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            ‘The reader of I is Another is both on the riverbank and in the water being carried forward, and around, by the great, shaping, and completely engrossing, flow of Fosse’s words. It’s a doubleness of view that is reflected in the characters, named Asle, who are both one and other, and through which we can see and feel the world, and ourselves, more clearly.’

— David Hayden, author of Darker with the Lights On

            ‘Jon Fosse is a major European writer.’

— Karl Ove Knausgaard, author of My Struggle

            Praise for The Other Name

            ‘Fosse has written a strange mystical moebius strip of a novel, in which an artist struggles with faith and loneliness, and watches himself, or versions of himself, fall away into the lower depths. The social world seems distant and foggy in this profound, existential narrative, which is only the first part of what promises to be a major work of Scandinavian fiction.’

— Hari Kunzru, author of White Tears

            ‘There is, in this book’s rhythmic accumulation of words, something incantatory and self-annihilating – something that feels almost holy.’

— Sam Sacks, Wall Street Journal

            ‘Septology is on its way to becoming some of Fosse’s most meaningful art, his singular picture finally dislodged.’

— Spencer Ruchti, Music and Literature

            ‘The Other Name trembles with the beauty, doubt, and gnostic weariness of great religious fiction. In Fosse’s hands, God is a difficult, pungent, overwhelmingly aesthetic force, ‘the invisible inside the visible’.

— Dustin Illingworth, The Nation
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            ‘Je est un autre.’

— Arthur Rimbaud
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         10And I see myself standing and looking at the picture with the two lines, a purple line and a brown line, that cross in the middle and I think that it’s cold in the main room, and that it’s too early to get up, it doesn’t matter what time it is, so why did I get up then? I think and I turn off the light in the main room and I go back to the little bedroom and I turn off the light there and I lie back down in bed and I tuck the duvet tight around me and Bragi lies down against me and I think well I got a little sleep last night, even if not that much, and today is Wednesday and it’s still early in the morning, or maybe it’s still nighttime? I think and it was so cold in the main room that I didn’t want to get up, I think and I pet Bragi, rub his back, and then I look into the darkness and I see Asle sitting on the swing outside his front door and he’s not swinging, he’s just sitting there, and he’s thinking he can’t figure out anything to do and he swings carefully, slowly back and forth a little and then Mother comes out onto the porch and she’s angry and Asle doesn’t know why she’s so angry

         Come here! she says

         What’s the matter, he says

         Get over here, Mother says

         Okay, Asle says

         and he gets off the swing and goes over to Mother who’s standing on the porch and she’s looking right at him and he walks up the stairs

         Yes, he says

         There you are, she says

         and he doesn’t understand why Mother’s voice is so angry, what’s wrong with her? what has he done now to make her so mad at him? he thinks

         Look at this, Mother says

         and she opens her hand and Asle sees three one-krone 11coins lying in the palm of Mother’s hand and she stands there holding out her hand with the three krone coins in it and she doesn’t say anything and Asle thinks how did Mother find the three kroner? and he’d meant to hide them somewhere clever, yes, he’d meant to put them under one of the flagstones outside the front door but then he forgot, it just disappeared from his mind and now Mother is standing here holding the three coins out to him, and how did she find them anyway? Asle thinks, and then he thinks of course she found them in his pocket because he forgot to take them out of his trousers and hide them

         Where did you get these? Mother says

         and Asle thinks that he can’t say he got them from The Bald Man, that he got them after sitting with him in his car, and he definitely can’t say why he got them, no

         Answer me, Mother says

         and Asle thinks that he definitely can’t tell her the truth, that he got them from The Bald Man, and that’s because he mustn’t tell anyone that he went for a car ride with The Bald Man, and that The Bald Man put his hand on his leg and then took his hand away, at least twice, that The Bald Man did that, he thinks

         Where did you get these coins? Mother says

         Well, answer me, she says

         Don’t just stand there with your mouth hanging open, she says

         and then she grabs his shoulder and she shakes him and she says he needs to answer her when she asks him something and she’s almost shouting

         Answer me, Mother says

         and he has to say something, anything, Asle thinks

         I found them, he says

         You found them? Mother says 12

         Where did you find them? she says

         Answer me, tell me where you found them, she says

         and Asle just stands there and Mother lets go of his shoulder

         On the road, he says

         On the road you say, Mother says

         Yes, on the road, Asle says

         Where exactly, she says

         Outside The Bakery, he says

         You found them outside The Bakery? Mother says

         and she says does he expect her to believe that, that he found them, outside The Bakery

         You stole them, Mother says

         I didn’t steal anything, Asle says

         Yes you did, you stole them, she says

         I did not, he says

         You did, she says

         and Mother says she checked her own purse because she had a few krone coins in there, yes, she doesn’t have that much money but she did have a few krone coins in there, and she didn’t remember how many, but it was several, and for all she knows he stole the krone coins from her, she says, but she’s not sure, because she has five one-krone coins in her purse now but she can’t remember anymore if she’d had more in there, she might well have had more, yes, she could have had eight not just five

         Did you steal this money from me? Mother says

         and Asle says that he didn’t steal the money, he found it, like he said, yes, outside The Bakery

         You’re lying, Mother says

         I’m not lying, Asle says

         and then they stand there and neither of them says anything and then Mother says that she was about to do 13the laundry and she checked in his pockets like usual, what hasn’t she found in there, she always finds something, a stone, pine cones, nails, marbles, rope ends, she doesn’t even know what all she’s found, but never, ever before has she found three shiny new krone coins, and she doesn’t know how Asle could have gotten them but it can’t have been honestly

         I found them, he says

         Yes you said that, Mother says

         and then they just stand there and then they see Father coming around the corner of The Old House where Grandma and Grandpa live and Mother calls Father and tells him he needs to come here and Father comes up to them just walking slowly

         What’s going on? he says

         and he looks at Mother

         Yes, she says

         You don’t look like everything’s all right, Father says

         No, Mother says

         and it’s silent for a moment

         So what’s wrong? Father says

         Look, Mother says

         and she holds out her hand with the three krone coins

         Three kroner, yes, Father says

         Yes, exactly, Mother says

         And I need to drop everything for that? he says

         But, Mother says

         and she breaks off

         But? Father says

         But I found them in his pocket, Mother says

         and she looks at Asle and then Father doesn’t say anything and they just stand there

         Where did you get them? Father says

         and Asle says that he found the coins 14

         He says he found them outside The Bakery, Mother says

         Yes well that could happen, Father says

         You believe that? Mother says

         and Father doesn’t say anything

         Look in your wallet, see if anything’s missing, Mother says

         and Father takes out his wallet and he looks inside it and he says he can’t remember exactly how many coins he had in there, so there’s no way for him to know if someone took any coins out of his wallet, but why would Asle have done that? he doesn’t steal, does he? Father says and he looks at Asle

         I don’t steal, Asle says

         I’ve never stolen anything, he says

         No, Father says

         and then Father says that he might have found the coins outside The Bakery, but in that case there’s someone who lost them, and maybe they’ve noticed they’re gone, Father says, and maybe they’ll think that they might have lost the money outside The Bakery, after they’d bought their bread, or maybe they’ll think they forgot to get their change at the counter once they’d paid with a five and they were going to get three back, yes, and so maybe they’re going to go back to The Baker or The Baker’s Wife and ask if maybe they forgot their three kroner or dropped them outside The Bakery and The Baker or The Baker’s Wife found them, Father says, and he says that the best thing to do would be for Asle to go to The Baker or The Baker’s Wife and give them the coins, in case anyone lost them and dropped by to ask about it, Father says and Mother says she was sure that Asle had stolen the coins and Father says we can’t know that for sure can we? he says 15

