitar. It was not supposed be an actual thing somehow. Asle realizes he’s a little disappointed. 

         

         ASLE HAS NEVER READ A BOOK

         Asle has never read a book. And then they read a novel for school. Asle discovers he really likes it, because everything that in life only moves back and forth is like music somehow in the novel, so he really likes it, but it’s not exactly the same as music, because he knows what music is but this is a kind of music where everything that goes back and forth stays quiet and nice to think about. 

         

         ALWAYS BE FRIENDS

         I.

         Geir Henning had to go to the hospital in the city, he’d started getting so short of breath that he had to get a new kind of medicine. But he wasn’t just going to the hospital, he was going to buy himself some new records too, he said, and Svein and I said we’d come by that afternoon so we could listen to his new records. Svein and I bike out to Geir Henning’s house. As we pull into the yard we hear music. We follow the sound and then we see Geir Henning sitting in the garden with the record player on the garden table. He smiles a big smile when he sees us.

         II.

         When the teacher comes into the classroom we can see from his face that something’s wrong. I look around. I see that Geir Henning hasn’t come to school today and I know that he’s dead. The teacher says he has something he has to tell us. Geir Henning is dead. He died in the night.

         III.

         Svein and I stand looking at Geir Henning’s coffin being lowered down into the ground. I think about his heavy breathing, his hoarse voice, his peeling skin. And I think that Geir Henning and I will always be friends. 

         

         THE CABIN

         I.

         The summer before I was going to start school, my grandfather decided that my two best friends and I should build ourselves a cabin, out of wood and nails, he’d help us, we could build it at the bottom of the hill, he’d pay for the tin for the roof, he’d help us however he could. I didn’t understand. Hadn’t my grandfather always been after these two friends of mine because they shouted and made too much noise, hadn’t he usually sent them home as soon as he saw them. Didn’t my friends always imitate how my grandfather used to send them home. And now my grandfather wanted me and these two best friends of mine to build a cabin, with his help and his blessing. I didn’t understand. But we built the cabin, maybe not with the greatest enthusiasm but the cabin did get built.

         II.

         One day we said we were done building the cabin. I was on my way up to the cabin and I see my grandfather standing at the open window of the house. He shouts for me. I run over and stand outside the open window. My grandfather asks me to bring a couple of tools in from outside, and to leave the handcart under the ramp up to the hayloft. He also asks me to go see if maybe I left a hammer up at the cabin. I nod. I run off to do what my grandfather’s asking me to do. I think about how my grandfather rarely asks me to do anything.

         III.

         I wake up that night and realize that something’s wrong. I sit up in bed, I see in the semi-darkness my grandmother lying in my sister’s bed and her eyes are wet and red. She looks at me and says that grandfather is dead. 

         

         EVERY SPRING IT’S THE SAME

         Every spring it’s the same. My grandmother comes to say that the sheep need to be herded up to the mountains and she asks me and my friends to help. She buys soft drinks and crackers. We equip ourselves with our sticks, my grandmother shouts seesssoo seesssoo and most of the sheep come with their lambs leaping after them. My grandmother gives the sheep bits of hard bread. My grandmother walks in the lead, the sheep following after. My friend and I walk in the back, each with our stick. Now and then a sheep jumps into a meadow, but we’re there with our sticks and we herd it back into the flock. We go up into the mountains. We keep walking until we can let the sheep go, then we sit down and my grandmother takes out the drinks and packets of crackers and then my friend and I drink soft drinks and eat crackers and the crackers taste good even though we don’t like crackers. 

         

         I’M HAPPY

         I’ve been to town to buy myself some new clothes. I bought a book of writings by Karl Marx. I lie on the bed and read words and sentences I don’t understand at all. The next day, I bring a dictionary home from the school I go to. I look up a lot of words. I understand a little, and I’m happy. 

         

         I’VE JUST HEARD THAT A FRIEND DIED SUDDENLY

         It’s a dark autumn evening, wind, rain, I’ve come home for the weekend and am about to go back to my rented room. I’m living in the attic of an old outbuilding. When I get back to my room I’ll light the stove, then maybe write a little. I have an old typewriter my father gave me and it sometimes happens that I sit and write. I’m standing by the side of the road with a few other young people waiting for the bus. The road is black. The wind, the rain. Maybe a car drives past on the road. I hear the waves beating against the pier. I am going to secondary school. I live in a rented room. I’m scared. I’ll write. I look for the light from the bus. 

         

         I ALWAYS AGREE WITH THOSE WHO DISAGREE

         I understand that some of what matters most is missing from our lives. So there needs to be a revolution. 

         

         PAYING A VISIT

         Asle hears someone knocking on the door downstairs. And Asle gets up from the bed where he’s been lying and reading, he thinks so now someone’s dropped by to pay him a visit, he wasn’t expecting anyone, and he hurries downstairs, across the stone and dirt floor to the front door, he opens the door and sees Tollak standing there.

         Nice of you to pay me a visit, Asle says.

         Paying a visit, well I don’t know about that, Tollak says.

         Yeah I know, Asle says.

         Got to find something to do, Tollak says.

         Come in, Asle says.

         So this is where you live, huh, Tollak says.

         And Asle sees Tollak lean over and look into what should have been a hall but that his hosts use as a storage space for old garden tools, measuring chains, and other mysterious equipment.

         So, you live in a shed, Tollak says.

         Yeah, says Asle.

         Stone floor, Tollak says. Must get cold.

         Oh it’s all right with the stove, Asle says, and he and Tollak walk over to the stairs. Tollak stops and looks at the rat trap under the stairs.

         You have rats! he says.

         Asle nods. Tollak starts guffawing.

         Caught many? he says.

         Five or six in the past few days, Asle says.

         What do you do with them?

         Throw them out.

         Where?

         It’s not easy to know what to do with them, Asle says. 

         Do you hear them in the walls? Tollak says.

         You’ll probably hear them too, but it’s mostly at night.

         Asle and Tollak go upstairs and into the room where Asle lives.

         That’s a beautiful old typewriter, Tollak says, and he walks over and strokes it gently.

         I got it from my dad, Asle says.

         So this is where you live, huh, Tollak says, and he sits down on the chair. A heathen, a communist, that’s what you are.

         Or an anarchist, Asle says.

         Yes, whatever, Tollak says, and he starts laughing. Anyway you’re something. I used to believe something like that too, he says. Not any more.

         I have some beer, Asle says.

         Yeah, let’s have some before we get on with it, Tollak says and he laughs. Anyway, I think I’m a communist too, Tollak says. I’m something, fuck, he says.

         Get rid of all the idiots, Asle says.

         Up against the wall and shoot ’em, Tollak says.

         That’s the best thing to do, Asle says, and he pours himself and Tollak some beer. 

         

         PLASTIC PINK HANDBAG

         We’re coming home by boat. We’ve been on holiday. On the trip home I almost fell in the water far out to sea. My sister and I stand and watch the gangway being put on the dock. I’m carrying her handbag. A little plastic pink handbag. Our parents say we have to go ashore. We start walking. She’s holding my hand. We’re taken to where we’ll go down the gangway. I look down at the planks of the gangway. I see the pier. I look up. I see lots of people looking at me lead my sister while I carry a plastic pink handbag in my other hand and I let go of her hand and I put the plastic pink handbag into her hand and I hear them all start laughing. 

         

         GIRLS

         Asle has a sister almost as old as he is. He always holds his sister’s hand. And a big boy tells Asle that he always holds girls’ hands, always. 

         

         I BECOME A SMOKER

         I buy a packet of tobacco, roll a lumpy cigarette. A flash from a match. Someone who feels their body tingle and feels something good happen to their soul too. 

         

         SWEDISH

         I’m hitchhiking a long way. I get a lift. I don’t dare say I’m Norwegian but I really want the people I’m sitting with to think I’ve hitchhiked a long way, so I tell the Germans I got a lift with that I’m Swedish. I buy myself an ice cream and buy one for their son too. I notice that they’re looking at me. They ask me if Norwegians understand Swedish and I nod, I say yes, they understand it perfectly. 

         

         THAT GUY LASTED A LONG TIME, HE SAYS AFTER A LONG WHILE

         A girl and I are camping in a tent. She has a sleeping bag and we lie in the same sleeping bag with our clothes on. We lie there and hold each other, press against each other. Another couple is lying next to us and they’re doing the same thing. We bump against each other. She pushes her trousers down. But I don’t dare do it with her, I don’t take my trousers off. We lie there pressing and bumping into each other. The ones lying next to us finish their bumping quickly, but we lie there for several hours. Pressing, bumping. 

         

         I AM SO HAPPY

         Some days, after we’ve taken the bus, I feel like the bus tickets are the best ever. I try to get as many as I can. I manage to get quite a few. My grandfather looks in his pockets too and finds some more bus tickets. Now I have those, too. I feel proud. I ask my grandfather what he would do if he had a whole roll of bus tickets, with dotted lines between each ticket, roll after roll of bus tickets. My grandfather says he’d give them to me and I am so happy. I knew he was going to say that, but I couldn’t be totally sure, could I. 

         

         OUT IN THE WORLD

         A narrow road leads down from my house to a slightly wider road, and on the other side of the slightly wider road, almost right on it, is a not-so-big blue house. I think there are people living in that house. One green and glittering summer day, I take my sister by the hand and we go down the narrow road from our house, across the slightly wider road, down to the blue house. We stand looking at it. A man comes out. After a while a lady comes out too. They talk and joke around with us and then invite us in. We’ll have ice cream and soft drinks. The people from the blue house are talking to us the whole time, laughing, enjoying themselves. I think I say a lot of witty and wonderful things. My sister doesn’t say much. 

         

         NO ONE SAYS ANYTHING

         Asle is helping to unload a boat. Several other boys and men are too. Pallet after pallet of sacks are hoisted from the cargo hold and the deck of the boat onto the pier. The pallets swing in the air, the boat bangs against the dockside. One pallet after another. Asle stands looking at the pallet in the air, then someone grabs his arm and pulls him back hard. Asle sees that it’s his father pulling him. And then Asle sees the pallet swing quick and hard to exactly where his head just was. Neither Asle nor his father says anything. 

         

         IT’S A LONG WAY DOWN TO THE GROUND

         It’s a long way down to the ground. I’m little. A big boy has picked me up in his arms. He’s swung me around in a circle. I kicked and made a fuss. The big boy lifts me up over the edge of the concrete wall, he holds me in his arms out over the wall. It’s a long way down to the ground. I’m scared. I think that I have to stop kicking now. 

         

         WAITING

         My mother isn’t at home. She’s in the hospital, my sister and I are going to get a brother or a sister. We’re at home. My sister is waiting and waiting for our mother to come back home. We go out and walk down the road, the road that Mother is going to come back home from the hospital on. We sit down at the side of the road and wait. After a while I want to go back home, but my sister wants to keep sitting there waiting. I sit next to my sister and wait. It gets so boring that I want to go back home. But my sister wants to sit and wait. I say in that case I’ll go home alone. I go home and I don’t know what I should do, and so I start to wait for my sister to come back home. I have to find something to do. I walk up the road in the opposite direction from my sister and sit down to wait. After a while I see my sister coming up the road. She gets to me and sits down next to me. 

         

         EVERYONE PROBABLY KNOWS THAT

         I.

         Asle and some friends and some girls are out in a boat. It’s the middle of summer. They’ve put tents up on a little island and now they’ve rowed out into the middle of the fjord. They have lots of bottles of cider with them. Asle has drunk a lot of cider. Asle decides he wants to go for a little swim, even though it’s the middle of the night and the boat’s in the middle of the fjord, so he gets undressed, down to his underpants, and jumps into the water. It’s very cold. Asle swims a little way off from the boat but realizes he can’t move his feet and then he tries to swim back to the boat but his legs don’t want to and he asks the people in the boat to reach out an oar to him and Åsmund reaches out an oar to him and pulls Asle into the boat. Åsmund takes Asle by the arms and pulls him back up into the boat. Asle is freezing and he gets dressed again. And then Asle has some more cider to drink.

         II.

         When Asle gets up to get out of the boat, he realizes his legs won’t hold him. He tries again, but his knees buckle. Everybody laughs. So they hold Asle up and get him back onto land and then Åsmund picks Asle up and carries him through the bushes and shrubs up across the steep quarry to the tent and puts him down on his sleeping bag. Asle says that his head is completely clear. Åsmund says that that may be true, but his legs aren’t.

         III.

         Åsmund and Asle sit in the tent and talk about this and that. And Asle thinks that his legs don’t feel so bad now, but that everyone probably knows that. 

      

   






   
      
         
            HOW IT STARTED

         

         

         

         Geir and I went to the youth group that the pastor’s wife ran, and when youth group was over, when we were done with our cookies and hot chocolate, with the singing and talking, with the praying, when we were left to ourselves, when we could get out of there and run out of the large room, a room as big as three normal rooms, a room with doors inside it, doors that were open now, when we, me and Geir and the others, were done doing everything we had to do if we wanted to go to youth group at the pastor’s farmstead, when we were done with that, when we could rush out of the huge room, down the hall, up the stairs, up to the big attic, when there were no more songs to be sung, when we ran up to the big attic, lay down on the floor, and when the others came running in, when the girls came in, when that girl in particular came in.

         When she came in.

         When she came in from break, from all the breaks when you’d seen her, when she came in with her long hair, those small breasts just barely visible under her shirt, when she came running up the stairs and you knew that you’d never dare talk to her, as you wrestled and shouted there on the floor, playing with Geir or another one of your friends, when she came in you calmed down, you stopped kicking your legs, you stopped fooling around, joking, shouting, you calmed down, you were a bit embarrassed, you got up from the floor and suddenly you didn’t know where to go or what to do with yourself, your heart grew troubled because now she was there, she was near you, with her hair, her body, she was just a few yards away from you, so close, and you couldn’t talk to her even though she’d sent word to you two days before, even though one of her girlfriends had come up to you, giggling, and said she was supposed to say hi to you from her, from her, from her, the girl with the long hair. When she stood there, calmly, talking to one of the other girls, up in the half-dark attic at the pastor’s farm, with the other kids who went to youth group, and we all did, almost all the kids in the area went, when she stood there with her new breasts, her long hair, and she smiled at her girlfriend, and you stood there, stood there alone while the others wrestled, and felt a sadness grow large inside you, that was probably when it actually started.

         That was when the music came to you.