         I’m glad to hear you say that, Mother says

         It’s a good thing, that you think like that, she says

         and she looks at Asle and she says that if he really found the coins then she owes him an apology, for thinking he must have stolen them, but he might have found them, she hadn’t thought of that, she says

         You might have found the coins, sure, Mother says

         Anyway I owe you an apology, she says

         I shouldn’t have suspected you of stealing, of being a thief, she says

         and Father says they don’t need to say anything more about it and Asle you’ll go to The Bakery and give the krone coins to whoever comes out when you ring the bell, either The Baker or The Baker’s Wife, and you’ll say you found them outside The Bakery and then, if no one’s come to ask The Baker or The Baker’s Wife about some money, well then you can keep them, right? Father says

         And that would mean you sure were lucky, finding three krone coins, he says

         Yes I should think so, Mother says

         I’ll run over there right now, Asle says

         and then he runs down the driveway and up the country road to The Bakery and he walks in the front door and goes to the counter and picks up the bell sitting there and he shakes it and it rings and The Baker comes out and stands behind the counter and Asle says that he found these three krone coins outside The Bakery, and now, now he really is lying, it’s bad and he’s ashamed, Asle thinks and he’s really stammering and The Baker looks at him and he says yes, yes, he says

         Yes, yes, The Baker says

         and he looks at Asle

         If you found some kroner then you found some 16kroner, you were lucky, Asle, yes, The Baker says

         But maybe someone lost them, maybe they came to buy bread and then lost them? Asle says

         I didn’t give three kroner in change to anyone recently, at least not that I can remember, The Baker says

         So they’re yours Asle, he says

         You found three kroner and now it’s your money, he says

         and Asle looks at The Baker

         That’s what I think, he says

         and even if there’s a smell of drink coming from The Baker and he’s holding onto the counter as he stands there, still he’s right when he says that, Asle thinks

         and The Baker says that he has a custard roll around, one last one from the ones he baked, and since it’ll be time to close up the shop soon, yes, he should have closed up already, Asle should just take the custard roll, since he’s such a nice honest boy, The Baker says and he picks up a custard roll, the only one left, and wraps it in grey paper and hands it to Asle and he thinks that this is really really wrong, he is standing here lying and now he’s getting a custard roll on top of everything, and it’s a good thing he never liked custard rolls with vanilla custard and confectioners’ sugar and coconut on top, it’s a disgusting combination, that disgusting confectioners’ sugar or whatever you call it, and the coconut, that’s what that’s called, but Sister likes custard rolls, so she can have it, she’ll be really happy to get a custard roll, Asle thinks

         Thank you, thank you, he says

         and The Baker hands Asle the custard roll and he stays there for a moment watching The Baker raise a cup of coffee to his mouth and take a sip and he says today was really your lucky day Asle, finding three krone 17coins, no, not bad, he says

         And then getting a custard roll too, Asle says

         Yes well that’s nothing, The Baker says

         and he goes back through the door behind him, and Asle knows that the door leads to The Baker’s and The Baker’s Wife’s main room, and Asle runs home and he tells them what The Baker said, that he’d found the money so now it was his, and he, The Baker, didn’t remember giving anyone three krone coins in change to anyone recently, and definitely not today, Asle says, and The Baker said that Asle found the coins so they were his, that he’d really been very lucky, The Baker said, Asle says and Mother says well then maybe that’s how it was and Father says yes The Baker’s right about that, now that he thinks about it the coins are his all right, Father says and Mother asks him if he bought a custard roll now that he’s come into all this money, she says, and Asle says The Baker gave him the custard roll, it was the last one left and since he’d been honest enough to try to give back the money and since The Baker was about to close up for the day anyway he should just take the one custard roll that was left, that’s what The Baker said, Asle says and Mother says that was really nice of The Baker, but Asle never liked custard rolls did he, or rolls at all, not cake either, nothing like that, she says

         No he never did, Father says

         No, Mother says

         and Mother laughs and Father says well he doesn’t take after her, she likes custard rolls, if anyone does then she does, he says

         And Sister, Asle says

         Yes custard rolls are really good, Sister says

         and suddenly Asle sees that Sister is standing next to Mother, he hadn’t even noticed her, he thinks 18

         But I don’t really care too much for them, Father says

         and then Mother says that they should eat that custard roll while it’s fresh, shouldn’t they? she says and Father nods and says he doesn’t feel like a custard roll and Asle says he doesn’t feel like a custard roll either and then Mother goes to the kitchen and she comes back in with two little plates with half a custard roll on each plate and she gives one plate to Sister who’s sitting on the sofa and then Mother sits down next to Sister and then they sit there on the sofa eating the custard roll and Asle stands there and looks at them and he thinks what’s the matter with The Bald Man? why did he touch his leg like that? and he tried to move his hand so far up on his leg, and Asle pushed it away, he thinks and Mother called him a thief, and he isn’t that, but he did lie, he thinks, today he lied to Mother and to Father and to The Baker and then he got a custard roll from The Baker for being so honest, Asle thinks and he thinks he wants to go outside

         I’m going to go out for a bit, Asle says

         Don’t go away from the house, Mother says

         I thought I could maybe go to Per Olav’s, Asle says

         Yes, you’re building a truck together aren’t you, Father says

         That’s what you told us, he says

         Yes, Asle says

         But don’t be late, Mother says

         and then Asle goes outside and he thinks that it was nasty of The Bald Man to touch his leg, and eventually he pushed his hand away, several times too, or at least two, he thinks, and he can’t tell anyone, because it’s embarrassing, it’s shameful, and if anyone finds out it’ll be even worse so he can’t tell anyone, not any grown-ups anyway, because that would be totally wrong, he thinks, now it’s just a little wrong and also yes also a 19little exciting in a way, yes, that too, even if he hadn’t liked when The Bald Man touched his leg, Asle thinks and he’s never going to take another car ride with The Bald Man again, that’s for sure, and he’ll never go into his house, that’s for sure too, Asle thinks and he goes out to the road and then he sees a tractor coming towards him from far away and it’s an old tractor and it’s driving slowly and the engine is making an unbelievable noise and Asle keeps walking, and the tractor is far away but coming closer to him, slowly, and now he’s about to cross the country road and then soon he’ll go up the other driveway and the hill to where Per Olav and his family live and he’ll ask if Per Olav is home and then, if Per Olav is home and he feels like it, maybe they can start working on the truck they were building, or something, Asle thinks and he crosses the road and wow that noise from the tractor driving towards him from far away, it’s a horrible screeching noise, Asle thinks and he walks up the driveway to where Per Olav and his family live and he knocks and Per Olav opens the door and Asle says hi and asks him if he wants to do something together and Per Olav says yes yes, sure, he has something he wants to show him, he says in a quiet voice and then Per Olav puts on his shoes and a jacket

         We need to go somewhere where no one can see us, he says

         and Asle nods

         And then we can do something we’ve never done, he says

         Maybe we should go down to The Boathouse? Asle says

         Your family’s Boathouse? Per Olav says

         Yes, Asle says

         and Per Olav says that’s a good idea and then they go 20down to The Shore, below the country road, and they walk along The Shore and they get to The Boathouse and then they go behind The Boathouse because the back door there, or really it’s more like a kind of hatch, is kept shut with just a rusty hook and Asle opens the door and Per Olav goes in and then Asle goes in after him and it’s almost totally dark in The Boathouse itself and Asle keeps the hatch half open and Per Olav takes out a matchbox and strikes a match