         There and then it came, and it’s never left. And afterwards, after youth group at the pastor’s place was over and it was time to go home. Everyone was supposed to go their own way, and no one did. We walked down the road. A group of boys and girls walked down the road, away from where some of us lived and towards where others of us lived. It was autumn, it was dark, and we were walking down a small country road, in the rain, in the wind. We walked down the road, it was dark, and we heard the fjord. The sea that was always there. The waves. We walked down the road, me and Geir, and some others, and she was there. She and Geir were walking and talking together. I was walking and talking with another girl, a completely other girl, a totally different girl, a girl from my year, and we were friends, we could talk to each other easily, but she, the one walking a few yards ahead of me, with her hair, with those new breasts under her jacket, the girl walking and talking with Geir, I couldn’t forget her for a second. I was walking with another girl, and maybe that was the girl Geir wanted to be walking with. We talked and joked. Ahead of me she was walking, and Geir put his arm around her back, she put her arm around Geir’s back. I was walking behind Geir and her, together with a girl from my year, and I put my arm around her shoulder, and she gently leaned into me. We talked and joked. A group of us were walking down the road, we were in one of the oldest years in the youth group, some of us had recently started at the district school. It was autumn, dark. Rain. You could hear the fjord. The waves. We walked down the road. We stop at a bus shelter, go inside, and someone, someone who dares, says we could play the Touch Hug Kiss game, no one answers but everyone wants to, and then there’s someone who leads the way and the game can start, just Touch at first, gently caressing the cheek, boys and girls picked at random stroking their chance partner’s cheek, in a bus stop, sheltered from the rain, it’s an early autumn evening and there is the sound of the fjord. The waves. Someone dares to say Hug and then stands there, partly embarrassed, partly brave, and hugs someone of the other sex. A very short hug, a slightly longer hug. The others don’t stare, they look away, look down, barely look at the pairs standing there hugging each other. Time passes and we get used to the game, get braver, more confident. The rain picks up, the wind gets stronger and the waves beating on the shore sound clearer. The evening gets darker. We dare to get closer to each other. We say Kiss, and once the ones who said it were assigned the ones who were to receive the kiss, who, according to the random chance of the game, were going to be kissed, when those going to kiss step out of the darkness towards those who are going to be kissed, no one looks, we all look down. There is only darkness and rain around the pair, we others have disappeared, each into our own mute solitude even though there is a silent companionship surrounding the solitude, yes, a companionship where no one says anything but we are with each other, not that we’re people for each other, but we’re there, and then it was her turn and I catch sight of her eyes in the darkness, I can just make out that long hair of hers, and she has said Kiss and I hope with all my might that it won’t be me she’s supposed to kiss, it has to be Geir, because it’s Geir she wants to kiss, not me, it can’t be me, I wish and hope with all my might, and then it is me and I have to emerge from the dark companionship, with my hair, with my body, and she comes up to me, I stand there, not feeling the rain, I feel only how I’ve pushed my way forward, how I’ve forced myself to join this game, it’s not my kind of thing, I’m just going along with it, it’s not meant for me, but I always push, all I want is to go back into the silence of the others, I stand there in my wet jacket, my hands hanging straight down, and she quickly comes over to me, comes out of the darkness, with her eyes, with her hair, and she puts her two arms around me, we stand there, jacket to jacket, my hair is wet and I feel her hand rubbing up and down my back and then she moves her half-open mouth towards my chin, the warmth from her lips, her mouth, and wetness, a warm wetness, nothing more, but so unlike anything else, so separate, a single short second and everything’s different, there in the bus shelter, the darkness, the rain, and then we went further, the whole group, went further down the black road along the shore, the beating waves almost reached the road in some places, we went further, I was still walking behind the others, she and Geir were walking up ahead, with their arms around the other’s shoulder, we walked like that to the co-op shop, where we stopped, and we stood there in the light from the shop windows, I was standing with a girl from my class, we talked and joked, we chatted together the same way we always did, I tried to be the same as I’d always been, and then we walked home, I took her hand and we walked hand in hand across the road back to where she lived, then we gave each other a hug, and she went inside, and I went back with the others, walked home, heard the waves, Geir and she were both still there too, walking and holding hands, both of them without a word, none of us said a word and we got to my house, I said goodbye, ran up to my house, up the road, told my mother I wasn’t hungry, went up to my room. That was actually when it started. It was on nights like that, after youth group at the pastor’s place, after we’d done this and that, it was on those dark autumn nights after the grown-ups had finished fulfilling their educational obligations and we were on our own, by ourselves, were there with everything we had to do, it was on those nights when we walked down the road, boys and girls, when we were by ourselves with all these things, that it started, that it started with her, the girl with the long hair, the girl Geir used to walk and hold hands with, the girl with the new breasts, she was there a long time, several years, and I still feel something in my body, I feel how the waves were beating, I feel as if something is lodged fast in my body, in my movements. That was how it started, in the dark, the rain, on a road along a shore, there were waves always beating, and skin that grew bigger and bigger. Her kiss was a mark on my skin, it was like it entered into my body and stayed there. She’s married now, her kids are grown, she’s a housewife and she usually goes to village parties with her husband. They were there the summer we played at the village party. She was there, but her body is more shapeless now. Her hair is short. Her breasts have grown much bigger. 

      

   






   
      
         
            DREAMT IN STONE

         

         

         

         I.

         No one saw the avalanche because it all fell apart so slowly, not day by day, not even hour by hour, not minute by minute, but it fell apart, it was falling apart the whole time and you could see, if you wanted to see it, if you didn’t refuse to see it, you could see it falling apart because it was an avalanche, it had to be an avalanche because what else could it be? But did it slide like mud? No, it didn’t slide like mud, it was more in a sudden imperceptible jolt that it happened. But someone must have seen it? No, no one saw it, or maybe someone did but they didn’t want to see it, maybe, or maybe no one saw it because the jolts were too quick, but they came, jolt after jolt. But in that case you can’t very well call it an avalanche, you say. Yes it was, it was an avalanche, I say that it was an avalanche, it was an avalanche, and you say that if it was like I say it was then it wasn’t an avalanche, it was something else. And I say, you’re right. And inside the avalanche, what happened there? Was it something whole that went to pieces or was it something broken that only seemed unbroken, in the avalanche. Was there a flaw in the middle somewhere? But why are you asking that? Just because you’re thinking it? you say. I think the avalanche happened because there was a flaw somewhere, and this flaw was what finally made it fall apart. Yes, it must have been like that, you say. But in the middle, yes, no, yes, it might have been like that, maybe, I say, but I think it wasn’t a big crack, only a lot of smaller cracks, lots of almost visible cracks. Yes, it could have been like that too, you say. I say nothing. But these small, almost invisible cracks somehow combined into a big crack, a chasm almost, you say, and something almost like joy can be heard in your voice. A chasm, I say. Yes, yes, like a chasm, you say. 

         II.

         I can’t stop thinking about how it fell apart so slowly, so imperceptibly slowly, I say. Yes, you’ve already said that, you say. Yes, I say. But the avalanche itself, it really came so suddenly. Yes, I say. Yes, you say. And you’re saying there were several avalanches and then it just lay there. I just lay there, I say. You just lay there, you say, yes I just lay there on the front steps to my house. And then, you say. And then there was someone who said something to me and I tried to get up but I couldn’t, and then there was someone who helped me get up. And then I stood there. And then I opened a door. And then I went in the door and shut it behind me. And then, you say. And I say that I don’t remember anything, and then I remember that I woke up and I was lying inside on the floor. I got up. I was standing. I walked. And then? you say. I thought I had to go lie down. And then no one says anything. Yes, you say. Yes and then I woke up again, but then I was lying next to the kitchen table. And then I thought that I had to go lie down. I got up. I was standing. I found the sofa and lay down.

         III.

         Three times it fell apart. Everything was black and a kind of fog in my sleep but with a kind of quivering somewhere inside, like bits of stone, like little stones, like little moving stones, like little stones in a slow avalanche, an avalanche so slow that it can’t be called an avalanche. Yes you’ve said that, you say. Yes, I say. And then? you say. No one saw the avalanche, I say. You were alone, you say. Yes I was, yes, I say, yes. That’s probably why it wasn’t an avalanche, you say. No, maybe not, I say. But something like that, you say. Yes, I say. And then we’re quiet for a while. And now, you say. Now, I say. What do you think? you say. About the avalanche, you say. Where did the stones go? They just sat there but then they fell apart again, I say. Yes, you say.

         IV.

         Bits of stone, these stones too, little stones, sat there and shone in their grey fog, shone weakly but they shone, and then I gathered up the light and I saw I was lying on a sofa. I stood up. I went out a door. I shut the door behind me. I walked. I stood waiting for a bus. And it was hard to stand up. And then it fell apart again. And I was lying on the pavement. I suddenly knew I was lying on the pavement. Someone came running over. He helped me get up. I was standing. I tried to get on a bus but another man came running over and said that I couldn’t go by bus, this bus wasn’t for someone like me, the man said, I asked if I couldn’t just sit down on the bus, no, no, this bus wasn’t for someone like me, the man said. I asked the driver, it was a woman, and she smiled and shook her head. She didn’t say anything or maybe she said no. And then, I think it happened like this if I’m not misremembering, the man who’d helped me onto my feet came and took me to a car, it was a taxi. He put me in the taxi and I sat down and the driver and I drove off. The taxi driver said that he often thought about nothing, how nothingness is in everything. Nothingness is in everything, the driver said. Yes, you say. I didn’t tell him anything about the stones. No of course not, you say, nothing about the avalanche, I say, no of course you didn’t, you say. And then we sat there and neither of us said anything. We sat like that for a long time. I don’t like you talking about the stone and the avalanche, you say, it’s fake in a way, like you’re lying. Yes, I say. It is almost like that, I say. But why are you doing it then? you say. I don’t really know, I say. No it’s probably not so easy to know, you say.

         V.

         The stones sing and they don’t sing. Even when the fog is gone the bits of stone sit there, sit and lean against each other, they sit there so nicely that it’s as though they’d been put together well by a skilful stonemason, they sit there like that after the avalanche too. Falling apart, you say, yes yes, I say. And then we laugh, yes we laugh. After the avalanche too. So then you were sitting in a car, you say. And the driver said that there was some nothingness in everything, and then what, you say. It was in a taxi, I say, and we were talking about nothing and about what’s behind and in everything that is, it was where it came from, it’s there, the man said, the taxi driver, you said, yes him, yes, he said that there’s nothing that’s God before the beginning, and then it begins with the Word, he said, yes him the man driving the car, he said that, I say. That was well said, you say. It was as if nothing was falling apart, I say. But everything was so grey, like in a fog. Like grey stone, granite, you say. Yes I say. But it was a little lighter there in the car. In that taxi, you say. Yes, I say. And then? Yes, then I got out of the taxi and walked into the airport. And then it fell apart again. I was lying on the floor and when I looked up there were lots of people around me and one of them was taking my pulse and he said he’s weak and then a man with a wheelchair came over and put me in the chair and pushed me to a room and I sat there and he said that I might be able to board the plane, they would evaluate me he said, and he gave me water and then he pushed me to the plane in the wheelchair, ahead of all the other passengers, and when we reached the airplane door someone came to meet me, who? you ask, a flight attendant, I say, and she said he can board, and then they pushed me into the airplane and sat me in a first row seat and someone else, another flight attendant, you say, asked if I wanted anything and I said maybe I’d like a little water. And then I was given a little water. Stone and water, I say. Stone, stone and water. And I was an avalanche, bits of stone, and all the stones were as if in a grey fog that nevertheless seemed to shine a little from the crushed stones, and they were wonderfully sitting leaning against each other as if they’d arranged themselves properly into a kind of wall, a wonderful wall, yes you said that already, you say, and I think that this talk about the stone and the avalanche is nothing but a lie and a concealing but still there might be something to it nevertheless, I think. A fine new wall, I say. And then? you say. And then I was pushed out of the plane in a wheelchair. I said I could walk but I wasn’t allowed to walk because I could still fall down again maybe, that was why it was best if I sat in a wheelchair and then I was taken, yes you remember that don’t you, no it wasn’t me who took you, you say, no, no it wasn’t you, it was somebody else who took me, and he put me into his car and drove me home, and he took me inside, and I lay down, I lay there and I was an avalanche, I was stone that had become many stones, an avalanche, an avalanche that kept going and I just lay there, and then the avalanche started to move and turn in on itself, I shook, I shook and shook and then shook a little less and I shook and everything is grey stones in the fog and everything is a slow avalanche, slow, and the grey has some white in it, it’s not visible as white but is it white is it? Is it white as snow? No it isn’t like snow, and it isn’t white, but it’s like white, it is snow, it’s not snow, no it’s not white, it’s not snow, it’s grey, just grey, it’s greyer, just its normal grey if it weren’t for the stones still there in their avalanche, which had arranged themselves so wonderfully properly, they sat there so handsome so quiet even though I shook and shook and someone made dinner for me but I couldn’t eat, someone bought me a bottle of something to drink and I shook a little less and was calm and then I slept a good sleep there, on, or in, those grey shining stones, I slept, I don’t remember much more, I remember less and less and then they come in with a stretcher and say that I have to get dressed and then you say he can’t do that, it doesn’t look like he can, you say and I shook and shook and I said I could put my bathrobe on, and that was easy, and then they put me on the stretcher. And I shook and shook. I saw that the avalanche was gone. I was an avalanche. But the stones sat there, in a wall, even if they were falling apart, you say. I think so, I say. Because it felt like the stones in the avalanche were me.

         VI.

         You were a chasm that cracked and turned into stones, and then the stones sat there, wonderfully placed together in a wall, you say. Yes. Yes that’s how it seems to be, it seems like that now, I say. Yes, you say. And the chasm is gone? you say. The chasm doesn’t exist any more, I say. And the stones shine in their own new pattern, you say. Yes, I say. What used to be in a chasm is now between the stones, I say. The stones laid together make an open room? you ask. Yes, I say. Is there something in the room? you say. I think so, I say. I can see something there, I say. And then we sit in silence. The man who was saying that nothingness is in everything, you say. Yes, I say. What about him, I say. No, nothing, you say. 

         VII.

         These slow fallings apart, and then these sudden ones, incredibly quick, like sudden gusts of wind. Then quiet. The big crack with its big light, then the slow imperceptible avalanche, and then these sudden fallings apart. And then the stones, grey like the fog, but still with a faint light in them instead of nothing, a little of nothing’s light, so weak, so almost like ashes, so almost like glowing ashes on stone. And then stone on stone. I am in the room behind the wall the stones are laid in, my stones, other people’s stones, and there’s light in there, the strong invisible light that comes across from the sky and around the stones. The light of nothingness. The light of nothingness in the stone. The light of love in the stone.

         VIII.

         And I go in, in behind the stones, and I sit down. I sit and look at the stones. I see that the stones are me but not the real me, the me that’s inside me. I go out between the stones and take my place and stand there with outstretched hands, like a cross. And I look at a cross. I look down. I look up. I go sit down. I look at the stones, so wonderfully placed stone on stone in a wall. I get up again. I stand.

         IX.

         And then you hold my hand. And the stones say that love exists, love is. Weren’t you scared, you ask. No, never, I say. But you almost died, you say. I wasn’t afraid to die, I say. No, you say. I’m not afraid to die either, you say. No, I say. 

      

   






   
      
         
            AND THEN MY DOG WILL

COME BACK TO ME

         

         

         

         The dog is in the living room looking up at me. He starts running in circles around me, restless, whimpering a little. I can tell he wants to go out. I open the living room door and the dog dashes out into the hall, wagging his tail. I walk to the front door and the dog jumps up onto my legs. I open the front door and the dog runs out. I see him run in circles around the yard, jumping, and then off around the corner of the house. Now he must be down in the garden. That’s where the dog likes to go. I stand in the door and look out. I say: What a nice summer evening. I walk out onto the porch, look up at the sky, it’s light blue, not a cloud in sight, and I say: It sure is a nice summer evening. I go in again, put my shoes on, go back out into the yard, go around to the back of the house. I look for my dog but he’s not in the garden. Where can he be? He can’t have run away? I go down into the garden, over to the other corner of the house, and look for the dog, but he isn’t anywhere. Fuck, the dog’s run away. Now I have to go look for him. That damn dog. Why the hell has that dog gone running off? Why would he run away? But I have to go look for my dog, I can’t just let him run off, can I. I say: That damned dog. I say: Why the hell has that dog gone running off. I leave the garden, walk back up to the porch, look around, up the hill, down to the main road, up the road, down the road, but I can’t see my dog. I say: My dog’s run away. I start to walk down the drive. And that damn dog has run away, what the hell is that dog up to. I get to the main road. Should I go up the road or down the road? I look down the road, no dog, then I look up the road, no dog there either. I start to walk up the road. I walk fast. That goddamn dog, running off like that. Why the hell would he do that? He can’t just run away like that, and I can’t just go running around looking for him either. I walk fast. I can’t fucking run around like this looking for my dog. I stop. I look around: no dog anywhere. I start walking again. I say: What the fuck is that dog doing. I go up the road. I stop. I should probably have been calling the dog, but I can’t walk down the road shouting, that would be too embarrassing, acting like that. I sit down on the kerb. That fucking dog. Why the hell would that dog run away? What’s wrong with him? I hear a car drive by and I see that it’s the man who lives by the bend in the road, he looks at me and then he looks away and I keep looking at him. I never liked that guy. His gold rings and gold watch, his sneaky mouth. I look into his nice new car. And then that damn dog who’s disappeared, run away just like that, for no reason. I stand up, walk further up the road. I can’t just keep walking like this either, I can’t. I have to call the dog’s name at least, but I can’t just go around shouting either. You can’t do that. I see someone who lives near the bend in the road coming on her bicycle. I’ve never talked to her, but she puts the brakes on, stops, and gets off her bike. She looks at me and it almost looks like she wants to talk to me. I look at her, she looks at me. I go over to her. I see her standing with one foot on the road, the other on the pedal. I go over to her.

         I think the man by the bend has shot your dog, she says.

         I hear her say that she thinks the man by the bend has shot my dog. What? What is she saying? Shot the dog? What’s she talking about? Shot the dog? What can she mean? Why is she saying that. She can’t really mean someone’s shot my dog.

         I saw the dog and I heard a bang.

         What the fuck is she saying? Shot the dog? What the fuck does she want?

         Just now, she says.

         Shot the dog? I say.

         Yeah, I saw the dog, she says. I saw the dog run up to his house and then I heard a bang, it had to be a gun.

         I look at her and I know that if someone’s killed my dog I’m going to kill whoever did it.

         Just now? I ask.

         She nods.

         The man who lives by the bend in the road? I say.

         She nods.

         I thought I should tell you, she says.

         You’re sure, I say.

         She nods again.

         Shot the dog, I say.

         And I see her look down. My dog can’t be dead, people don’t go around killing dogs. No one just kills someone’s dog. She says the dog’s been shot. Someone killed my dog. He shot the dog and now he’s going to die. Tonight.

         I just saw him drive by, I say.

         He can’t have killed my dog. People don’t just kill dogs. But if he did kill my dog, he’s a dead man.

         I can believe he did it, she says. He’s shot cats before.

         She says he’s shot cats. I’ve heard that too. I’ve heard he’s shot cats. And if he shot my dog, someone needs to kill him. I’ll kill him, but he can’t have shot my dog. If he did I have to go get the dog, I have to bury the dog, don’t I. And then someone needs to kill him.

         He shot my cat, she says.

         You’re sure? I say.

         She nods.

         Thank you for telling me, I say.

         It’s horrible, she says.

         He can’t have shot my dog, if he did then someone needs to kill him. He’s got to die. I look down at the road and I softly say to myself that fucking devil and then I shake my head, but he can’t have killed my dog, he can’t have, and then I say that I’m gonna fucking pay that bastard a visit.

         What are you going to do? she says.

         Go look for my dog, I say.

         But the dog’s dead, she says.

         Then I’ll find my dead dog.

         I feel her looking at me and I look up at her.

         Thanks a lot, I say.

         And I start hurrying up the road. I have to go see if he’s really shot my dog, and if he did then I have to find the dead dog. I have to go up to his house and look. I hurry up the road. I hear her bicycling after me. I go around the bend, up the road. I can already see his drive. I hear her bicycle right behind me. I go further. I get to his drive. I look up at his house, a new white house. And there are no lights on. I go up the drive. I go up to the house. I look around the yard but I can’t see the dog. I walk along the front of the house, look around, but there’s no dog. I look back, she’s standing on the side of the road holding the handlebars of her bike, looking up at me. But he can’t have killed the dog, you can’t just do that. He can’t have killed my dog. I go over to where the hill starts to slope down to the road. I see blood. I see red blood in the green grass. I see some clumps of hair. He’s killed the dog. I knew it. He’s killed my dog and now someone needs to kill him. I’ve never killed anyone but now I’m going to. Someone’s got to do it. He needs to die. I say: That fucker. I say: I’m gonna kill that fucker. I bend down, touch the blood, and it sticks to my fingers. I pick up a bloody clump of hair and I smell it. I recognize my dog’s smell. He’s killed my dog and now I’m going to kill him. I stand up and put the clump of hair in my pocket. But where did he take the dog? Because the dog’s not here. And I just saw him drive down the road. I can’t stay here. I’d better go back and then ask where the dog is later, because I have to bury my dog after all. That fucker’s killed my dog and I’m going to kill him. I cross the yard, go down the drive. I see her holding her bike down by the side of the road. She looks at me. I go down the drive, cross the street, stop next to her.

         He killed my dog, I say.

         She looks at me and I hold up my hand, showing her the blood on my fingers. She nods.

         But the dog wasn’t there, I say.

         Just some blood, she says.

         I nod.

         I’ll have to ask him what he did with the dog later, I say.

         She looks at me.

         That’s what he does, she says.

         Thank you for telling me.

         I walk down the road, turn around, see her get on her bike and start pedalling up the road. I walk. He’s killed my dog and now he’s going to die. That fucker’s going to die tonight, I say. I’ll kill him, I say. That fucker’s gonna die, I say. And yes, I heard something, it could have been a shot, but I didn’t want to hear it. I walk down the road. And that fucker drove right past me when I was going up the road to look for my dog. That fucker. I say: Tonight that fucker’s gonna die. I walk. Tonight when it gets dark I’ll kill him. I’ll stab him. Tonight that bastard’s going to die. I’ll stab him right through the heart. Tonight, when he’s asleep, I’ll take care of him. Nothing complicated. I’ll stab him when he’s lying in bed asleep and kill him. I’ll stab him to death. I’ll row my boat to the cove below his house, then I’ll go up to the house, find a way in, and stab him to death. There’ll be an open window in his house I can get in through, or maybe he won’t have locked the basement door. I’m going to kill him. But first I have to get the dog, the dog needs to be buried. I walk down the road. I’ll kill that fucker, I say. It’ll be tonight, I say. He’s going to get it straight through the heart. I’ll kill him. I see my drive, I walk fast, walk up the drive. Now I’ll stay here and wait for him to drive by, then I’ll go up to see his house, find out what he did with the dog, and then bury the dog. And tonight I’ll kill him. I go up my drive. I walk around the corner of the house. And I see my dog. I see my dog. I see my dog lying on the porch, my dog is lying stretched out on the porch, his head is smashed and bloody. I feel my body stiffen and my breath disappear. I feel an emptiness. My body is rigid. My dog is lying on the porch. I rush over to the porch, put my hands under the dog, pick the dog up, and then I press the dog to my chest, rest my cheeks against the fur. I stand with my cheeks against the dog’s fur. I say: You poor boy. I dig my fingers into the fur. I say: You poor boy. I squeeze the dog against my chest. I say: You poor boy, what did he do to you, poor boy. I see blood on the porch. And I can’t look at the porch. I go over to the front door, holding the dog against my chest with one hand and with the other I open the door and then I’m holding the dog against my chest with both hands again. I walk into the hall. I’m in the hall and holding the dog against my chest. I go over to the living room door, open it, and I say poor boy and I go into the room, over to the window, and look out. I stand there holding the dog to my chest and I look out the window, down at the garden. I’ll bury the dog in the middle of the garden, I’ll bury him so I can see his grave from my window. Yes, my dog will rest in peace in the garden. And I might as well bury the dog now? The dog needs to be buried right away. I have to dig my dog down into the earth. I have to bury my dog. I can probably bury the dog right now? There’s no reason to wait, is there? I should just bury my dog. I look down at the garden, I’ll bury the dog in the middle of the garden. And I press the dog against my chest. I hear a car drive by, I look down at the road, it’s the man by the bend’s car. I look at it. He’s going to die tonight so let him drive around for now. Today he can drive all he wants. Tonight he’s going to die. I’m going to kill him. I look down at the road, try to see his face, and he’s driving slowly by, looking up at my house, then he sees me, he sees me standing in the window holding the dog to my chest and he looks down. I look at him. I see him speed up, the car disappears up the road. I’m going to murder that fucker, I say. I’ll kill him tonight, I say. While he’s sleeping, I’ll stab him, straight through the heart. I’ll kill him. Tonight he’s going to die. I’ll kill him. Because he needs to die. I squeeze the dog to my chest, dig my fingers into his fur. But I have to put my dog down, I can’t stand like this holding a dead dog. I have to put the dog somewhere. Maybe put the dog in my bed? I have to put the dog in my bed. First I’ll go put the dog in my bed, then I’ll go dig a grave, that’s what I need to do. I hold the dog against my chest and say poor boy. I go out into the hall, start upstairs, and I say poor boy and I go upstairs, along the corridor, open the bedroom door. I go in, over to the bed, and put the dog down on my bed. I lay the dog on my pillow, put his head where my head goes. I can’t look at his head blown apart by the gun. Don’t look, don’t look. I stroke the dog’s back, rub his fur a little. Poor boy, I say. I can’t look at his blown-apart head. Then I pet his whole body again, dig my hand into his fur, pull my hand away, walk out, shut the bedroom door, go back down into the living room. I sit down in the chair diagonally facing the window. I look out, the fjord is calm, not a wave in sight. I look at the mountains across the fjord. I see my boat floating at the landing in the calm water. And tonight he’s going to die. When it gets dark I’ll row around to his house, then I’ll go up to his house, get in, and stab him while he’s sleeping. Tonight I will kill someone. If I stab him to death with a knife I’ll have to get very close to him, maybe it would be better to use something else, a pitchfork maybe, I do have a pitchfork down in the basement. I can try to kill him with a pitchfork and if that doesn’t work I can use a knife. I have a knife with a long sharp blade. I can stab him with that knife. Tonight I’m going to kill him. I’m going to kill that bastard, I say. He’s going to die tonight, I say. I’m going to kill him, I say. But first it has to get dark or at least darker. Then it’ll happen. I’ll kill him. I get up, go over to the window, look down at the road. I see the woman who told me my dog had been shot biking up, she brakes, gets off the bike, puts the bike down next to her at the side of the road. I see her come walking up the drive. So here she is, she wants to talk to me. Maybe I should go outside then, meet her. She wants to talk to me. I go outside, stand on the porch, look at the corner of the house, she comes walking around the corner of the house. I look down at the blood on the porch. I can’t look at the blood. I look up and nod at her.

         Did you find your dog? she asks.

         I nod.

         Where? she says.

         I point down at the porch and stare at the spot.

         You found the dog right in front of your door, she says.

         I nod.

         You can see the blood, I say.

         She looks down.

         I just thought I should tell you he’s home now, she says.

         I saw him drive by, I say.

         Yes, that was him, she says.

         Thank you for coming to tell me, I say.

         It’s horrible, she says. Leaving a dead dog in front of your door like that.

         I look at her, then look down.

         I just wanted to tell you, she says.

         I look up, nod at her.

         Well, take care of yourself, she says.