         You’ve got a match? Asle says

         Yeah, Per Olav says

         And more than that, he says

         and then Per Olav takes out a pack of cigarettes

         Where did you get those? Asle asks

         I took them from Grandpa, Per Olav says

         He left some on a shelf in his room, he says

         and Per Olav lights another match

         Have you ever smoked? he says

         No, Asle says

         You? he says

         No, Per Olav says

         and then the matches burn out and Per Olav says now he’ll open the pack of cigarettes and they’ll each have a smoke, but it’s strong and Asle needs to not inhale the smoke into his belly because then he’ll throw up, he says, yes, someone told him that, that he’d had a cigarette and when he sucked the smoke down into his belly he threw up right away, but it was probably also because he’d sucked all the smoke into his belly, Per Olav says and now their eyes are used to the darkness in The Boathouse so they can see fine and Asle sees Per Olav open the pack of cigarettes and he hands a cigarette to Asle and then Per Olav puts a cigarette in his own mouth and then he says that Asle has to breathe in 21just when he puts the match to the cigarette and Per Olav lights a match and he puts it to the white cigarette and Asle breathes in and the cigarette lights and Asle holds it away from his mouth between his index finger and middle finger and he sees the glow and he sees smoke rising from the glow and it’s beautiful to watch and then he puts the cigarette back between his lips and he sucks in a breath and a little smoke comes into his mouth and he breathes the smoke out and it smells good

         The smoke smells good, Asle says

         and he takes another drag, and slowly breathes the smoke out, and he sees the smoke vanish into the darkness, and then he takes another drag and he holds the smoke in his mouth a little longer before he breathes it out and Asle realizes that he likes smoking, so he’s going to be a smoker, Asle thinks, and he takes another drag and he sucks the smoke a little way down into his throat and he hears Per Olav start coughing

         Ugh that was horrible, he says

         and Per Olav throws the cigarette down on the floor of The Boathouse and steps on it

         I felt sick right away, he says

         and Asle sucks smoke even farther into his throat and he feels something like a nice tingling in his whole body, yes, it’s like he feels calmer and somehow better, he thinks

         You like it, you like smoking? Per Olav says

         Yeah, Asle says

         Really? Per Olav says

         Yeah, Asle says

         and he says that when he gets older he’s definitely for sure going to start smoking and Per Olav says well not him, and then he says Asle can keep the cigarette pack and the matchbox and Asle asks doesn’t he want them 22himself and Per Olav says no way and then Asle says thanks and he puts the cigarette pack and the matchbox in his pocket and then he thinks that the best place to hide the cigarette pack and matches is probably in The Boathouse, there are some beams running crosswise near the roof with various nets hanging on them and some of the nets are so rotted through that they fall apart as soon as you touch them and Asle thinks he can put the pack of cigarettes and matchbox up on one of those beams, one with a junky old net on it, he thinks and then he climbs up on a couple of fish crates and puts the pack of cigarettes and matchbox up on a beam

         I think I’ll go home, I feel kind of sick, Per Olav says

         and Asle nods and then Per Olav leaves and Asle leaves and he puts the hook back in place and then they go up the path and when they get up to the road they say see you and then Per Olav goes farther up the way and Asle crosses the road and then walks up his driveway and he goes inside and hangs up his jacket in the hall and takes off his shoes and then Mother comes over to him and she says you smell like smoke

         Have you been smoking? she says

         Are you big enough to smoke now? she says

         Breathe on me, she says

         and he breathes on her and she asks how Asle got cigarettes? and who did he get them from? and he just says he got them from someone, and she asks who he got them from? and Asle says that he’ll never tell her, never in his whole life, not even if she kills him, he says and then he sees Mother go up the stairs and I lie there in bed and isn’t that the sound from an engine I hear, and a grinding noise? a screeching noise? yes it is, I can hear a tractor engine far away making a loud noise and I hear a plough scraping and it’s cold where I am in bed under 23the duvet, so I probably need to just get up, I have to get up now, I think and I stand up and I turn on the light in the bedroom and I see my clothes lying there on the chair and I get dressed fast and the clothes are cold and I go into the main room and I turn on the light there and it’s cold in the main room and I think that I should have started a fire in the stove and not just stood there peering into the nothingness, but I’d rather go back into the bedroom and lie down in bed again for a bit, yes, the way Bragi’s smart enough to be doing, I think, because it’s still early in the morning, I think, but I don’t want to know what time it is, I think and wow is that tractor making a racket, I think and I look at the picture where the two lines cross, there on the easel in front of me, and I see that I’ve signed the picture with a big A in the lower righthand corner which means that I think the picture is done whether it is or not, I think and I look at those two lines crossing, one purple and one brown and I see Asle running downstairs into his basement at home, they were having potato dumplings for dinner and Mother asked him to go get a bottle of juice and Asle pitter-pattered on his little feet down to the basement and went into the pantry where the glass jars of preserved plums and apples and pears were, and lots of bottles of juice, because in the autumn Mother makes juice from all the gooseberries and redcurrants they have, and there’s a bin full of potatoes, and Asle takes a juice bottle and runs outside, and no, no, I can’t think about that, I think and suddenly Ales is right next to me and she puts a hand on my back and she just stands there next to me and it’s so good to feel her hand on my back, I think and I see Asle sitting in a car and a man is holding a towel around his wrist and they’re driving to see The Doctor and Asle is somewhere outside himself and he looks 24back at where he lives, at The New House and The Old House, and he thinks that this is the last time he’s ever going to see the house and everything is shimmering slightly, in a mysterious light that he’s part of and that’s much bigger than him, yes, it’s everything that exists, and from this light, yes, that’s like it’s put together out of tiny dots of flickering yellow, yes it’s like a cloud of yellow dust and from that cloud of shimmering yellow he sees himself sitting there in the car with his bleeding hand because Asle slipped on the ice and smashed the juice bottle and a piece of glass cut the artery in his wrist, and Asle feels very weak, and he is in the shimmering cloud of glinting shining transparent yellow dust and he’s not scared, he feels something like happiness, like a great peace, no, there’s no word for what and how he feels, how he’s seeing, Asle thinks and I look at the picture there in front of me and Ales is stroking my back, up and down, and I see Asle sitting there in the car with his bleeding hand and Ales rubs and rubs my back and it’s so soothing and good to feel her hands, I think and I see Asle sitting there with a bleeding hand and I don’t want to think about that any more, it’s better to put it in my pictures as best I can, I think, and it’s in the painting with the two crossing lines too, I think and then I realize that Ales has taken her hand off me and she’s gone and I just stand there and look at the picture even though it’s cold in the room and I should light a fire in the stove and I see Asle standing outside the front door at home and looking at Father who is looking almost without believing it at a brand new car, it’s grey, and it looks like Father can hardly dare to touch the car, much less sit in it, and Mother is standing there and she says it’s amazing, now they have their own car too, she says, yes it’s hard to believe, but it’s true, she says and Father says that it’s not 25exactly their car yet, it’s the bank that owns the car, he says and Mother says well still it’s their car, and Father says yes yes and then he says look, look down at the bus stop, there’s The Bald Man, he doesn’t take buses very often, just when he needs to go to Bjørgvin, Father says and Asle looks down at The Bald Man and it’s so cold in the room, I need to light a fire in the stove, I think, but what I really want most to do is go lie down and tuck myself nice and tight under the covers with Bragi, I think, and it would be fine for me to go lie back down in bed, warm up a little, why not, I think, and I go back into the bedroom and lie down on the bed fully clothed and Bragi is lying there and he lies down right next to me and I spread the covers around us well and I feel Ales lying down right next to me, there’s Bragi on one side and Ales on the other side, and she’s warm and comforting, and I think it was good to come back to bed and warm up under the covers instead of standing there in the cold main room, I think and Ales asks me if I’m doing all right and I say everything’s fine, everything’s the same as usual with me, yes, as she already knows, I say and Ales doesn’t say anything and then I just lie there and I think that I should have turned off the lights, in the main room and in the bedroom, but that’s all right, I think and I hear Ales say that we are always together, the two of us, and I stare straight ahead and I see Asle and some other kids sitting under an overhanging rock, in a kind of shallow mountain cave, there’s alpine blue sow-thistle there, it’s still raining out, and there are three boys and three girls and they’ve climbed a little way up from the country road, it’s not so far up to the overhanging rock, and then they went under it and there are tallow candles they’ve left there and a box of matches and they light the candles and it’s pretty cold so they sit 26close together and Asle puts his arms around the waist of the girl sitting next to him and she leans against him and she puts a hand on his leg and then Asle feels her mouth on his cheek and then she finds his mouth and they kiss and she opens her mouth and he opens his and then they touch the tips of their tongues together and their mouths kind of suck together and Asle feels his dick getting hard and he puts a hand on one of her breasts and it’s small, but it is a breast, and her breathing starts to get faster and he strokes her breast, over her pullover, and then she takes his hand and puts it under her pullover and brings it up to her breast and then Asle holds her breast in his hand and it fits into his grip and then he feels that her nipple is hard and he takes the nipple between his thumb and finger and she’s breathing even faster and then she moves her hand from his leg and puts it on his trousers where his stiff dick is and she keeps her hand there and then she gently moves the palm of her hand back and forth and the whole time their mouths are stuck fast to each other and then Per Olav says no look at those two and they let go of each other and Per Olav says he didn’t know they were a couple but he knows it now, Per Olav says and I look straight ahead and I realize that Ales is gone now and I think is it still early in the morning? or maybe it’s still night even? but I don’t want to look what time it is, I think, and I should have slept more, I feel sleepy, I think, and I retuck the covers around me and Bragi but it is morning already because I hear the racket from the engine in the old tractor, and a scraping noise, like from a plough, or is that just something I’m imagining? no I hear it, a screeching noise, I think and I think that it was a good thing I drove back to Bjørgvin and that I found Asle there in the snow, because it’s so cold now he really could 27have frozen to death, I think, but how is he doing? they took him straight from The Clinic to The Hospital and I need to drive to The Hospital to see him today, I think, and I need to drive the paintings down to Bjørgvin today and bring them to The Beyer Gallery, I haven’t made any plans with Beyer about that but even if he isn’t there I can take the pictures in and put them in the room Beyer calls The Bank, because the gallery is open and there’s always some girl or another there, if Beyer isn’t there himself, and it’s always a new girl, a student, Beyer says, it’s a student who wants to make a little money, he says, but they never stay long, there’s always a new face to see there, so he probably pays them badly, he must, and so he always has to get a new girl, I think, because Beyer, well, he doesn’t throw money around, and that’s why he’s become the well-off man that he is, I think and then I hear the racket from the old tractor disappear and I think that in that case Åsleik must be here already, he’s parked the tractor out in front on the stoop, because he was supposed to come over today, but I didn’t think he’d come so early, I think, and then I hear a knock at the door and I think that if I don’t open the door Åsleik will just come inside and I get to my feet and it’s so cold in the bedroom that I wish I could just stay lying in bed all day, I think and I’m so cold I start to shake my arms to warm up and Bragi is lying there in the bed, under the covers, and he looks at me with surprised eyes