         I nod again, then I see her turn and disappear around the corner of the house. I go into the hallway, shut the door behind me, go back into the living room. I stop in front of the window, see her get on her bike. And then she looks up at me, I nod at her but she looks down. She pedals off. I sit down in the chair. Tonight he’s going to die, I should maybe start getting ready. It’s already late, it’s getting dark too. It’ll happen soon now. He’s going to die tonight. I’m going to kill him with filth, shit, piss, but I’ll keep it simple. I’ll stab him to death, right through his bastard heart, so that his blood mixes with the shit and piss. I’ll kill him with a pitchfork. First dip the pitchfork in manure till it’s covered then stab him through the heart. Tonight I’m going to kill him. I’m going to kill him. I get up, stand in front of the window, look down at the garden. And I’ll bury the dog in the middle of the garden. I go over to the bench next to the wall and lie down on the bench. I clasp my hands under my neck. I stare straight up. Tonight that fucker’s going to die, I say. I’m going to stab him to death. I’m going to row over to the cove under his house, go up to the house, get into the house, there must be one open window somewhere in the house and I’ll get in through it. I’ll go to his bedroom and while he’s sleeping I’ll kill him. Stab him through the heart. Kill him. I need to find a pitchfork. And I should wear a large old raincoat, tie the hood as tight as I can around my face, because his wife or his kids might wake up and see me. I’ll wear some old boots too. When I’m done I’ll sink the pitchfork and the raincoat and boots into the fjord. I’m going to kill him. I get up from the bench and go over to the window, see that it’s darker. I say: Well then time to get going. I say: That fucker’s going to die. I go down to the basement. I see the pitchfork standing in the corner. I pick up the pitchfork, turn it around, look at the fork. The tines are thin and shiny. I put my little finger on the tip of the middle, longest tine, it feels sharp, I feel the other two tines, those points are sharp too. I say: Tonight he’s going to die. I put the pitchfork back down. And tonight that bastard’s going to die, enough is enough, tonight he’s going to die. And now I have to not be seen because if I am they’ll suspect me of the killing. Now I have to make sure no one sees me. I see a raincoat lying on some boots. I put the raincoat on, snap it up. I’ll put the hood up later. I take off my shoes, put on boots. I give a little kick with one foot, the boot fits loosely. I go over to the workbench, pick up the little pocket torch, put it in my raincoat pocket. I pick up the pitchfork. And I start to laugh. Now the dog is dead and I can’t help laughing. I stand in the basement laughing. I’m laughing in the basement but my dog is dead, my dog’s been killed, and I’m going to kill the man who killed my dog. I keep laughing. My dog is dead and I can’t laugh any more. I stop laughing. I go out, shut the basement door behind me. I start walking down the drive. Now I mustn’t be seen because if anyone sees me they’ll suspect me of the killing. Now I can’t let anyone see me. I hurry down the drive, stop, look down the road, up the road, but I can’t see anyone and don’t hear any cars. And it’s almost dark. I cross the road and start down the path through the quarry to the shore. And now he’s going to die, it’s going to be soon, he’s killed my dog and now he’s going to die. I see that the water in the fjord is calm. I see my boat floating near the shore, almost motionless. I go out onto the landing. I pull the boat in and then carefully put the pitchfork in the front of the boat pointing away from me, with the prongs hanging out past the bow. I climb on board, untie the ropes, shove off. I sit down on the middle bench, put out the oars. I start rowing. And now I can’t be scared, I can’t hesitate, now I have to just do what I’ve planned then row back home and go to sleep. I row up along the shore. Now nobody can see me. I row up along the shore. And I say to myself, softly, that he’s killed my dog and now he’s going to die. I row. And now I have to just follow my plan. I can’t do anything else. And now I can’t let anyone see me. I can’t hesitate, can’t get scared. There’s no sound of any cars, it’s quiet. I row. And I turn around on my bench, see the pitchfork sitting in the front of the boat. I knew the pitchfork was sitting in the front of the boat but I still had to look at it. After I’ve done what I have to do, I will row far out into the fjord then tie the sack around the pitchfork and then the pitchfork will disappear into the fjord. I row quietly up along the shore. I look at the land, the houses are dark, there are only a few bedrooms with lights on. I row. And nobody sees me. Now I have to just take it easy, get it done, then come back home. And then I have to bury the dog. I row past a headland. Now I have to just row a bit further, then row into the cove under his house and then do it. I raise the oars, the boat glides forward. I turn around on the bench and look at the house where that bastard lives. The house is dark. And now it’s time to figure out where his bedroom is so that I can get into the house. But I’ll manage it. For tonight that bastard is going to die. I look at his house. The house is dark. I put the oars in the water again, row some more. I row. Now I need to take it slow, don’t get confused now, just take it slow. I row into the bay below his house and start to row in towards land. Now no one must see me. And now I mustn’t be scared. I raise the oars, turn around on my bench, look towards the bow, there’s the pitchfork. I put the oars back in, row further, in towards land. I row. Now I have to not think about anything, just row. I’m rowing, I’m rowing quietly now. And now as long as the basement door isn’t locked. I row in towards shore. I row. I turn around on the bench and see that I’ve almost reached land. I stop rowing, let the oars lie in the water, the boat just glides forward. The boat glides gently towards land then the keel scrapes on some stones, the boat stops. I pull one oar in, take the other and carefully push the boat back into the fjord so that it floats free. I push the oar down against the sand and shove the boat in towards land, the boat glides forward, then the keel scrapes the bottom again and the boat stops. I go to the front of the boat, take the oar in, and step out into the fjord. It splashes when my boot hits the surface of the water. And now no one must hear me. But the sound disappears quickly. I get the other boot into the fjord almost without a sound. I move one foot gently forward, there’s almost no sound at all, then the other foot. I hold the bow of the boat with one hand. I walk slowly, step by step, up onto the shore, pulling the boat behind me. I slowly pull the boat up onto the stones of the beach, the keel scrapes against the stones of the beach. I drag the boat, lean in over the bow, and pick up the pitchfork handle. I stand with the pitchfork in my hand, holding it by the middle of the shaft. And now he’s going to die. I’m going to kill him. I’m going to kill him. I start walking in from the shore. I look for the path leading up to the main road, the path goes along a stream, and on the other side of the main road a drive leads up to his house and garage and yard. Now I’m going to kill him. Now’s the time. I’m going to kill him. That’s the only thing to do. I’m going to kill that fucker. The worst thing that could happen is for me not to be able to kill him. I have to do it. That fucker needs to die. I won’t get caught, but it’s worse not to kill him than to get caught. I can go to jail, that’s fine. That doesn’t matter to me. I’m not so scared of that. I’m not scared of anything. I walk across the beach and see the trace of a stream, almost dry, just a little babbling water, so that’s where to go, the path is there. I walk over to the stream bed and find the path. I start walking up the path. I say: That fucker is going to die. I walk up the path, along the stream bed. I’m carrying the pitchfork by the middle of the handle with the tines pointing back behind me, and I’m going to kill that fucker. I’m going to kill him. I’m going to do the right thing. I walk with a steady step, not slow, not fast, not making too much noise, not making no noise, just normal walking. I say: I’m going to kill that fucker. I see the main road. I stop. I have to not be seen now. I stand and listen, I can’t hear anything, no car, no footsteps. I start walking again, up to the main road, I stop, I listen but I don’t hear anything. All right here we go, I say. And I go out onto the main road. I cross it as quickly and quietly as I can, over to his drive. I say: I’m going to kill him. I walk up his drive. Now I have to do what I’ve planned. I look at his house. It’s quite new, a white house. There is a porch on the house and a lot of windows in the house. Goddamn bastard, I say softly. I say: I’m going to kill that goddamn bastard. I walk normally with regular footsteps. I see an open window in the side of the house facing me, that window must be in his bedroom, the room where he’s lying and sleeping and where he is about to be killed. Now as long as the basement door isn’t locked. I go up the drive and I say that fucking bastard. And I get up to the yard and I say that goddamn bastard. I see his car parked in the yard, a new car, a big car. I stop in the yard. I say: Now I’m going to kill. I walk past the car. It’s almost over. I say: I’m going to kill him. I go over to the house then walk along the side of the house, the front side, near the wall. And now no one can see me from the main road. And I’ve never seen his house from this side before. And of course the main entrance has to be on this side of the house. Why didn’t I think of that? About where his bedroom has to be. I’m going to kill him. Take his life. Take him out. Put an end to him. Kill the shit out of him. It’s time. Bastard fucker. I walk alongside the house, near the wall, get to the entrance, go past the entrance, walk further along the house, get to the corner of the house, go down along the other side of the house, near the wall, walking calmly, with regular footsteps. Not once am I scared, I’m not the slightest bit scared. I’m not scared, I’m just calm. I walk down the side of the house, near the wall. I start walking down the other side of the house towards the basement door. I can see the basement door. I walk alongside the house, near the wall, towards the basement door. I go over to the basement door. I’m breathing faster. I push down on the door handle, pull lightly on the door handle. And the basement door opens. The basement door opens. I open the basement door so carefully. I’ve done it. I’m going to take out that goddamned bastard. Kill him. I’m going to get rid of that damn bastard. Kill him. I’m going to fucking kill that bastard now. I go in through the open basement door, pull it shut a little but let it stay ajar. I’m standing in the hallway. It’s dark. I realize my heart is beating hard and I’m breathing fast. I have to not think. Everything’s planned already, just go upstairs, then to the right, because his bedroom is upstairs on the right, and he’s lying in his bed in an upstairs room and now he is going to die and his wife is lying next to him, she’ll start screaming, but she won’t be able to do anything, she’ll just scream, then the children will wake up, and then they’ll start screaming, that’s how it’ll happen, that’s how it’ll be. He’ll be lying there, the sheets will be red, and all around him there’ll be screaming. I’m going to kill him. That’s how it’ll be. I start up the stairs. I walk slowly. I stop, put the pitchfork down, lean it against the staircase wall. I pull the hood up over my head and tighten the string, it covers most of my face, I pull the hood strings with both hands, that should cover my face, now just my eyes and nose are showing. I pick up the pitchfork again, keep going up the stairs and then I’m standing in the upstairs corridor, so now I should go to the right, open his bedroom door, it’s just to the right there, because there’s his bedroom, he’s lying there, the fat bastard, asleep, the fucker, lying there wheezing, with his gold watch and gold rings, but now it’s over for him, now he’s done for, he’s done for. I hold the pitchfork high on the handle in my right hand, hold it with the fork forward, tines pointing down, I feel like I’m about to start laughing but I can’t laugh now. I take the little torch out of my pocket with my free hand, turn it on, and a narrow strip of light spreads across the corridor floor, I raise the torch and the beam of light hits the bedroom door. I turn off the light. I walk down the corridor. I look at the bedroom door. I have to go over there now. I go. I stand outside the bedroom door. I push down on the door handle. I gently push the bedroom door open and it doesn’t make a sound and all I see is a dark room, then I can see a closed curtain and a bed under the window. I go over to the bed. I raise the torch, turn it on, let the narrow strip of light skim over the bed, and there he is, there he is, lying there on his back and his mouth is gaping open, he’s breathing heavily. I turn the torch off, put it back in my raincoat pocket, then go over to the bed, stand next to the bed, take hold of the blanket, yank it off his body, and he breathes nooo and I notice him shaking his head a little from side to side and his hands grope for the blanket and he breathes nooo again. I grip the pitchfork handle tight, with the other hand too, I am standing holding the handle with both hands and then I raise the pitchfork over my head. His mouth gapes open, he is breathing heavily. His jowls are shaking slightly. I look at the left side of his fat hairy chest, I hold the pitchfork handle as tight as I can, tense my body, breathe in a deep breath, tense the muscles in my arms. I am staring at the left side of his chest and I plunge it in. I feel the fork slide in easily. I hear his breath become like a woman’s. Blood trickles out around one of the tines. I pull on the pitchfork and the tines slide easily out of his body. The tines don’t quiver. He opens his eyes, he looks at me. His eyes, cunning fat bastard eyes. He tries to sit up in bed and I turn around and run out of the room, I don’t turn back to look at him. I hear him try to shout something but there’s just a little noise and then nothing. I close his bedroom door behind me. I go down the stairs, leave the house, shut the basement door, then run to the corner of the house, go along the house near the wall, go back the same way I came, I go in a crouch and then I go past the gate and I can see his car in the yard. I run past his car. Now I have to make sure no one sees me. Then I just have to go down the drive. I stop and listen but I can’t hear anything, no car, no footsteps. I start down the drive. And that was much easier than I thought it would be, I just had to not think about anything and it happened just like that, all I had to do was stick to my plan, follow it exactly, not deviate at all, anything else and it would go wrong. I walk down the drive normally, with regular footsteps, then I get to the road, stop again and listen, hear nothing. I turn back and look at his house, the light’s been turned on in his bedroom. I flinch. Did I not manage to kill the fucker? Or his wife, was she there? He was lying in bed alone. And I was lucky he was alone in bed, maybe it’s his wife who’s turned on the light now, maybe, but now I have to hurry. I start running. I had to do it, anything else would have been horrible, I really had to do it. I see the top of the path at the side of the road. I start down the path. I walk down the path with steady footsteps, then I stop, about to get rid of my pitchfork, but I probably shouldn’t do that, I can’t leave a trace, so instead I put the handle under my right forearm, press the handle against my body, then I untie the knot I’d tied under my hood and pull the hood off my head. I shake my head. I take the pitchfork in my left hand and walk on down the path. I’m tired, I want to sit down, but I can’t do that, so I keep walking slowly, regularly. And I see that the water in the stream is babbling a little, not much, but there’s a little water. I walk down along the stream bed, get down to the shore. And I’ve done it. Now he’s dead, that fat bastard, that evil fucker, now the fat bastard’s dead. Now he’s lying in his own blood, dead. Now I’ve done it. I’m almost done now. Just a little left to do now, then it’ll be over. And it was easy. And now it’s done. I walk across the beach and see my boat floating there. Now to clean off the prongs, get rid of all the blood. I wade a little way out into the fjord, stick the fork into the sand bed, pull it up, stick it in again, then put the pitchfork up in the front of the boat, with the prongs hanging out over the bow, then take hold of the front of the boat, push, and the boat glides out into the fjord and the tide must have come in a little because it was so easy to get the boat free from the shore, as if the boat was already floating free. I wade out into the fjord, push the boat a little further, and then lift one foot over the bow, pushing off with the other, and the boat glides out into the fjord, I lift the other foot over the bow too and I’m on board the boat and then I pick up one of the oars, push it down against the bottom of the fjord, the oar hits bottom and I push off with it, lift it up again. The boat glides backwards away from the beach, out into the fjord. I sit down on the bench in the middle of the boat, put the other oar out, turn the boat, and start to row away from land, out into the fjord. I’m looking straight ahead, into the darkness, because now it’s finally got darker and soon it’ll probably start to get lighter and I need to be back home in bed before it gets light. I look straight ahead, into the darkness. And I don’t want to look at his house. I row. I say: Now it’s done. I am rowing out into the fjord with firm strokes of the oars. And now that bastard’s in hell, now I’ve taken care of him, now he’s gone, now that fucker is dead. I’m rowing and I’m saying that now that devil is dead, I’ve taken care of him, stabbed him to death, now that fucking bastard is dead. I row out across the fjord with firm strokes of the oars. I row away from land, out into the fjord, I row on, straight ahead, straight out into the fjord, row on. And I say now that devil is dead, as he should be, it’s what he deserves, that fat bastard, fucking demon, fucking bastard, now that devil’s in hell where he belongs, that fucker. I look straight ahead into the darkness. And I don’t want to look at his house. And I’m rowing. I look straight ahead, into the darkness. And then I look back at his house and I can just see his house and the light is on in his bedroom. I look away, into the darkness. And I row with steady pulls of the oars. I look straight ahead into the darkness, and I can see land and then I look at his house again and the light’s on in his bedroom. And now he’s dead. Now the bastard is dead. I row straight out away from land, out into the fjord. And the light’s on in his bedroom. And now he’s dead. Now the bastard is dead. I row straight out away from land, out into the fjord. And the light’s on in his bedroom. I say: He is one nasty fucker but now he’s dead, now he’s dead! I look straight ahead, into the darkness. But now should I really be heading out into the middle of the fjord? This is probably far enough? I don’t need to row any further. I take in the oar, let the boat glide forward until it stops, until the boat stays floating almost motionless. And I’m lucky with the weather, there are practically no waves, just a few weak ripples, the boat is practically motionless. I get up, take the torch out of my raincoat pocket, turn it on, shine it at the front of the boat, and I see the pitchfork sitting in front with the prongs hanging over the bow. And I start laughing, I’m standing up in the boat shining a torch on the pitchfork with the prongs sticking out over the bow, then I turn around, shine the torch at the sinker and the towing line in the stern and I laugh, turn to face forward again, look at the pitchfork, and laugh. I stop laughing, go to the front of the boat, pick up the pitchfork, go to the back of the boat, sit down on the bench in the back, and put the pitchfork down. It’s still important to place the pitchfork so that the prongs are sticking out over the bow because I can’t leave any traces in the boat no matter what. I put the torch down on the bench, take off my raincoat, then my boots, put the pitchfork into the raincoat, lay the boots on top, then I pick up the sinker, a big heavy stone with a groove near the middle so you can tie a line around it, I put the stone into the raincoat, tie the raincoat up, wind the rope that was attached to the sinker around the bundle I’ve made with the raincoat, tie it well, wind the rope around the bundle on all sides, tie it again, now just a little bit of the end of the rope is still loose. I take the torch and shine it at the bundle, and see the handle of the pitchfork sticking out of the bundle. I stand up in the boat, look in towards land, into the darkness. I look at his house, the light’s on in the bedroom. I bend down and pick up the bundle. I stand up and hold up the bundle, it’s so heavy that I can only just manage to stand and hold it, so I bend over the bow and drop it. There’s a big splash when the bundle hits the water. I pick up the torch, shine it at the bundle, it’s floating just beneath the surface of the water with the handle sticking diagonally up above the surface, but then the bundle starts to sink, it sinks further down into the fjord and the handle goes deeper and deeper down into the fjord and then it disappears under the surface of the water, it makes a ripple on the surface of the water then sinks down into the fjord and then I can’t see it any more. I go forwards in the boat, sit down on the middle bench, turn off the torch. I sit with the torch in my hand, then raise my arm behind my head, gather my strength, and throw the torch out across the fjord. I put out the oars and I start to row in towards land. Now it’s over, now I just have to get home. I row in towards land. Now as long as nobody sees me. Now I just have to get home and then I’ll have to bury the dog. I row with steady pulls of the oars, the boat glides across the fjord. Now it’s over. Anyway I was lucky with the weather. And now I can’t let anyone see me. That went well. I just made a plan and then followed it. I look straight ahead into the darkness. I row on. I turn around on the bench and look back in towards land, I see that I’m getting closer to land and I start to row down along the shore. I say: Now I’ve killed that bastard. I row. I turn around on the bench, see my landing, start to row in towards the landing. I say: I took care of that bastard once and for all. I row carefully in towards the dock, brake with the oars, raise them, put them in the boat, then go to the front of the boat that’s gliding in towards the dock and stand in the front of the boat, ready to absorb the collision with the dock with my hands. The boat glides in towards the dock, I grab the dock. I moor the boat and pull it out of the water. I walk across the landing. And I say that went well didn’t it, now it’s done. I start up the path to the main road, I’m walking in my socks, and I say this is fun, but people can’t walk around in socks like this, and I shake my head. I get up to the main road. Now no one must see me. I look around, up the road, down the road, but no one’s there, no sound of any car. I say: Now that fucker is dead. I cross the main road to my drive. I look at my house. I walk quickly up the drive over to the front porch, stop on the porch for a moment, leaving wet marks from my socks. I open the door and go in. I stand in the hall, turn around, lock the front door. I go into the living room, take off my wet socks, go to the kitchen and throw the socks in the wicker laundry basket. I get new socks from the chest of drawers in the hall. I go back into the kitchen, turn on the tap, first cold, then hot, take soap and wash my hands over the kitchen sink, then wash my face and then take a clean hand towel from one of the kitchen drawers and dry my face and hands. I say: Now it’s done. I say: That was easy. I go turn on the coffee maker, then sit down on a kitchen stool and I say now that bastard is finished, now I’ve got rid of him, finally. I look straight ahead. I say: Finally that bastard is finished. I hear from the coffee maker that the coffee is done. I stand up, get a cup, get the thermos, pour myself a cup of coffee, put the rest of the coffee into the thermos. I take the coffee cup, go into the living room, sit down in the chair diagonally in front of the window. I take a sip of coffee and then I put the cup down on the small round table next to the armchair. I look into the dark window. And it’s OK. No one saw me. And now I’ve killed that fucker. Now I just have to bury the dog, and that’ll go fine. Everything’s going as planned. And that’s good. Now I’ve got rid of that devil. It’s fine. Now I’ve got rid of that devil. And now I just have to bury the dog. That’s all that’s left to do now. I have to go bury the dog, have to get that done while it’s dark. Because I can’t let anyone see me. I have to do it now. Have to bury the dog now, while it’s dark. I get up, go over to the window, look down at the garden. The grave needs to go in the middle of the garden so that I can see it from the window. I have to bury the dog, get up and do it right now. I go out to the hall and I say now I have to bury my dog and then I take my shoes, go out, shut the front door behind me, go down to the basement, and find a shovel. I go into the garden, over to the place where I’ve decided I should bury the dog. I see that it’s starting to get light out. I put the shovel into the earth, push the shovel in with my foot, and thrust. First one shovelful then the next. The soil is soft and not that hard to dig. I won’t just dig a hole in the ground but a rectangle, a proper grave, I will dig a nice grave. I dig. First I dig away all the grass, in a rectangle, then I dig down. I take out shovelful after shovelful. A pile of earth is sitting there, the earth looks totally black in the half-dark. I dig. I have to finish digging before it gets light out, before cars start driving by, before people start to go shopping. I dig. I sweat. I dig, I’m careful not to just dig a pit in the soil but a rectangle, even when I dig further and further down into the soil I make sure it’s a rectangle I’m digging out. I dig and I say good boy, he’s going to have a proper grave. I see that it’s getting lighter and lighter. I have to finish up now, but the hole should be big enough now. I put the shovel down in the pile of earth, wipe sweat from my arms. I look at the grave, it’s a nice little grave. I have to finish before it gets too light out. I hear a car driving along the road, I pick up the shovel, take it into the basement, put it down. I go up into the house again, shut the front door behind me, lock the door, check to make sure the front door’s locked, and then go into the kitchen. I turn on water, hot water, cold water. I wash my hands and face over the kitchen sink, dry them. I see the thermos on the kitchen counter and I take it with me, go to the living room, the coffee cup is sitting on the round table and I pour myself a little coffee then sit down in the armchair. I look at the window, it’s lighter and lighter out, now I can see mountains on the other side of the fjord. I drink a little coffee. I get up, go over to the window, look down at the pile of soil that I’ve dug up. I stand and look at the pile of soil and I say that I sure fucking killed that bastard, it wasn’t hard either, I sure fucking killed him, it was easy, I just had to follow the plan and then I realize I’m tired. I go over to the sofa, take the blanket from the foot of the sofa and then lie down, spread the blanket out over me. I stare straight ahead. I am empty and tired. I stare straight ahead. I’m tired. I say that now I’ve killed that bastard and it went fine and I look out into the half-dark room and I feel how tired I am. I shut my eyes. Now I don’t have to think, now I can just sleep. Not think. Just sleep. And I’m so tired that I fall asleep at once. And I sleep, slowly. I sleep. And a knock at the door wakes me up. I sit up on the sofa, look around. I see that it’s grey in the room. I hear a knock at the door. I get up. It must be morning and there’s someone knocking outside. I stand up. I go out into the hall. Again I hear a knock. I go over to the front door, push down the handle, pull the door. It’s locked. I pull up the handle and turn the key. I open the front door. I see my neighbour standing heavily, leaning on the door-frame, breathing hard. I look at my neighbour and I hear him try to say something but he’s breathing so heavily that he can’t get a word out. I look at my neighbour, he’s red in the face and his big belly is moving up and down as he breathes. Again the neighbour tries to say something but the words get lost in his breathing.

         What is it? I ask.

         And I look at my neighbour but he just shakes his head and waves his hand around. I see that his eyes are bulging from his head.

         Come on in.

         I step back from the doorway, into the hall. The neighbour comes into the hall, but he doesn’t shut the door and I go shut the front door behind him. I see the neighbour standing breathing hard in the hall and I hear him trying to say something but he’s breathing so heavily he can only say It’s before the breathing is too much. I go down the hall, open the door to the living room, go sit down in the armchair. I see the neighbour come into the room, he shuts the door behind him and then he goes over to the table, pulls out a chair, sits down. I have to say something.

         Nice of you to stop by.

         I look at my neighbour, he nods at me, my neighbour is sitting there on the chair breathing, then I hear him say Awful before the word disappears into his breathing.

         What is? I say.

         The neighbour shakes his head.

         Awful, he says.

         What is? I say.

         Have to wait a bit, the neighbour says.

         You need to go back home right away?

         The neighbour nods.

         Can I offer you some coffee?

         I look at my neighbour and he nods, so I get up, go out to the kitchen, get a cup, go back into the living room, and put the cup down in front of my neighbour. I see the thermos sitting on the round table, but that coffee is probably lukewarm, probably not so good any more, I should go make some new coffee. I take the thermos and go back to the kitchen. I pour out the old coffee. I put the new coffee on. I sit down on a kitchen stool, I don’t want to go back to the living room until the coffee’s ready. And why did my neighbour come over just now? He’s never dropped by so early in the day. Why is my neighbour here? He says it’s bad. What’s he talking about? What does he want? I get up and stand in front of the window and look out. It’s looking like it’ll be a nice summer day, not too much sun, no rain. It’s morning now. And I have to bury the dog today. Now I can’t wait any longer. And it’s a nice summer day, not too much sun, no rain, a nice day. Today I won’t do much. Then tonight I’ll have a good night’s sleep. A good night’s sleep, I’m exhausted. I hear from the coffeemaker that the coffee’s ready and I pour the coffee into the thermos, go into the living room, see the neighbour standing in front of the window and looking down at the garden, I go pour some coffee into the cup on the living room table in front of the chair he’s pulled out and then I hear my neighbour say you’re digging and I can’t really answer that. I look at the neighbour, go over to the armchair, pour some coffee into my cup, put the thermos down on the table, sit down, and then I see the neighbour turn around and walk across the room, taking small steps. The neighbour sits back down on the chair and I hear him say yes you’re digging.

         Yes, I say.

         It looks like a grave, the neighbour says.

         You’re right, it does.

         What is it?

         Nothing special.

         No.

         Did I wake you up when I came over?

         No.

         Looked like it.

         I slept here in the living room last night, on the sofa, I say.

         Why’s that?

         No particular reason.

         Do you usually do that?

         No.

         Have you ever done it before?

         The neighbour is asking me if I have ever slept in the living room before and I can’t really answer that, maybe I haven’t but that’s none of his business, I should just say something.

         Everything all right with you? I say.

         Yeah.

         Nice summer we’re having, I say.

         I have to say something, yes, I can’t let the neighbour just sit there and ask me question after question, can I. I see my neighbour sitting staring straight ahead. The neighbour looks up at me.

         Yes, well, the neighbour says.

         I hear that my neighbour’s breathing normally again.

         Something’s happened, the neighbour says.

         I look at him.

         Something’s happened?

         Yeah.

         I see the neighbour sitting staring straight ahead.

         I got a phone call, the neighbour says.

         Uh huh.

         Since you don’t have a phone I thought I’d come up and tell you.

         Uh huh.

         Something crazy’s happened.

         Uh huh.

         Somebody killed the guy who lives by the bend.

         I hear the neighbour say that the guy who lives by the bend has been killed and it shocks me, because it’s something I wanted, I wanted someone to do away with him, I wanted him to die, to disappear, but now that it’s happened I almost can’t understand how it’s possible. I look at the neighbour, he looks at me. I smile and shake my head.

         Good, I say.

         You can’t say that, the neighbour says.

         But he was a total bastard.

         Now he’s dead.

         Yes. 

         You shouldn’t speak ill of the dead.

         No.

         I see my neighbour sitting staring straight ahead. My neighbour’s told me that the guy who lives by the bend has been killed. And that’s just what should have happened to him. He didn’t deserve any better. That’s as it should be. It’s just what he deserved. But I should probably ask the neighbour how it happened, yes, I have to.

         So, he’s dead, I say.

         Yes, the neighbour says.

         How?

         It must have been last night, stabbed to death, it was an awl or something, straight through the heart.

         Huh.

         His wife wasn’t home so it was his kid who found him, a daughter. The girl told the old woman in the house on the cape and she called for the doctor and the sheriff. But by then he was long dead.

         So. Someone killed him then?

         It sure looks like it.

         Who could have done it?

         They’re saying he might have been killed with a pitchfork.

         A pitchfork?

         Yeah.

         Yes, that would do it, I say.

         And I look at my neighbour. I hear my neighbour sigh, then he looks at me and I see the neighbour shake his head before he picks up his coffee cup and takes a sip. I pick up my coffee cup too, sip a little coffee, and I hear the neighbour mutter that that’s it for that bastard and then I see him shake his head. I look down and I also say yes, that’s it for that bastard. I sigh.

         Where’s your dog?

         I hear my neighbour ask me where my dog is. Why should he ask me about my dog? Why’s he asking about my dog? It’s not his dog, is it, my dog’s none of his business. I don’t have to answer, I can just not say anything. Why the fuck is he asking about the dog.

         Well, I say.

         He’s always usually so frisky when I come over, the neighbour says.

         That’s what he’s like, yes.

         It can be a bit much sometimes, but not too bad, it feels like something’s missing when he’s not here.

         Yeah.

         I look out the window, towards the fjord, there are some small waves in the fjord today. And the sky’s getting darker. Maybe rain is coming.

         Looks like it might rain, I say.

         Yes.

         Sky’s getting darker.

         I should probably get home.

         I look at my neighbour, he gets up, he stands with his big belly out in the air, then the neighbour looks down and he says that that’s it for that bastard and then he goes over to the living room door. My neighbour looks at me. I look down and my neighbour looks at me for a long time.

         Yes, well, thanks for the coffee and the chat, he says.

         See you soon, I say.

         Bye.

         I hear my neighbour say goodbye and then he opens the living room door and goes out into the hall, shuts the door. I hear him go down the hall and hear him open and shut the front door. I get up from the armchair, stand in front of the window and see the pile of earth lying in the garden, and then I say that fucker, that was just what that fucker deserved, just what he deserved, and then I look at the drive and I see my neighbour stop, he is standing bent over, resting his arms on his thighs, and the neighbour shakes his head and I see from his mouth that he’s saying something to himself. The neighbour straightens up, then he looks over at the pile of earth, shakes his head. The neighbour starts down the drive again and I sit back down in the chair. That was what he deserved, it’s what had to happen, I say. And what should I do now, I can’t dig more when it’s light out, maybe I should take a walk up the road too, to see what’s going on, because the neighbour did say that the guy by the bend in the road was killed last night, so I should probably go take a walk up the road and look, see how things are. I get up, go out into the hall, put my jacket on, put my shoes on. I go out, shut the front door, but don’t lock it. I go down the drive, see my neighbour standing on the side of the road, he’s standing and looking straight ahead. I go over to my neighbour, stop next to him, my neighbour looks at me.

         You’re off to take a walk, he says.

         I nod.

         Up the road? he asks.

         Yeah.

         See if you see anything? the neighbour asks.

         Just taking a walk, I say.

         You don’t have your dog with you.

         No.

         Don’t often see you without your dog.

         Are you going home? I ask.

         Thought I would.

         Um-hm.

         But if you walk slowly, I can go with you, the neighbour says.

         I nod. We start walking up the road, walking next to each other, not saying anything, walking slowly. I should stop by and see how things look. Because the guy at the bend’s been killed and he deserved it. I’ll go take a look around. Because the guy at the bend’s been killed. And he deserved it. Fucking bastard he was. So he’s dead now. My neighbour and I are walking up the road together, not saying anything, walking slowly. And now the guy at the bend’s been killed. I wouldn’t have minded killing him myself, wouldn’t have bothered me, but now he’s dead. The neighbour and I are walking together. We go around the bend and I can see into the house by the bend. I can see into the house where the dead man lived. One window is open. His car is parked in the yard. And there are cars parked on the main road just below his house. An old lady, the woman who lives on the cape, is standing out near the cars by herself. My neighbour and I walk over to her. She sees us and comes walking towards us.

         Isn’t it terrible, she says.

         Yes, the neighbour says.

         They’re saying someone might have stabbed him with a pitchfork, she says.

         Really? I say.

         The old lady looks at me and nods.

         Who do they think did it? I say.

         They don’t know, she says.

         No suspects? I say.

         Well, people are talking, she says.

         The old lady looks at me and I look at her.

         Um-hm, I say.

         It’s crazy, my neighbour says.

         A thing like that happening here, who would’ve thought, the old lady says.

         It’s probably the first time there’s ever been a murder around here, she says.

         I’m sure it is, my neighbour says.

         You can never feel safe, she says.

         I look at my neighbour and he shakes his head.

         I won’t be able to sleep at night after this, the old lady says.

         Oh, no, well, my neighbour says.

         No I don’t think so, she says.

         He wasn’t much liked, you know, my neighbour says.

         No, the old lady says.

         Not at all, I say.

         I notice the old lady looking at me. I look down.

         That’s what they say, she says.

         I look at my neighbour and he starts to walk over to the parked cars. I follow him, walking next to the old lady.

         For a thing like that to happen here, she says.

         It’s terrible, I say.

         Could just as well have been me, she says.

         I don’t answer, I walk over to my neighbour, see him stop and look up at the house. I look up at the house and the window of the bedroom where the fucker lay asleep is open and a curtain is fluttering in the wind. I see my neighbour squint up at the house, then he looks at a car.

         That’s the sheriff’s car, he says.

         They say he’s going to order an autopsy, the old lady says.

         I see, the neighbour says.

         And the kids and his wife, the old lady says.

         It must have been one of the kids who found him, I say.

         The wife’s away, the old lady says.

         Right, I say.

         The doctor must’ve taken the kids with him, she says.

         I look up at the house, the basement door is open too. I look at my neighbour, he is standing by the side of the road, where the drive meets the main road. I go over to my neighbour and stand next to him. I hear a car driving up, I turn around and see that it’s the ambulance, it stops, starts to back up the drive, stops in the yard, and two men get out of the ambulance, open the back, pull out a stretcher, carry it over to the open basement door together, disappear into the house. Maybe he’s not dead then, the fucker. I didn’t stab him hard enough. Should’ve stabbed him again. Should’ve stabbed him more.