         You just stay right there, I say

         Just stay where it’s nice and warm, I say

         and I hear footsteps and I hear a door open and I go into the main room and there’s Åsleik standing and looking at the painting of the two lines crossing, in warm clothes and a fur hat and boots, he’s standing and looking at the picture and he says boy I certainly get up 28late, it’s been light out for a long time, he says

         You didn’t get up? he says

         Yes I did, I say

         And then you just lay back down, he says

         Yeah, I say

         Anyway it’s ten o’clock, he says

         Yeah, I say

         and I think that I never would have guessed it was so late

         You’re usually up at five or six, he says

         Is something wrong? he says

         No, I say

         You must have just been especially tired, he says

         Yes, that’s to be expected, he says

         and he says that driving down to Bjørgvin and back the same day and then driving there again the same day, and in such conditions, snow and blizzards and slick roads, the way I did the day before yesterday, and then driving from Bjørgvin back to Dylgja again yesterday, yes, that would take a lot out of anyone, he himself would barely come out alive, Åsleik says and then he says that it’s so cold in my living room that it’s warmer outside and he’ll just light another fire in the stove then, like he had to do yesterday, and the day before too, it really seems to have turned into his job now hasn’t it, pretty much, he says, but maybe I could at least make some coffee? Åsleik says and I say yes

         No, I shouldn’t have stayed in bed all morning, I say

         I don’t think I’ve done that for years, I say

         No well I can’t remember the last time I did anyway, Åsleik says

         and then he goes over to the stove and he puts the wood chips and kindling and a log in and he lights the kindling and then Åsleik stands there and looks in at 29the wood and says that’s good dry kindling so it’ll catch in a second, he says, and who do I have to thank for that kindling? and wood? yes, for being about to have a nice warm room? it’s him, yes, sure is, Åsleik says and I don’t say anything because I’ve heard this so many times before, so many, I think and Åsleik says he’s here to get something in return for the wood chips, kindling, and logs, the driest birchwood, he says, and that, that, as I know he wants a painting to give to Sister for Christmas, and every year before he’s always chosen one of the small paintings but yesterday we agreed that this year he should pick one of the big paintings, or bigger ones, none of the pictures I paint are really all that big, Åsleik says and he says now he wants to choose one before I drive to Bjørgvin and deliver the pictures to The Beyer Gallery, and that’s why he dropped by so early, or earlyish, because if he didn’t misunderstand me I was planing to drive back to Bjørgvin again today with the paintings and take them to Beyer, who I had such trust in, such faith in, even though he, like a lot of other Bjørgvinners, was just out for money, to make money, money money money, buying low and selling high, that was the only thing people in Bjørgvin cared about, whether they bought and sold fish or paintings, yes, that’s how they’d always been and that’s how they still were, Åsleik says and I’ve heard him say this so many times before, obviously, because neither Åsleik nor I ever have that much new to say to each other and that’s why we always talk about the same things, because you have to say something

         Yes it’s burning well in the stove now, Åsleik says

         and he stands there and looks at the logs

         I’ll let it burn a little with the hatch open, then I’ll put another log in, he says

         Because damn it was cold in your room, he says 30

         But it won’t be long now before it’s nice and warm, he says

         At least warm enough to be in the room without a coat and hat and boots on, he says

         and I go over to the stove and stand there and stretch my arms out above the stove and it’s nice to feel the warmth coming up to my hands, my arms, my whole body, I think and Åsleik stands next to me

         Now it’s warming up the room, he says

         Yes, I say

         But what did you do with the dog? Åsleik says

         He’s sleeping, I say

         In the bed in your bedroom? he says

         Yes, I say

         and then we stand there silent

         Bragi, that was his name, right? Åsleik says

         Yes, I say

         and again it’s quiet

         You’ve talked about getting a dog so many times, now you’ve finally done it, he says

         and I don’t answer and then Åsleik goes over to the easel where the picture with the two intersecting lines is and he says St Andrew’s Cross, yes, of course he says that, I think, St Andrew’s Cross he says again and he emphasizes the term, like the words are so important, it’s like he’s saying he can do more than just fish and clear roads you know, like that, wait don’t go over there, I think and then Åsleik says that that’s the picture he wants even if it’s isn’t finished, he says and I freeze for a second, because I want to keep that picture myself, I don’t want to sell it, so I don’t want to give it to Åsleik either no

         But it’s not done, I say

         Doesn’t matter, he says 31

         It’s good the way it is, he says

         But don’t you want to look at the other pictures first, the ones in the stack there, the big ones? I say

         and I point at the stack leaning solidly against the wall next to the kitchen door