         Now they’re transporting him, my neighbour says.

         Transporting him?

         Probably for the autopsy, my neighbour says.

         I look at the old lady.

         This is terrible, she says.

         Yes, I say.

         And in such a small town, she says.

         I look at my neighbour.

         We should probably be getting home, I say.

         My neighbour nods. I walk a little further. I stop. And it is terrible. Because, yes, he was a bastard, but he didn’t deserve to get killed. Who could have done such a thing? What can it mean? And now I have to go home to my dog, because my dog can’t wait any more now, he hasn’t had any fresh air yet today. The dog can’t be alone any more now. But my neighbour might come with me. I turn around and look at my neighbour.

         Here they come, my neighbour says.

         I go back, stand next to my neighbour and look up at the house. The two men come out carrying a stretcher between them and he’s lying on the stretcher but his face is covered, a sheet or something is lying over the face. I see them bring the stretcher and put it in the ambulance, one of the men shuts the door and then they go sit in the front of the ambulance, start the engine, start driving down the drive, turn, head towards where we are. I stand looking at the ambulance, it comes closer, comes up next to me, keeps driving. I look at the ambulance, then I look at my neighbour.

         We should probably go, my neighbour says.

         We start walking, me first, my neighbour a little behind me. He is sure fucking dead. He’s dead. The fucker’s dead. He’s dead. That fucker sure is dead. He’s been stabbed straight through the heart, he’s dead. He’s dead. He is stone cold dead. I say now he’s dead, the bastard, he’s been stabbed through the heart and he’s dead, stone cold dead. I stop, turn around, wait for my neighbour. I see my neighbour walking with short steps. My neighbour is breathing hard.

         I think I need to sit down for a minute, my neighbour says.

         You should do that, I say.

         And I see my neighbour huffing and puffing heavily.

         You go on ahead, he says.

         All right, I say.

         I’ll just sit on the kerb for a bit, my neighbour says.

         I nod to the neighbour and then start to walk faster. Now I have to get home. I have to finish digging. It’s starting to get urgent now. I need to hurry. I go down the road, walking fast. And it really is terrible that that guy from the bend in the road’s been killed. Sure he was a bastard, but still. And my dog. The dog definitely needs some fresh air now. I need to hurry. The dog’s all alone, he hasn’t been out today. I’m walking fast. Now I need to get home to the dog. And I see my drive. I keep walking and start up my drive. I stop and look at the pile of earth in the garden. Now I have to bury the dog soon. I can’t wait any more. I have to bury the dog now. I go out into the garden, go over to the grave, and stand and look down into the grave. That should be deep enough. But I probably do need to wait. I need to wait longer. But the grave is deep enough. But I probably do need to wait until it gets dark before I bury the dog, I probably can’t bury my dog until it’s dark out. Because someone might see me. I look around in the garden, some red roses are back on one of the bushes and I go over to the bush, start breaking off roses, I pick a lot of roses then go over and lay rose after rose in the grave, the bottom of the grave is almost covered with roses. I stand up and look down at the grave. It’s a nice grave, I say. I couldn’t have made a better grave, I say. But now I should go inside. Make some coffee. I have to do it. There’s nothing else to do. I leave the garden, go up into the house, hang my jacket up, go into the living room. I sit down in the chair, look out the window. I sit and look out the window. Now he’s dead, dead, dead. He deserved it and he got it. Now he’s dead. He’s dead. I sit and look out the window and I see my neighbour come walking up, he’s walking slowly, he stops at the side of the road breathing hard. The neighbour starts walking again. I stand up, pick up the thermos, pour myself a little coffee. I stand in front of the window looking down at the grave. It’s a nice grave, a really nice grave, I’ve never seen such a nice grave before, never, I say. And now I need to bury the dog soon because it doesn’t matter that much if it’s dark, it’s OK if it’s light out too, I guess, it doesn’t really make much difference, but I really do have to get it done now. I stand looking down at the grave. And my dog can’t just stay lying up in my bed, there’s no way. I haven’t looked in on my dog for a long time. Can’t keep a dead dog in my bed, now can I. I sit back down in the chair. That’s the only thing left to do. Everything else is done. Just get the dog buried, then everything’ll be all done. I’m sitting in the chair, then I get up, go out into the hall, go upstairs. I stop outside the bedroom door and I decide to shut my eyes when I walk into the bedroom, it’s too horrible, seeing my dog, because my dog is lying there, gone, it’s too much, it’s totally fucking horrible. I shut my eyes then open the bedroom door and walk into the bedroom. And what a wimp I’m being, I’m going into the bedroom to pick up the dog and I can’t even open my eyes. I need to be able to see my dog. I open my eyes. I see my dog lying in my bed and it looks like he’s sleeping. I stand looking at my dog, he’s lying on his side with his head on my pillow. I go over to the bed, stop, look at the dog. A damn fine dog, I say. But now he’s dead, I say. You were a great dog, I say. How could anyone want to kill you, I say. And I sit down on the edge of the bed and try not to look at his shattered head. But now my dog is dead, I say and then I put my hand on the dog’s fur, rub my hand in the fur. I say: Now you’re going to have a nice rest. I say: You are a damn fine dog and you were a good friend for many years, and now you’ll have a nice rest. I take my hand off him, now I need to take the dog and bury the dog, there’s no point in waiting until tonight, it’s better to do it now, because the dog can’t stay lying here like this, a dead dog, head blown apart, the dog can’t stay lying in my bed like this, no, he can’t, it, I mean. I say: It’s time for you to go away now. I look at the dog and then say you were such a good friend and I’ve done the right thing. I put my hand back in his fur, rub around in the fur, and I say now you need to go away and you’ll wait for me, you’ll be there when I get there, you’ll be excited and wag your tail like crazy. I say: It’ll be my turn soon. I lean over the bed, pull the dog against my chest, pick the dog up and then I’m standing with the dog in my arms and rocking him back and forth like a baby and I say you have to go away now, far away, but it’s somewhere where it isn’t cold, it isn’t freezing, you need to go away now and I have to go now, I can’t stay standing like this, I have to just go, now, you’ll wait for me, I’ll be coming soon, you’ll be excited and wag your tail when I get there, because I’m coming too, soon now, it won’t be long, I say and then I stop, put the dog back down on the bed, go over to the wardrobe and take out a wool blanket, spread it out, put it on the bed folded double, then I lift the dog up over the wool blanket, then I rub the dog’s fur again and I say all right then, that’s nice, that’ll be nice for you, and I say all right you can do this too. I stand up, fold up the blanket, wrap the dog up well in the wool blanket. I can’t see my dog any more. I pick up the bundle, hold the bundle in my arms. I walk over to the open bedroom door, go out into the hall, to the stairs. Have to just do it. Not wait till it’s dark. Doesn’t matter what happens, I need to bury my dog. I go downstairs, slowly, step by step. I’m in the downstairs hall. I open the front door with one hand, pressing the dog against my chest with the other, and go out. I cross the porch and go down into the garden. I look at the pile of dirt. I hear a car, look up, a car drives by down the main road. I go into the garden. I go over to the grave, bend down, carefully lay the dog in the grave on top of the red roses. I straighten up, look down into the grave, and I can’t see the dog, just the blanket. I turn away. I stand with my back to the grave and I notice a raindrop. I say: Looks like it’s starting to rain. I look at the sky and see that the sky has grown dark and I see that the fjord has got dark and restless. Get the dirt back into the grave, then, before the rain comes. Time to do that. Can’t wait any longer, now, can I? Time to do it. I go down into the basement, get the shovel. I go over to the pile of dirt, put the shovel into the dirt, look down into the grave, at the wool blanket, and I say it’s got to be done, this is what you do, and then I lift the shovel, drop the earth onto the blanket and I say you deserved better than this and I put the shovel into the pile again, lift the shovel, drop earth down into the grave. I take another shovelful. I say: I know that we’ll see each other again, I know it. I feel more raindrops, more and more raindrops come down, and I take another shovelful, and another. I stand and shovel and now it’s really raining. I need to finish the shovelling soon then. I can’t stand here shovelling when it’s raining like this. I shovel and shovel. I look down into the grave and all I see is dirt. It’s raining on the dirt. I shovel in more. I see that there’s less and less dirt in the pile. And it is just a small grave, it’s not so big that it needs that much shovelling. I shovel in more. I see that there’s a small mound of earth on the grave now. I’ve shovelled it all back in. Well that was fast, I say. I’m sure no one saw me either, I say. And then I try to scoop up the earth that’s lying on the grass, I take some and sprinkle it on top of the pile of earth on the grave. I straighten up, lean on the shovel, look at the grave. I say: That’s that. I raise my hand to my hair, push my hair out of my face, and feel that my hair has got wet. I say: Nothing else, that’s it. I look down at the main road and the neighbour’s there. My neighbour is standing by the side of the road looking at me. I hadn’t noticed that my neighbour had come, but now here he is standing by the side of the road again. I never see him this often usually, weeks can go by between each time, but now the neighbour is down by the side of the road again and looking up at me. I nod at my neighbour, he nods at me. Now it’s really raining and the neighbour is standing in the rain, dressed in an ordinary jacket. And we can’t just stay standing outside in weather like this. There’s no way. We can’t stay out in weather like this, I have to just put down the shovel and go back into the house. I go down into the basement, it’s good to get indoors, I put the shovel down and I softly say to myself it’s over, nothing more to do, that’s it, and I leave the basement and the rain hits my face. I stand in the rain outside the basement door and I look down at the main road, the neighbour’s walking up the drive, walking slowly, with small steps, hunched over. My neighbour’s coming over again. Now why is he doing that? He was just here, we walked up the road together, we’ve already talked today. What does my neighbour want? I should probably wait for my neighbour, I can’t just go inside now. I see my neighbour walk slowly up the drive. I see my neighbour breathing hard, struggling up the path, but he’s getting closer. I’ll need to say something to him in a second, I can’t just stand here. I look at my neighbour.

         Dropping by again? I say.

         And I hear my neighbour breathe heavily and I see him nod.

         Not a typical day today, I say.

         The neighbour stops next to me and stands there gasping for breath.

         And now it’s raining too, I say.

         The neighbour nods, he stands there taking deep breaths.

         Well let’s get inside, I say.

         The neighbour nods, but doesn’t move. I see my neighbour staring at the grave. My neighbour’s an old man, soon he’ll die too, probably before too long the way he’s breathing so heavily. I look at my neighbour.

         Been digging, my neighbour says.

         No one was supposed to know that I was digging, but my neighbour saw me and now I have to answer him. Why is he asking? But I do have to say something, now that he’s asked, because clearly I’ve been digging. I had to dig, didn’t I.

         Um-hm, I say.

         Looks like a grave, my neighbour says.

         I hear my neighbour saying it looks like a grave, and it is a grave, but I can’t say that can I, I can’t say it’s a grave because the neighbour might misunderstand that, and then he might think things, and so I can’t say that, can’t say it’s a grave. I hear my neighbour breathing hard but not as hard as before, he’s got his breath back a little.

         Should we go inside, I say.

         I see the neighbour nod.

         It sure is raining, I say.

         The neighbour nods. I go open the front door, leave it open, walk into the hall. I see the neighbour come in the front door. He turns around and shuts the door. I go into the living room leaving the door open behind me. I go over to the window, stand there, and look at the grave. Now it’s done, that’s it then. It would’ve been better if no one had seen me, but it doesn’t matter that much that my neighbour saw me, I’m sure no one else did, just my neighbour. I look at the grave, a rectangle in the middle of the garden with a small pile of earth on top. I see the rain hitting the earth. I hear the neighbour come walking into the living room, he shuts the door behind him. I stand there watching the rain hit the earth.

         Looking at the weather? my neighbour says.

         I hear my neighbour come walking heavily across the room and stop next to me.

         Yes, I say.

         It’s changing fast, the neighbour says.

         I nod.

         Yesterday the fjord was smooth as glass, wasn’t bad this morning either, but now it’s really coming down, the neighbour says.

         Yes, it’s changing fast.

         I hear my neighbour taking long slow breaths in and long slow breaths out.

         It’s so strange your dog not being here, the neighbour says.

         I look at my neighbour and look down. My neighbour’s asked about my dog, he has no business asking about my dog. My neighbour can’t stand there asking about my dog. My dog is just my dog, the neighbour shouldn’t ask about my dog. My dog is none of my neighbour’s business. He can’t ask me about my dog.

         Don’t think I’ve ever seen you without a dog, the neighbour says.

         Um-hm, I say.

         There’s always a dog around in your house.

         The neighbour keeps talking about my dog, but my dog is none of my neighbour’s business. He needs to stop talking about my dog like that. My neighbour needs to stop.

         Would you like some coffee? I say.

         I see my neighbour nod.

         Your cup’s still there on the table, I say.

         The neighbour turns around and I see him look at the coffee cup on the living room table. The chair where my neighbour was sitting earlier is still pulled out from the table. The neighbour walks across the room with short heavy steps, sits down. I hear him sigh. I see the thermos sitting on the little round table and I pick it up, I pour some coffee for my neighbour. I hear the neighbour say that’s good thanks when I’ve filled half his cup. I go over to my cup and I hear my neighbour say yes, well, and I pour myself some coffee. And what the hell is my neighbour driving at, asking and asking about my dog? What does he want? Can’t he leave me alone? What is it my neighbour wants? You should leave people alone. The neighbour can’t keep pushing like that. I put my thermos down, taste the coffee, and feel that the coffee is lukewarm and I say a bastard, that’s what he was, got what he deserved, and I put my cup down and I say a fucker, you know, a fucker, you know.

         Yes, well, the neighbour says.

         Just talking to myself, I say.

         You do that too, mm-hmm, the neighbour says. It’s very strange that the dog’s not here.

         I look at the window, rain is running down the window.

         Um-hm, I say.

         You always have a dog running in circles around you, the neighbour says.

         I get up, go over to the window, stop, look out. My neighbour keeps talking and talking about my dog, why’s he doing that, what does he want? Why does my neighbour keep talking about my dog? My neighbour comes over twice in the same day and sits here talking about my dog. What does he want? Why does he keep talking about my dog? Have to say something.

         Nasty weather out there, I say.

         I turn around and see my neighbour sitting and looking down at his hands. My neighbour has folded his hands in his lap.

         Where’s the dog, he’s not here, the neighbour says.

         He’s out, I say.

         Um-hm.

         He does that sometimes.

         Aren’t you worried about him?

         The neighbour is asking aren’t I worried about my dog. Have to say something. I can say that I am worried about my dog, I have to say that. I can’t stand here and not say anything.

         No, I say. Dogs go outside all the time.

         Is it a male dog, your dog? the neighbour says.

         I nod.

         But females go outside too, I say.

         I see you’ve been digging, the neighbour says.

         I turn back to the window, watch the rain beating hard on the soil.

         I saw you were digging, my neighbour says.

         Why does my neighbour have to say that? Why does he have to say twice that I’ve been digging? What does my neighbour want? Why has he come to see me twice and talked and talked about my dog and about my digging?

         It’s coming down hard now, I say.

         Yes, this is quite a day, my neighbour says.

         I stand in front of the window, look at my boat at the dock tugging at the line, bobbing up and down. I see the rain beating hard against the earth.

         It’s changing quickly, I say.

         Yesterday was such a nice day, my neighbour says.

         Why is my neighbour sitting here? Why did my neighbour come to see me twice on the same day? What does my neighbour want?