         I’ve found the one I want, Åsleik says

         But I’m not done with that picture, I say

         Doesn’t matter, he says

         But I want to finish it, I say

         Yes yes, but it’s finished in a way the way it is, he says

         And you signed it, he says

         And it wasn’t signed the last time I saw it, he says

         Doesn’t that mean you’ve decided you’re done with it? he says

         and I don’t say anything and I think you can’t pull a fast one on him so easily can you, on Åsleik, he always picks the best picture to give to Sister, often, yes, well, usually, it’s been a painting I’ve wondered if I wanted to keep for myself, in the collection I have upstairs in the crates, but that would be just the painting that Åsleik would say and think and feel the same way about, the one I wanted to keep

         But at least take a look at the other finished paintings, I say

         Yes, at the big ones, I say

         and I stand there and point at the stack of big paintings leaning against the wall next to the kitchen door and Åsleik says he will, yes, he’ll do that if I come and bring him a steaming hot cup of coffee soon, yes, if I put the pot of coffee on while he looks through the pictures, he says and then Åsleik goes over to the stack of pictures and I go out to the kitchen and I turn on the light and I put the coffeepot on and then I look outside and wow it snowed a lot last night, my car is totally snowed in, so it 32certainly is good that Åsleik cleared the road, I think, and do I really need to drive the pictures into Bjørgvin today? after it’s snowed so much, and with the roads so slippery? and why in the world didn’t I just take them with me the day before yesterday? I can’t understand why I didn’t think of it the day before yesterday, I think, but the first time I drove to Bjørgvin was to go shopping, and the second time was because I wanted to check in on Asle, and actually that’s really why I want to drive to Bjørgvin today too, because I want to go see Asle in The Hospital, and maybe buy him something or bring him whatever he needs from home, that’s mostly why, I think and I look out at the white snow and I see Asle lying there in bed and there are all kinds of tubes and things attached to his body that are hanging down from a metal stand and he’s lying there asleep and his body is shaking up and down, his body is constantly quivering and Asle wakes up and he opens his eyes and he looks to the side and he sees that three other people are lying in three other beds in the room he’s in

         So, you’re awake, one of them says

         and Asle doesn’t answer

         You’re awake now, you’ve been asleep a long time, I don’t know how you could sleep through that noise from the street, a tractor or something, he says

         and Asle doesn’t answer, he just closes his eyes again, and then he’s shaking even harder and then a doctor and a male nurse come in and The Doctor says someone needs to be watching him at all times, so he needs to be transferred, and Asle just lies there and he doesn’t know quite where he is or isn’t and everything’s confusing and he’s shaking and then two men come and take the bed and the metal stand and they wheel Asle out into the hall and he closes his eyes and his whole body’s 33shaking, jolting up and down, and then they wheel him into a lift and I stand there in the kitchen and look out at the snow and I see them wheel Asle down a corridor and then they open a door to a room and there’s a bed in there and a man is lying in the bed and his hair is all grey and his face is all grey and a man is sitting next to the bed half asleep and he’s watching over the people lying there because they’re so sick, I think and I watch them wheel Asle’s bed in and put it against the wall across from the other bed and the man sitting in the chair stands up and looks at something hanging on Asle’s bed and then he sits back down and after a moment he gets up and goes over to the bed and prods Asle on the shoulder

         Asle, he says

         Yes, Asle says

         and then I see the man who prodded Asle’s shoulder, who’s keeping watch in a way, sit back down on his chair and I look and look at the snow and I think I have to drive the paintings into Bjørgvin today and then go see Asle in The Hospital, because he’s really sick, I think and I turn around and see that the coffee is ready and I pour out two mugs of coffee and then go back into the main room and I see that Åsleik has set up four or five of the big paintings along the wall where the kitchen door is and now he’s standing there looking at each one and I go over and hand him a mug and he says thanks

         You’ve been painting a lot of good paintings recently, haven’t you, he says

         Thank you, I say

         and then we both stand there, sipping our coffee, and then I go and stand and look at the picture with the two lines crossing and Åsleik says that that’s the picture he wants, the one I’m looking at, but if I really want to keep it then there are several other very good paintings too, 34Åsleik says, and he’s already picked out one, he says and he asks me if I can guess which one it is and I say I can try and I walk over to a picture of something that might be a kind of boat gliding on the sky, and the picture is brown and purple, a little like heather, the same as a lot of my paintings, but what really makes the picture shine is the thin layer of white paint I painted in a few places after I looked at the picture in the dark, it’s these clear movements, it’s this white and a couple of black movements that make the picture shine, yes, or give off a stronger light at least, yes, in its own way, and now that I look at this painting again I think that this is another one I’d like to keep for myself actually, but if I had to choose I’d rather keep the one of the two lines crossing and Åsleik asks if I remember what I called that picture

         Because you’re good at titling your pictures, he says

         A picture needs a good name, I say

         Yes I can see that, Åsleik says

         and then we stand there silent and I think that I’ve always given my pictures names, and not every painter does that but I always do, because after I’ve decided I’m done with a picture the last thing I paint is a big A in thick black oil paint in the lower right corner of the picture itself, so that it’s easy to see that there’s an A there, and on the top edge of the stretcher I paint the picture’s title, also in thick black oil paint, and now Åsleik asks me what the painting he wants is called and I think I remember, I’m not totally sure but I think it’s called Silent Boat, that’s something you might call a picture, I think, actually it’s an awful title, I don’t know what I could have been thinking calling it that, I think, and I say that I think the picture is called Silent Boat but he can just look for himself, I say and Åsleik says that he’s already done that of course and then he goes and picks 35up the painting and turns it around and on the top edge of the stretcher, in the middle, it says Silent Boat in thick black oil paint

         You always remember, Åsleik says

         I’ll take this picture, he says

         Sure, I say

         and then Åsleik puts the picture back down on the floor but leaning against the easel now and then he steps back a little to look at it and I go with him and I too can see that it’s a good picture, maybe one of the best ones I’ve painted in a long time, but if Åsleik wants it to give to Sister then he can have it, that’s perfectly fine, I think, but the picture on the easel itself that’s been given the title St Andrew’s Cross I absolutely won’t let him have, I want to keep it myself, and Åsleik must have realized that, that he couldn’t have it, I think and then I go over to the picture and I see that I’ve already signed it with an A in the lower right corner and then I turn the picture around and I see that I’ve painted St Andrew’s Cross on the top part of the stretcher and I think that I must have done that yesterday, no, my memory is just terrible, I can’t remember things from midnight till noon, as they say, I think

         St Andrew’s Cross, I say

         Yes that was really the only thing you could call that picture, Åsleik says

         and then luckily he doesn’t say St Andrew’s Cross several times

         You’ve finished that picture? Åsleik says

         So you were trying to trick me? he says

         Yes, I probably was, actually, to tell you the truth, I say

         and Åsleik says that he can tell that that painting is finished, even if it looks unfinished it’s still finished, 36of course it is, he says and then we drink our coffee and Åsleik says now do I really want to drive down to Bjørgvin again today, with all the snow we’ve had? and he says that he doesn’t understand me, two days ago I drove to and from Bjørgvin, and then I even drove back again the same day, all without bringing my pictures to The Beyer Gallery, and now I want to drive back to Bjørgvin again today, it’s almost too much, he says and I think I need to go and see Asle in The Hospital but I don’t want to say anything to Åsleik about that

         I’ll take the paintings in today, get it out of the way, I say

         It’s not only because of the pictures that you want to drive to Bjørgvin, is it? Åsleik says

         No maybe not, I say

         You probably want to go to mass, he says

         and I can hear scoffing in his voice, because it’s true that I drive to Bjørgvin every now and then, and in the summertime usually every Sunday, to go to mass at St Paul’s Church

         You Papist, Åsleik says

         and I think that he’ll never stop with this word, never stop saying that, it’s probably another word that he taught himself and that he’s proud of knowing, Papist, St Andrew’s Cross, he kind of shows off and puffs himself up with words like that

         Papist, yes, he says

         and I think that it would be a good idea to go to mass, but I hadn’t thought of that, really I was only thinking I should go and see Asle in The Hospital and at the same time take these paintings in as soon as I can, the paintings I kind of have to deliver to Beyer

         Or is it because of a woman? Åsleik says

         and he says how dumb he was not to think of that right 37off, he says and I think that I don’t really like Åsleik, he can be so annoying, but I don’t let it show and I let all the foolishness just vanish into thin air in a way, I think

         No, I say

         No no, he says

         and we stand there without saying anything

         But you probably were thinking of going to mass again soon? he says

         and I say yes maybe and Åsleik says didn’t I go to mass yesterday when I was in Bjørgvin shopping? and I say I didn’t go to mass yesterday and Åsleik says well that’s strange, I usually always go to mass, every time I’m in Bjørgvin, he says and I have to say something and then I say I’ll just start getting the paintings ready then and put them in the back of the car

         You wrap them in blankets, Åsleik says

         Yes, always, I say

         Those blankets have seen a lot of use, he says

         Yes, I’ve had them for many years, I say

         and then I stand there and hope that Åsleik doesn’t ask me where I got the blankets, and that I don’t have to tell him yet again that I got them at The Second-Hand Shop in Sailor’s Cove, I didn’t get them all at once, but one this time, one another time, whenever I was in The Second-Hand Shop I would look for blankets and if I didn’t see any I’d ask if they had any blankets and then they’d always ask what I meant and I’d say wool blankets and sometimes they’d have one or two blankets in the back, sometimes not, but after a while I’d bought quite a collection and now there was a big pile of blankets on the floor in a corner of the attic room where I keep everything I need for painting, tubes of oil paint, canvas, and of course the boards for making stretchers from, getting nice and dry, I think and Åsleik says he can help me 38pack up the pictures and carry them out to the car and I say thanks and then he hands me his mug and he says thanks for the coffee and I see that I’ve only drunk a little of my coffee, and that’s how it is every morning, I fill up a mug of coffee and then only drink a little, I think and then I go to the kitchen and put the mugs in the sink and then I go up to the attic and I put my arms in a kind of hug around the whole heap of blankets lying tossed in a corner and I go downstairs and dump the pile on the floor in front of the paintings and I see that Åsleik is standing and looking at the picture he chose as a Christmas present for Sister that’s now standing on the floor leaning against the easel and then he looks at me

         Yes so that’s the picture I want, he says

         It’s a deal, I say

         and then I take a blanket and one picture from the stack of finished big pictures and I wrap it up well in the blanket and I put in on the floor and then Åsleik takes a blanket and a picture and wraps it up and puts it on top of the one I put on the floor and we keep going like that wrapping up painting after painting and it’s Åsleik who takes the last painting and then all the big paintings are on the floor in a neat stack and then I take a blanket and wrap up one of the small paintings and Åsleik does the same thing and there are only four small paintings in all

         There were thirteen paintings in all, Åsleik says

         Yes, I say

         That’s an unlucky number, he says

         It can be either lucky or unlucky, at least for me, I say

         and Åsleik says he’s never heard that before and I say that that’s how it is for me anyway

         Yes I guess it might be, he says

         and then Åsleik says he can’t understand why I want to drive back to Bjørgvin again today, and I say I’ve 39already told him, I’m going to take the pictures to The Beyer Gallery, get it over with, I say and Åsleik says there must be some other reason and I say there might be and Åsleik says that I should dress warm, yes, I should put on my coat, and then we’ll need to carry the pictures out to my car, he says and I nod and then it’s silent

         You’ve always gone and done whatever you wanted to do, Asle, Åsleik says

         and he wraps the picture he chose up in a blanket and puts it back down leaning against the easel

         You’ll get the blanket back after I’ve given the picture to Sister, same as always, he says

         and I say yes it’ll be the same as usual and I say I want to go start the car and turn on the heat and brush off all the snow of course and Åsleik says he can help me with that and then I put on my black velvet jacket and I go out into the hall and put on my black coat and a scarf and then I slip into my shoes and then I go out and start the car, and it starts at the first try like always, and then I open the back and find the snow brush and then I brush off the car and then we start carrying the pictures I’m going to drive down to The Beyer Gallery out to the car and we put them down carefully in the back and after we’ve done that Åsleik says well then he’ll get the picture he’s planning to give Sister for Christmas and I see Åsleik go into the house and I shut the back of the car and I see Åsleik come out onto the stoop and he stands there with the picture under his arm and I go back inside my good old house and go into the main room and I see my brown leather bag hanging on its hook, between the pile of small paintings and the pile of big paintings, the pictures I’m not done with yet, and I put the shoulder bag on and then I stop and I look at the picture with the two lines crossing, yes, St Andrew’s Cross as it’s called, 40and there’s a lot in that picture, I think and I think that now I need to go, because Åsleik is waiting, and I go into the little side room and I turn out the light and I go into the main room and I turn off the light there and I go out to the kitchen and I see that there’s still a little water in Bragi’s bowl so I fill it and then I cut a slice of bread and break it into chunks and put them down in the other bowl even though there’s still a lot of bread there from before and I think that Bragi is still lying asleep in my bed so I guess he can stay here at home, I think and I turn off the light in the kitchen and I go out to the hall and I turn off the light there and then I open the front door and go outside and I see Åsleik still standing where he was before on the stoop with the picture wrapped in a blanket under his arm

         That took a while, he says

         Yes, I say

         What were you doing in there? he says

         and I don’t answer

         I almost got tired of waiting, he says

         I guess you had to go to the bathroom and had trouble getting it out? he says

         Yes that’s right, I say

         But here you are at last, Åsleik says

         No, I know you, I know what you were doing, he says

         All right, what? I say

         You were looking at the picture with the two lines, St Andrew’s Cross, he says

         and I nod and Åsleik says that he’s always been able to take the picture he wanted to give as a present to Sister, every time before, but then again he’s never asked for a big painting before, Åsleik says and then he says that this isn’t exactly weather to stand around outside in, so he’ll go sit in the tractor, he says, and we’ll get driving, 41him first, so that at least the driveway will be all clear, and the country road until the turn-off to his farm, and I’ll drive after him and he hopes I have a good drive to Bjørgvin and drive carefully since the roads might still be slippery in some places, because there might be ice under the new snow, he says and I say that I always do drive carefully and Åsleik says he knows that, of course I drive carefully, he says and we’ll see each other soon, he says and I say it’s just a day trip, I’ll drive home after I’ve dropped off the paintings, I say

         You always have a show not long before Christmas, he says

         Yes, I say

         Because it’s easier to sell paintings then, of course, yes, during Advent, he says

         and I say that’s true, at least Beyer says so, and my pictures especially are easiest to sell then, maybe Beyer means that they’re good to give as Christmas presents but he also thinks that it’s best to open an exhibition not too long before Christmas, I say and Åsleik says that that’s what he thought and then he climbs up into the cabin of the tractor and starts the engine and it makes a horrible noise, that screeching, it’s hard to believe an engine can make a sound that bad, I think and I go sit in my car and I put the brown leather bag on the passenger seat and the car has warmed up nicely and I turn the heat down a little and then Åsleik looks back at me and then forward again and then the tractor goes around the corner of the house and I drive after him and Åsleik drives the tractor out onto the country road and I follow him and it certainly has snowed a lot, there must be four inches on the ground, but it’s not snowing now, I think and I drive ten or twenty feet behind Åsleik, he’s driving slowly and steadily towards his farm, and it always 42takes a while to get there, and the road twists and turns a lot too, I think and I drive a good distance behind him and then Åsleik turns off and he stops the tractor and gets out and I stop the car and roll down the window