         Shouldn’t you go look for your dog? my neighbour says.

         He’ll be right back, I say.

         Yes, you’ll be reunited soon, the neighbour says.

         I turn around and look at my neighbour.

         More coffee? I ask.

         My neighbour shakes his head.

         I should probably be getting home, my neighbour says. We’ll probably get a visit from the police pretty soon.

         I look at my neighbour. He’s just said that we’ll be getting a visit from the police soon. Are the police coming, are they going to go from door to door asking questions? Probably. The police are coming. Maybe that’s why my neighbour wants to sit here, because the police are about to come? And then the police will see the grave, they’re going to see that there’s a grave in the garden. I have to cover the grave, put a bag or something over the grave, anyway I have to cover the grave because the police mustn’t see the grave. I have to cover the grave right away.

         You think the police are coming by, I say.

         Oh I’m sure they are, the neighbour says.

         I see my neighbour stand up, then I look down and go sit down in the armchair, looking straight ahead.

         Better be getting home then, my neighbour says.

         I hear my neighbour walk across the room, open the living room door, go out into the hall.

         Talk to you soon, the neighbour says.

         Yes, sure, I say.

         And I hear my neighbour shut the living room door and walk down the hall, open the front door, close the front door. I get up, go into the kitchen, take out the bread board, cut myself a slice of bread. I haven’t eaten in a long time and I’m hungry. I go over to the fridge, take out some butter and cheese. I butter the slice of bread, add cheese. I stand in the kitchen and eat. I look out the window, rain is running down the window. Now I have to do something, I do. But what should I do? I’ve done it. There’s nothing more to do. I can’t do anything more now. I look out the window, rain is running down the window. I get a glass, go to the fridge, and pour myself a glass of milk. I drink the milk down in two gulps, put the glass on the kitchen counter. I go into the living room, get the cups, carry them into the kitchen, put them down on the kitchen counter. Because I can at least wash up. There’s not much to wash up, but I might as well wash up anyway. And then I have to go hide the grave. Because the grave can’t just be lying out there in the open when the police come over. I have to get the grave covered. I have to do that first, I can take care of the dishes later. But I don’t really need to hide the grave. No one who comes is going to notice it anyway, probably, it’s just a small patch of dirt in all that grass. I don’t need to hide the grave. There’s really no reason to cover the grave, is there? I don’t need to do that. But I can take the dishes into the kitchen, because I have to do something. Now I have to do something. It’s early in the day and I have to do something. And where’s my dog? What have I done with my dog? Because my dog has to be somewhere or another. Where’s my dog? I have to find my dog! I’ve always had a dog. I have to find my dog again. I stand at the window and can’t see the dog anywhere. I grip the kitchen counter, lean towards the window, look out, rain is running down the window, and I can’t see my dog anywhere. Where has that dog got to? My dog can’t just disappear? I have to find my dog. I look out the window, rain is running down the window. Where’s my dog? I look out and see someone walk past the window. I just saw someone walk by, out on the porch. Was that someone walking by? Someone just walked by, on the porch. I saw someone walk by, a raincoat. I saw someone walk past the window. Someone walked past the window. And there can’t be anyone there. Why would anyone be there? Then there’s a knock on the door. A knock. I have to open the door, don’t I, have to let the person knocking on the door come in. Because someone walked past the window, a raincoat. Someone’s coming. And there was a knock on the door. I’m still standing in front of the window. And someone knocked on the door. Again a knock at the door. I just stand there and look out, rain is running down the window. Someone walked past the window. I see someone go back out into the yard and stop. She stands there and looks in the window, at me. It’s the woman who told me about my dog, that my dog had been shot. She’s standing in the yard and looking in the window, at me. What’s she doing in the yard? She looks me in the eye and then she looks down. She wants to talk to me and I have to go outside. It’s the woman who told me he’d shot my dog, it’s her standing out in the yard, in the rain, and I have to go let her in, obviously, of course that’s what I have to do. Why did she come over? I go out into the hall, open the front door. I see her standing in the yard, a raincoat, in the middle of the yard. I stand in the door and look at her.

         Don’t you want to let anyone into the house, she says.

         I look at her.

         It’s you, I say.

         Were you expecting someone else? she says.

         Come in, I say. It’s really raining, you can at least come into the hall.

         So you do invite people in then, she says.

         Yes.

         But you didn’t come to the door when I knocked? You just stood in the window staring at me.

         Yes, well, won’t you come in?

         She nods. I step into a pair of shoes, go out onto the front porch and the rain hits my hair and my face. It’s really raining. I look up at the sky and it rains right onto my face. I raise my hands, wipe off my face, wipe away the rain. She walks past me into the hall. I go inside, shut the front door, kick my shoes off. I see her standing in the hall looking down.

         Come into the living room, I say.

         I don’t know, she says.

         I start walking down the hall, I open the living room door, go in, and sit down in the armchair. I look at the window, rain is running down the window. I hear her come into the room, she shuts the door behind her. She comes walking across the room, goes and sits down on the chair that is still pulled out from the living room table. What does she want? Why did she come over? I look down. Maybe she’s found my dog? What does she want?

         You’ve probably heard, she says.

         I look at her.

         Heard about the killing, she says.

         I just look at her.

         You’ve heard that the man by the bend in the road has been killed, the one who killed your dog.

         I look at her.

         Haven’t you? she says.

         I look down. She said the man by the bend in the road has been killed, the one who killed my dog. Why is she asking me about that? And why was he killed?

         Yes, someone killed him, I say.

         Last night, she says. His wife wasn’t home, so it was one of the children who found him.

         I look down.

         It’s horrible, she says.

         I hear her say that it’s horrible the man at the bend was killed. And why is she telling me that? What does she want? Why is she saying that? There’s no reason she should be telling me that. It’s got nothing to do with me. She doesn’t need to tell me that.

         You don’t need to say that, I say.

         What are you saying?

         I hear her ask me what I’m saying.

         It’s horrible, she says.

         Yes.

         And then for his daughter to find him, she says. He must have looked awful. Stabbed through the heart with something. Lots of blood.

         It was the guy who killed my dog, I say.

         One of the last things he did, she says.

         Um-hm.

         You didn’t know? she says.

         I look at her, she looks at me. I shake my head.

         But I heard you went by there earlier today, she says.

         I nod.

         So you did know, she says.

         Who said I’d been there? I say.

         My neighbour.

         I look down.

         It wasn’t you who killed him, was it?

         I look down. She is asking me if it was me who killed him and I didn’t kill anyone. Why would she ask me if I killed him? What does she mean by that? She must mean something by asking that?

         It wasn’t you? she says.

         Again she’s asking me if I killed him. She needs to stop asking me that. Why is she asking me that? What does she want? It wouldn’t have been me who killed him.

         The police are going to go from door to door, she says. They’ll come to your house too.

         So, somebody killed the guy by the bend, huh, I say.

         It wasn’t you, was it?

         She keeps saying over and over that I killed the man by the bend in the road. He was stabbed through the heart, blood everywhere, it happened last night and his daughter found him.

         No, I say.

         Is that true? she says.

         I nod.

         I didn’t kill him, I say.

         It was you, she says.

         I stand up, go over to the window, see the rain running down the window. I stand in front of the window, the rain is beating against the dirt. Rain and more rain against the dirt. And my boat is floating and tugging at the line, bobbing up and down. The mountains on the other side of the fjord are grey through the rain. Rain and more rain against the dirt. I hear her get up, she comes and stands next to me. The water on the fjord is rough.

         Is that your dog you’ve buried in the garden, she says.

         I hear her ask me if that’s my dog I’ve buried.

         Rain and more rain against the dirt. And where is my dog? He has to come back home to me soon now. Where’s my dog?

         I shouldn’t have told you he shot your dog, she says.

         Rain runs down the window. Rain and more rain against the dirt.

         It was you, she says.

         I look at her, shake my head.

         I can tell, she says.

         I go and sit down in the armchair. I look at her, she’s still standing looking out the window.

         It wasn’t me, I say.

         But you knew he’d been killed? she says.

         Yes.

         So why did you tell me you didn’t know?

         I didn’t know, in a way.

         She looks at me.

         Didn’t know in a way? she says. Either you knew or you didn’t know.

         Yes well.

         It was you?

         She comes over to me and stands and looks down at me.

         You did it, she says.

         I look down, straight in front of me.

         Just tell me, I won’t tell anyone.

         I nod.

         It was you?

         Yes.

         I hear her walk across the room, open the living room door, go out, close the door. I get up, stand in front of the window, rain is running down the window. I see her go down the drive. She’s walking fast. She doesn’t look up at me. I see her bike standing down by the side of the main road, she takes her bike and starts walking the bike up the road. She walks the bike up the road. I watch her, she’s walking the bike up the road, she doesn’t look up at me, just walks in towards town. And she just wouldn’t let up so I had to say yes, that I killed him. But I didn’t kill him. I had to say yes, she just wouldn’t let up. What else could I do? She kept asking me, over and over. There was nothing else I could do. But I didn’t kill anyone and where is my dog? My dog needs to come home soon. And I need to clean up the house. I need to wash my sheets, they’re covered with blood and I can’t lie down and go to sleep in bloody sheets. There’s no way. I need to change the sheets and then I have to do the laundry. I have to get rid of the dog’s water bowl, get rid of the food bowl. I have to put his leash away too. And I have to clean up. I get up, go push in the chair next to the living room table. I take the coffee cup from the table, bring it into the kitchen. I take the thermos and the coffee cup that are on the round table and carry them into the kitchen. I go into the living room, look around, the blanket is messy on the sofa so I go over to the sofa, fold the blanket up, put it down at the foot of the sofa. I look around the room, it’s clean. I go out into the hall, go upstairs. I go into my bedroom. And now the dog isn’t there, now the dog is gone. There’s no dog in the bedroom, just my bed, no dog in the bedroom. And now my dog has to come back home. He can’t stay out so long. The dog can’t just run away like that. I look at the pillow, there’s some blood and a few clumps of hair on the pillow. I pick up the pillow, take the pillowcase off, carefully, so that the clumps of hair fall onto the bed. I pull off the sheet. I wrap the pillowcase in the sheet, put the bedclothes against the wall behind the door. I go back to the bed, take the duvet, unbutton the duvet cover and I take the duvet cover off, put it next to the wall with the other bedclothes, behind the door. I go back into the room, stand and look at the bed, go back over to the bed, put the pillow in place, lay the duvet over the bed. I go to the bedroom door, stop in the doorway, look back into the bedroom, and it looks clean. I go out, shut the bedroom door, go downstairs. Now the dog needs to come back soon. And what’s going on? Now the dog needs to come back home. Where’s that dog? I feel tired. And now I have to go look for the dog. I step into a pair of shoes, go out onto the porch. I look around for the dog, but I can’t see the dog anywhere. Maybe my dog’s disappeared. And that fucker needed to die, I should’ve killed him, tonight I’ll do it. I’ll kill him. I have to kill that bastard. I have an obligation to kill him. I go inside, shut the front door, turn the key, kick my shoes off. I go into the kitchen and see that there are some cups on the kitchen counter. Now I have to wash up, yes. There’s not much to wash up, but still I should probably wash up. I have to. I start to run water into the sink. I stand and watch the water run, when the sink’s full I put the cups and glasses into it, then I see the dog’s food dish and water bowl in the corner by the fridge, I bend down, pick up the bowls, put them in the sink. I wash the cups and glasses, put them on the counter. I wash the water bowl, put it on the kitchen counter, wash the food dish, put it on the kitchen counter. I see the dishes on the kitchen counter and they can just stay there dripping, I don’t need to dry the dishes right now, it’s not necessary, no. The dishes can just sit there dripping. And now my dog needs to come back home. I go out into the hall, take his leash down from the hook where I used to hang it, put it in my back pocket. I go back into the kitchen. I pull out the plug in the sink, the water runs out and I turn the tap on, rinse the sink. I take some soap and wash my hands, splash water on my face, wash my face, dry it. I take a look around the kitchen, it looks clean. I feel tired, maybe I’ll go lie down on the little bench, take a little nap. I think that’s what I’ll do. The house should be all clean now. I go into the living room, over to the bench, pick up the blanket, lie down on the bench, spread the blanket over me. I pull the leash out of my back pocket, squeeze it between my fingers, stroke the leash, put it up to my cheek, press the leash to my cheek, and then put the leash down next to me. I lie still. I stick my hand into my pocket, take out a bloody clump of hair, rub the clump of hair between my fingers. I hear the rain hit the roof, the window. And now my dog will be back home soon. I hear the rain. I feel tired. Rain and more rain against the earth. And now I need to take a little nap. And then my dog will come back to me. 

      

   






   
      
         
            LITTLE SISTER

         

         

         

         TALL GRASS

         He was standing outside the house and he could see the boat. It was tied up down at the shore. It was a pretty boat, white and pretty. And the fjord was so blue, so smooth, that the mountains had lain down on the water and now they were lying there, green and black and brown. He couldn’t see a single boat out on the fjord, maybe it was still too early in the day? No one was awake but him. Not Mother, not Father, not his sister. He was the only one up, at least that’s how it seemed to him. In the whole wide world only he was awake, he thought.

         He was standing in his pyjamas looking down at the fjord. He breathed in deeply, breathed out slowly. Why was everyone asleep on such a beautiful morning? he thought. The air was so soft, the morning so bright and at the same time a little hazy. But it’s boring just standing around, he thought. He wanted to do something fun. Was there anything to look forward to doing today, he thought, there had to be, maybe he’d run down to the shore with Mother or Father or his sister, they could go swimming, or maybe he’d have to think up something himself, he thought, he usually had to think up something himself, and it would be like that today too, he thought, and why not?

         Why not? he thinks, and he looks over at the tall grass, all the long blades of grass, green and pointy, and he walks over to the grass and the grass is taller than he is, maybe he should walk into the grass? he thinks, yes, he could do that, he thinks, and he steps between the first blades of grass and they hang over his head, green and pointy, and he walks further into the grass and in some places the grass is so high that it towers far above his head, and then, when he’s in the middle of it, he stops and looks through the blades and all he can see are blades of grass, nothing else, as far as his eyes can reach only blades of grass, green blades, and then he sits down and up above him the green grass waves back and forth, it’s like he has a roof up there, a green roof over his head, he thinks, and he lies down and he lies there and he looks up at the sky; it is not a bright blue, it’s a soft and yet dark blue, that’s what it looks like, and far, far up above is a soft cloud, almost not even a cloud any more, just a few wisps of cloud moving up above his head the whole time and divided into lots of parts by the blades of grass above his head, and the blades of grass move gently, and then he looks at one single blade of grass, watches it move slowly back and forth in front of the little cloud, back and forth, gently, the blade of grass moves gently back and forth, and he lies there and looks and looks and then his eyes fall shut and he breathes in and breathes out, in, out, he breathes perfectly calmly, in, out, and he feels like a little wave beating against the shore, in onto the shore, back out, in and out, in and out, and in… and out, in… and out, in… and out, and then there’s only his breath under the high grass, under the sky, near the fjord.

         DON’T CRY

         Why is Mother yelling and shouting like that, he hasn’t done anything bad, he only looked at the fjord and the sky and the wisps of cloud up there in the sky and the blades of grass over his head, so why is Mother shouting so loud and why is she scared and why is she saying he’s not allowed to go out in his pyjamas, he must never again go out in the middle of the night when everyone else is still asleep, he mustn’t ever do anything like that again, or else she won’t ever be able to sleep, your Mother won’t ever get a good night’s sleep, now really, lying down in the grass and just going to sleep, Mother says, and pulls him so hard by the arm that it hurts, but he doesn’t want to cry. She, his mother, mustn’t see him crying just because he looked at the fjord and the sky and a blade of grass in front of a cloud that was almost nothing but a couple of wisps.