         You drive carefully, now, he says

         Yes, I will, slow and safe, I say

         and I add that once I get to Instefjord there’ll be good roads all the way to Bjørgvin, because they always clear those roads, I say and Åsleik says that I have good tires on now, newish studded tires, plus I had enough money to buy a car with four-wheel drive and so that’s what I did, and with good studded tires and four-wheel drive my car or van is practically a tractor, he says and I answer that I’ve had enough problems driving in winter conditions in my life, experience eventually taught me something, I say and Åsleik says that’s all right then and then we each raise a hand to say goodbye and then I drive slowly on, and now it’s my car that’s leaving tracks in the snow, in front of me I see nothing but white snow, and then luckily there are all these snow poles with reflectors on them set up to mark where the edge of the road is, without them it would be easy to end up off the road, yes, it would be impossible not to, I think and I drive slowly, the way I always do, first I’ll be on the small roads along Sygne Fjord to Instefjord, and they’re not cleared, but then, after I get to Instefjord and get on the main road to Bjørgvin, it’ll be easier, because those roads will have been cleared, I think and I look at the white road and I see Asle standing in front of Mother and he’s thinking that he can’t stand going to that damn school anymore, the teachers are unbearable, why on earth should he keep going? and luckily he’s almost done with school, he thinks, and if he didn’t have so little mandatory schooling left he’d have just quit today, Asle thinks, but as it is 43he has to just try to stick it out, and he thinks that he still wants to drop out, even if he’ll be done soon, he thinks and he tells Mother he wants to stop going to school

         Are you out of your mind? she says

         Drop out of school? she says

         Children have to stay in school, she says

         If you drop out they’ll come and take you away to a school for delinquent boys, and it’s strict there, and the school’s on an island so no one can run away, she says

         And anyway you’re almost done, she says

         and Asle thinks can that really be true, that he might get sent to an island just because he doesn’t like going to school? no, he didn’t know that, Asle thinks, but he doesn’t really believe it, no more than he believes the other things Mother says, neither the stuff about Jesus and God nor that you can get sent to an island for dropping out of school, but he doesn’t give a damn, if he wants to stop going to school he’ll stop going, Asle thinks, but there’s one thing, he’s heard that to get into The Art School in Bjørgvin, and he’s gradually started thinking that maybe he could go there, if he gets in, anyway to get into The Art School in Bjørgvin you need to have gone to The Academic High School, and if it wasn’t for that he’d have stopped going to school already, then and there, no doubt about it, Asle thinks, but he’s not going to do that, he’s not going to drop out of school, it was just something he said because Mother gets so angry when he says it, no, it’s not that he has any desire to go to The Academic High School but it’s something he has to do, and he’s so clumsy that there’s hardly anything he can do, so what’s going to become of him? as Father always says, Asle thinks and I look at the white road in front of me and I drive slowly out along Sygne Fjord and I see Father standing in front of Asle and he 44says you’re a good kid Asle but what’s going to become of you? he says

         I don’t know, Asle says

         But you need to get an education, you have to be something when you grow up, Father says

         and Asle says that the only thing he’s good at is drawing and painting and then Mother says well then he’s probably going to become an artist, even if there are hardly any jobs for artists, still there must be some work for people who know how to draw, at the newspapers for instance, newspapers have a lot of drawings, and there are a lot of drawings in advertisements, someone has to draw them, so it must be possible to make a living by drawing and painting, Mother says, but you can’t get into The Art School unless you go to The Academic High School, she says and Father says that true, to get into The Art School you need to have graduated from The Academic High School and Asle thinks that he doesn’t understand why someone has to learn not just adding and multiplying but also what they call mathematics to be a painter

         Drawing and painting aren’t the same thing as doing maths, Asle says

         No, no, Father says

         and Mother says she doesn’t understand why it’s like that either, but the people in charge have decided that you have to go to The Academic High School and then you can go to The Art School, if you get admitted, she says and Asle says that he’s no good at anything but drawing and painting, okay well he can read, obviously, and he likes to read sometimes, and he even thinks he can write pretty well too, well enough, but the Norwegian teachers at his school don’t think so, so he has bad marks in writing, yes, same as in all the other subjects, he says 45

         You never do your homework, Mother says

         That’s true, Asle says

         And now you’re sorry, she says

         Yes, yes, Father says

         and Mother says that he’ll need to do something in the future, he can’t just sit at home and paint, she says and Asle doesn’t say anything

         And if you start at The Academic High School you’ll need to move into an apartment, Mother says

         and Asle thinks that it sounds like Mother’s glad he’ll be moving out, and that makes sense, he thinks, he is sure looking forward to getting out, leaving home, getting away from Mother and her constant nagging and whining about how he needs to cut his hair or needs to paint pictures that people can understand, where you can see what it’s a picture of, or about how he needs to do his homework, she nags him about absolutely everything

         I want to go to The Art School, Asle says

         But then you need to paint like you used to, so that it looks like something, Mother says

         Yes, Father says

         Not those pictures that don’t look like anything at all, she says

         If you keep painting those you’ll never get into The Art School, no matter how much high school you’ve had, she says

         Yes, Father says

         and I look at the white road and I think that I still haven’t driven that far along Sygne Fjord so it’s still a long way to Instefjord, I think and I see Father standing there and he says he can call The Academic High School right now and find out what Asle’s chances are for getting in and Father goes out to the hall and Asle can hear him talking on the phone and then Father comes back in 46

         It’ll be fine, he says

         There’s a spot for you at The Academic High School, he says

         On what they call the Modern Languages track, he says

         and Asle hears what Father’s saying and he thinks that’s good isn’t it? because what else could he have tried to do when he grows up? he thinks

         And so you’ll need to get a room in Aga, Mother says

         Yes, Father says

         But there are lots of people from Barmen who’ve gone to The Academic High School in Aga and rented a room there, so I’m sure it’ll work out, he says

         I’ll put an ad seeking a room in The Hardanger Times, Father says

         and Asle says he’d be grateful if Father did that and I look at the white road and I drive toward Instefjord, and it’ll be good to get there, because then I’ll be on the main road that’s been cleared already and then I can start driving south to Bjørgvin, I think, and I don’t think that I’ve ever, in all the years I’ve lived in Dylgja, driven to Bjørgvin so many times so close together, I think, and I look at the white road and I see Father standing there and he’s saying that an older woman has called and said that she has a room I can rent, it sounds like it’s a hayloft that used to be a shoemaker’s workshop, a room up in the attic, and the shower and toilet are downstairs, on the ground floor, she said, Father says and he says that it sounded good, all things considered, and the rent wasn’t so bad, he says, so he agreed on the spot, he says and they arranged for Asle to move in when The Academic High School starts, Father says and Asle says that’s great, all things considered, and he thinks it’s good he’ll be living in a house by himself, not in a room in a house 47where other people live, Asle thinks and he sees Mother stand there looking at him

         But you’ve painted pictures of so many people’s houses and you’ve never painted your own, she says

         Don’t you think you should do that before you move out? she says

         That’s true you haven’t, Father says

         and Asle thinks that now he’ll have to paint The New House and The Old House too, and The Barn and The Shed and all the fruit trees and The Boathouse and The Dock and The Rowboat and The Shore and The Fjord and everything, can he really bring himself to do all that? he thinks

         No you haven’t, she says

         You’ve painted pictures of almost every single house in the whole town, and some in Stranda too, but never your own, she says

         Yes well then I guess I should paint the farm then, Asle says

         With everything, he says

         Yes, The Old House, The New House, The Barn and The Shed and The Boathouse and The Dock and The Rowboat, The Fjord too, not leave anything out, he says