         THE GRASS CUTTER

         The big heavy red grass cutter shakes up and down, it just won’t stand still on the field, it hums and bangs and shakes and hops up and down and the metal blade out in front of the grass cutter shivers. The grown-up’s not wearing a shirt and he takes the handle and swings the grass cutter back and forth above the ground and right away the blades whir like crazy and he puts the blades back onto the ground and then releases the brake he’s been holding and with a powerful jerk the grass cutter gouges into the ground and speeds ahead, and wow, he’s jerked a little as the grass cutter yanks him forwards, and the tall blades of grass are now lying flat behind the grass cutter, every which way, tufts and loose blades of grass, a couple of stiff tufts of grass are still standing down by the edge of the field, and there’s soil between the tufts. And that terrible noise from the grass cutter the whole time. And it shakes and the ground shakes and he looks at the grass cutter clattering away down the hill. 

         WHERE SHOULD WE GO

         His sister asked if they really were allowed to, Mother did say they shouldn’t go anywhere, not over the fence, not through the gate, not across the street, never across the street, and never ever down to the water, that’s what Mother said, but they could go down to the shore, couldn’t they? his sister had asked and he’d said of course they could, it’s not dangerous there, they’d been on the shore with Mother or Father so many times, hadn’t they, what was dangerous about that? he said and then his sister said Mother was mad when she woke up and he wasn’t there, she called his name, she shouted it, then she ran out and shouted his name and he was lying outside in the grass with nothing on but his pyjamas, and he wasn’t allowed to go out in only his pyjamas, Mother said, and she said he mustn’t ever do anything like that, he must never go out when everyone was still asleep, Mother said, he must never do that again, she said, he thinks, and then he’s taken his sister’s hand and they stood there and then he said we’re going down to the water now, he can’t listen to this horrible grass cutter any more, he said, and then his sister asked if he could bring her little pink plastic basket with them, and even though he didn’t want to run around with the basket he did it anyway. Because if he carried the basket there were cups and plates in the basket and a little yellow mug, and his sister said she wanted to collect wild strawberries from the side of the road in the mug, if he carries the bucket she can hold her doll in her other hand, his sister said. He took the little basket in one hand and his sister’s hand in his other hand, and his sister’s big doll swung from his sister’s other hand, the doll was so big that its feet dragged in the sand as they walked down the street, very seriously, step by step.

         A MAN WITH A BIG BELLY

         Then a man comes walking towards them on the street, he’s wearing big dark sunglasses and a straw hat and he swings his arms and says So, who do we have here, they’re so cute, how nice to run into such a cute pair of people, the man says, and his sister grips his hand tighter and he looks up at the tall man and the man’s belly is so fat that he and his sister would both fit inside it, he thinks. Well now, it’s nice to run into you, very nice. Are you two boyfriend and girlfriend? the man asks. No, we’re brother and sister, he says. Ah, brother and sister, the man says, and his sister nods so frantically that it makes his hand shake up and down. Well now, you’re an adorable pair of little people, it’s been a long time since I’ve seen such adorable people, he says, and his sister grips his hand as tight as she can, her brother’s hand.

         FOUR YEARS OLD AND THREE YEARS OLD

         The wife of the big man with the straw hat is not as big as he is. She’s short and when she walks she has to support herself on something, a chair or a walking stick or the big man’s arm. Now she’s sitting in a recliner, and he and his sister are sitting on the sofa, and his sister has put her hand on his leg, he doesn’t like that, having her hand there, but he can’t just push it off either. The big man’s wife is bending over them. She’s asked them what their names are. She’s said they’re cute kids. She’s asked how old they are, and he’s said that he’s four and his sister has just turned three. And you’re allowed to go out on walks all by yourself? the woman asked, and he said Yes.

         POKE

         They hear the big man laughing and talking loudly out in the front hall and his sister looks at him and he hears the big man say Yes, they’re here, both of them, they were standing on the side of the road, probably wanting to have a picnic, they had a basket with them and they’d picked some strawberries, but now they’re here, the big man says, and the man’s wife pokes his sister in the belly and says what a pretty girl she is and the big man says Yes, that’s fine, but it’s nice to have the little guys over for a visit, he hears the old man say and then he says something like Aha, you’re coming right away, good.

         SUCH VISITORS

         There’s ice cream and soft drinks on the table, his sister is standing next to the table eating ice cream, and he is sitting on the sofa eating ice cream. The big man brought them some ice cream and soft drinks and now he’s sitting in a chair on the other side of the table. He says Isn’t it nice to have visitors. And his wife says Yes, it certainly is, it’s very nice. And of course such special visitors need some ice cream and soft drinks the big man says. Yes, of course, his wife says and then she asks the big man if their mother, named Anna, is coming, Is Anna coming? the woman asks and the big man says Yes, she’s coming right now, she was just making dinner and didn’t even realize they’d gone for a walk and were gone, he says. His sister pinches his arm and looks up at him and says she wants her Mamma. The big man says Mamma’s coming now, she’s coming to fetch you, the big man says and his sister nods several times, frantically, and then she looks up at him, at her brother, and says Mamma’s coming now.

         HAND ON HIS BELLY

         He is lying in bed and he feels so sad because when he and his sister tried to go down to the water today they met the big man who took them into his house and there they were given ice cream and soft drinks and their mother came and got them and their mother was sweet and nice as long as she was in their living room but when they were back home she said that they weren’t allowed to ever just wander off like that again, it’s dangerous, there are cars on the street, bad cars, they must never ever do that again and the whole time their mother was mad at them she didn’t once look at him or his sister and then she said they had to go to bed right now, he and his sister did, as punishment, Mother said, then she asked Father didn’t he think so too and he said Oh yes, he thought so too, and now they are lying here, he and his sister, she with the doll in her arms and he all alone; and his sister’s asleep and he’s looking up into the half-dark room and he thinks about the boat and the sea and the big man with the black sunglasses and straw hat, thinks about his big belly, it was so fat that he and his sister could have both fit inside it, and probably his sister’s doll too, he thinks, and he thinks about the grass cutter, what a racket it made, and the fine blades of grass just lying on the ground behind the grass cutter, and the smell of the grass cutter, a yucky stink, the grass cutter smells yucky. Yucky smell, he says, and his sister puts a hand on his arm. He turns onto his side with his back to his sister. It smells yucky, he says, and his sister snuggles against his back and she puts a hand on his belly and he lies there and thinks, now he’s four years old, and his sister is three years old. He’s her big brother. She’s his little sister. You’re my little sister, he says. You’re my big brother, she says in her sleep.

         YUCKY SMELL AGAIN

         He’s standing outside the house and he sees all the long blades of grass, yesterday they were much taller than him and now they’ve been mowed down, he lay between them and looked up at the white wisps of cloud and now there’s only some stiff grass stubble and dirt and it smells yucky. And yesterday when he and his sister tried to go down to the water this big man came and they got some ice cream and soft drinks and then their mother came and they had to go straight to bed. But now it’s a new morning and his sister is standing there again, holding her doll tight. I want to go down to the water, he tells his sister. You’re not allowed to, she says. But I want to, he says.

         IN THE BOAT

         He got the boat’s rope off of the dock but when he tried to climb onboard it was so hard, because he had to hold the boat close to the dock and at the same time get one foot into the boat, and the waves, they weren’t big, they were only little waves, but the boat danced on the waves and then he had to put a foot into the boat and then he was standing with one foot up on the dock and the other foot down in the boat and then he leaned forwards and then he slipped and fell into the boat and that hurt and he sees that he’s cut his leg and then he is lying in the bottom of the boat and blood’s running down his leg there’s a long scratch on his leg and it hurts and he’s suddenly so scared because how is he going to get back on land again, he’s in the boat now but how will he get back out of the boat? And then this sloshing of the waves, this splashing or whatever it is, it never stops, waves hitting the boat, waves moving away from the boat, the whole time. The waves. And the blood coming out of him, running down his leg. And he sees the sun glinting on the planks of the boat. And he looks up and the sunlight is so strong that he has to squint his eyes shut. And it’s hot, because the sun is shining right on him. Then he hears an outboard motor, the sound is like a fuzzy line gouged into the glittering and through the waves, the sound is like the streaks of blood down his leg. The sound of the outboard motor hurts, the way his leg hurts. Everything hurts.

         He looks at the side of the boat and there are oars there. Maybe he should row a little, he thinks, and he takes one oar and tries to lift it and the oar is heavy and he pulls as hard as he can and lifts the oar and he can put it in the oarlock and then he shoves the oar further out into the water and it lies there, bobs up and down with the boat, part of the oar is in the boat and the rest is in the water where it’s supposed to be. Now the other oar, he thinks. He lifts it up too, just like the first. He manages to push the oar into the water, where it belongs, and he pushes it further, pretty far, and now he tries to sit on the rowing seat, take both oars, and row. But the boat is still moored at the back, he has to untie it, he thinks, he goes back, finds the rope, and fiddles around with the knot, it’s just a simple knot, he’ll definitely be able to get it untied, he thinks, and he sits there working on the knot, trying to push the short end of the rope through the knot, and it’s hard, he pushes and nothing moves, he pulls at the rope as hard as he can and then pushes again and then he hears a splash and then sees that one of the oars is floating in the water and it’s bobbing up and down with the waves.

         GROUNDED

         His parents have locked the front door, they took his sister and now they’re all standing on the front porch outside the locked door. He has to stay inside, his mother said, because he always does bad things, goes out into the street, goes down to the boat, he could have been run over on the street, and when he climbed into the boat he could have fallen into the water and drowned, she says. He’s totally impossible, she says. He has to stay inside. Alone inside. He’s not allowed out. He has to stay inside for several days, Mother says. That’s right. You have to, she says. Don’t you think so too? she asks Father, and he nods. So now we’re going to go out and sit in the sun and you have to stay inside, Mother says, and she and Father and his sister go out and then they shut the door and lock the door and he runs to the door and grabs the handle and tugs at the door and the door is locked and it’s all messed up, he’s locked in, he’s alone, he can’t do it, he thinks, and he raises his hand, makes a fist, hammers on the door, and then raises his hand and hits the glass pane in the door as hard as he can, and it shatters and blood spurts out of his hand and he pulls his hand back inside and the blood spurts further and further, it shoots out, now he’s done something bad again, now he won’t be allowed anywhere ever again probably, he thinks, and he runs into his parents’ bedroom and the blood spurts and spurts and he crawls under his parents’ bed and lies there under the bed and the blood is still spurting and spurting out of his hand.

         A NICE DOCTOR

         The doctor was nice, he gave him a soft drink and talked to him calmly. The doctor was smoking cigarettes the whole time. Even while he stitched up his hand. He liked the doctor. The doctor was thin, his hair was pretty long, a little black, a little grey, and long. The doctor was an old man. He stitched his hand back together. His mother was with him. When they got back his mother wanted to give him a soft drink too and she asked if he wanted a sandwich or something else nice. He didn’t. He had no desire for anything, but since his mother had asked him and was trying to be nice to him he couldn’t say no. So OK, a soft drink. It wasn’t so easy to eat the sandwich, he only managed a little.

         BATHTUB

         He is sitting in the bathtub and pushing a little boat back and forth and his sister is sitting there too and looking into the water and suddenly she slaps the water with both hands and sprays water in his face and hair and eyes. Stop, he says. But it’s fun, his sister says and she’s sad and he hears his mother say Time to wash your hair and he thinks about whether she means she’ll wash his hair or his sister’s hair; he hates getting his hair washed, the shampoo burns in his eyes. And he has to be careful his bandage doesn’t get wet, his mother says. Her first, he says, and his sister doesn’t say anything, she sits there and looks into the water and then she kicks with both legs and the water sprays everywhere and she says Heee heee.

         HER BREATH

         He and his sister are lying in bed and his sister’s already asleep, her hand is in his hair. He has a thick bandage on one hand, his hand hurts a little. He thinks that there’s now a piece of cardboard where there used to be a pane of glass in the front door, but his father has already said that he’ll be putting new glass in tomorrow. He looks at his sister lying there sleeping, she is breathing regularly, her breaths are her waves, he thinks. She’s three years old. He’s four. His sister’s doll is lying next to her. She’s his little sister.

         ALL ALONE

         His parents have guests over and his mother told him about how when he was two years old and a friend of hers, a childhood friend, was visiting she’d picked him up and held him near her chest and he’d seen the crack between her breasts and asked if she had a butt up there. Everyone laughed, they laughed and laughed. This evening when his mother told the story they laughed too, this evening the guests are the man with the fat belly and his wife, the woman who always has to support herself on the fat man’s arm. Two years old, they say. Why are they laughing? Why are the fat-bellied man and his wife laughing? It looked like a butt, it did, a blue dress and then a butt on her chest. That’s how it was. So why are they laughing. Why is his mother laughing so loud. Why are they all laughing? Why is he so alone? Why does his hand hurt so much? Now he’s four but when he said the thing about the butt that they’re all laughing at he was two. He feels his eyes get wet. He feels so alone. He puts his unhurt hand on his sister’s cheek and he feels completely, completely alone. He will never have to be totally alone, he thinks, and then he puts his head on his sister’s shoulder and she puts her arm around his belly. He is always alone, he thinks, and he listens to his sister’s breaths, in and out, like the waves, like the blades of grass out there in the wind, in and out, always in and out like the waves, all alone, like the waves. 

      

   






   
      
         
            NOTE ON THE TEXTS

         

         In chronological order by original publication:

          

         ‘How It Started’: ‘Det var slik det byrja’ (1987); first published in English in Fiction 59 (2013).

          

         ‘And Then My Dog Will Come Back To Me’: ‘Og så kan hunden komme’ (1991), one of the two novellas published as To forteljingar [Two Stories], (1993).

          

         ‘Scenes from a Childhood’: Prosa frå ein oppvekst (1994). Fosse has provided the following note (2017): ‘In writing Scenes from a Childhood, my goal was to write about my own childhood, the way things really happened. That turned out to be impossible for me. What I wrote was similar to my own experience in some ways, but not a single one of these pieces ended up being entirely accurate. I cannot help writing fiction.

         ‘That said, I do, for instance, have a younger sister close to my age, and I did once have to play guitar at a local dance with only five strings on my guitar. Nothing in these stories is made up.

         ‘I also decided that if the book were published, the texts should appear as written, without revising or reordering the pieces or removing any of them. And that is how it was published.’

          

         All of the above stories are collected in Fosse’s Kortare Prosa [Short Stories], (2011).

          

         ‘Little Sister’: Søster (2000), published as a children’s book.

          

         ‘Dreamt in Stone’: ‘Steindrøymt’ (2013). I translated this unpublished story for Granta, issue 131 (2015). The magazine’s editor made substantial changes, which Fosse incorporated into the Norwegian original, also changing the title to ‘Drøymt i stein’ after my translation of his earlier title (which is more literally ‘Stone-dreamed’). The Norwegian was first published in Levande Stein: Kortare prosa og ei hymne [Living Stone: Short Stories and a Hymn], (2015).

         At Fosse’s request, the translation published here is of the original version of the story: it is thus different from both the translation in Granta and the story available in Norwegian.
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