         I’m really looking forward to seeing that picture, Mother says

         and she says that she’s been thinking about it for a long time but she hasn’t brought herself to ask him about it, because he’d been having a hard time since, Mother says and she breaks off and then there’s a long silence and Asle thinks why did Mother have to remind him about Sister again, about how she was gone so suddenly, how she just died, was just lying there dead in her bed one morning, yes, the thought of his sister Alida just lying there and dead he can’t take it 48

         Anyway, Mother says

         and Asle notices that Mother is about to start crying

         I have a good photo of the farm you can paint from, she says

         and Asle thinks that it’s too much, that Sister was gone so suddenly, and then Mother goes and gets a photo and hands it to Asle and it’s a good photo, it looks very nice, Asle thinks and Father says that he’s thought the same thing, that it’s really too bad that almost every home in Barmen, practically all of Stranda too before long, has a painting that Asle’s painted of their house hanging in the main room, while they, his parents, don’t, he says, because Asle still hasn’t painted a picture of his own childhood home, he says

         Yes yes, Asle says

         You really haven’t, Mother says

         So before you move out you need to paint one, she says

         and then they stand there silently and then Mother says yet again that his hair has grown so long now that it’s high time he gets it cut, it’s shameful, for him and for her and for Father, that he’s going around with that long hair, hanging straight down his back, it’s too awful, she says

         I don’t know how many times I’ve told you you need a haircut, she says

         And you don’t do it, she says

         But now that you’re starting at The Academic High School you’ll have to cut your hair, she says

         and she looks at Father and she says can’t he say something too

         Yes you need to cut your hair, Father says

         I’ve never seen a man or boy with such long hair, he says 49

         Me neither, Mother says

         and after that it’s silent and then Mother says that he doesn’t want to get confirmed and he doesn’t do his homework and he gets such bad marks that she’s sure he’ll end up on the waiting list to get into The Academic High School and on top of all that to run around with long hair hanging down his back, she says, yes, that shaggy brown mess, she says and again she says that Father should say something

         Yes you need to cut your hair, Father says

         and Asle thinks that he’s had enough of all this nagging, ever since he started growing his hair out and refusing to cut it Mother has been harping on at him, you have to cut it, you can’t go around looking like that, they’ll talk about you in town, no man in Barmen has ever had hair as long as yours, she said and Asle answered that he’ll wear his hair however he wants to, it’s his hair, and those curls Mother does her hair in look totally awful, that’s what he thinks, if you want to know the truth, but still he doesn’t go around saying over and over again that she has to get a new haircut, what if almost every single time he talked to Mother he said that she should go get a new haircut, he said, Asle thinks, but still he had to listen to her constant, never-ending nagging, she hardly ever talked to him without telling him he had to get a haircut, didn’t she ever think about anything else? was there not one single other thought in her head besides his needing to cut his hair? he thinks

         I don’t want to paint that picture, he says

         You don’t want to paint your very own childhood home, Mother says

         and then Asle just leaves the room and he thinks about the time when he was in primary school and Mother took him with her to a hair salon and when he went he had 50nice hair, a little long, and then The Hairdresser Lady cut almost all his hair off, she practically shaved him bald it was so short, and it was like both Mother and The Hairdresser Lady were glad they’d done it, yes, it was like cutting off all his hair gave them both a kind of evil pleasure, Asle thinks and the next day he didn’t want to go to school, he looked so horrible and humiliated that he was ashamed to go to school, it was totally awful how he looked, Asle thinks and he said he was sick and that he didn’t want to go to school but he went anyway, but he wore a hat pulled down over his ears, he thinks and no he doesn’t want to think about that anymore, Asle thinks, and no one was going to give him such a short haircut ever, ever again, that’s for sure, fucking never again, he thinks, and it was so horrible going to school the next day, Asle thinks and I look at the white road and then I see some snowflakes hit the windshield, one by one, snowflakes, then it starts snowing more and more and it gets even harder to see where the road is, and I have to drive even slower, but it’ll be much better after I get to Instefjord, or Øygna, where the woman Åsleik calls Sister but who’s actually named Guro lives, I think, because then I’ll be on the cleared main road that runs south to Bjørgvin, I think and I look at the falling snowflakes, and now they’re falling so thickly that you can’t tell one flake from the others, and I look at the white road and I see Asle sitting there on the floor of the main room in his house and he’s looking at a white canvas and he’s thinking that today they found Sister dead in bed and just now they’ve left and taken her away in an ambulance to get an autopsy, they say, because they need to cut Sister up to try to find out why she died so unexpectedly and suddenly and since it isn’t every day that someone dies all of a sudden so young they have to try to 51find the cause of death, they said and Asle sits and looks at the white canvas and he thinks that now, no, it can’t go on, he can’t anymore, he thinks, now it’s just, he thinks, now he doesn’t want to paint from photos anymore, he doesn’t want to paint any more rooms and barns in the sun with a flagpole flying the Norwegian flag, and birch trees in blossom, and a still blue Fjord, now he doesn’t want to paint house and home anymore, now he wants to paint just his own pictures, because his head is full of pictures, it’s a real torment, yes, pictures get lodged in his head all the time, not as things that have happened but like a kind of photograph, taken right there, right then, and he can kind of flip from one of the pictures in his head to another, it’s like he has a photo album in his head and the strangest things are there as pictures, like Grandpa’s black boots in the rain one time, one day, or Father stroking him on the head, just there, just then, or the light coming down from the sky over the Fjord, just there, just then, and now a whole bunch of pictures of Sister dead have lodged in there and it’s like they follow one another like a series of magic lantern slides in Asle’s head, one after the other, and he raises his hands to his eyes and pushes on his eyes but the pictures don’t go away, they just get stronger, and he takes his hands away from his eyes and now, he thinks, instead of painting pictures from photographs of house and home, yes, now he’ll paint away the pictures he has in his head, but he doesn’t want to paint them exactly how he sees them in his head before his eyes, because there’s something like a sorrow, a pain, tied to every one of those pictures, he thinks, but also a kind of peace, yes, that too, yes he’ll paint away all the pictures he has collected in his head, if he can, so that only the peace stays behind, Asle thinks and he looks and sees his sister Alida’s white face just 52there, just then, and he sees the stretcher halfway inside the ambulance, with Sister’s face covered, just there, just then and he looks at the white canvas and he thinks he’ll start painting the pictures he has in his head soon, he’ll paint them away, but he can’t manage to paint the worst of them, it’s too painful, it’s like they’re tearing him apart, everything he is, that’s how bad it is, but even the pictures that aren’t so hard have something about them, something sad, yes, a kind of grief, he thinks, but also a kind of peace, yes, that too, in addition to the pain, anyway there’s a kind of peace in the pictures he has lodged in his head of his sister Alida, Asle thinks and then he suddenly thinks that now, no, now he doesn’t want to see pictures anymore, he simply can’t deal with all these pictures, not the ones in his head and not the ones there on canvas, now he wants to be done with pictures, so now he doesn’t want to paint any more pictures, he wants to listen instead of seeing, yes, now he wants to listen to music, Asle thinks and he gets up and now it’s decided, he wants to play music, and he wants to play guitar, a guitar makes a lot of noise, he wants to play electric guitar, loud, with distortion, he wants to play loud loud loud, Asle thinks and I look at the white road there in front of me and now it’s stopped snowing, so it’s much easier to see where the road is, I think and I feel white and empty, and now I’ve driven all the way down along Sygne Fjord and I’m about halfway from Dylgja to Instefjord, I think, and I’m driving slow and steady, I think and I look at the white road and I see Asle there on his knees and the white canvas is on the floor in front of him and he’s thinking that he doesn’t want to see anymore, see all these pictures, he wants to hear now, he wants to hear the pictures away now, and for that to happen he has to make a lot of sound so he wants to buy an electric guitar, Asle 53thinks and I look at the white road and then I see a herd of deer standing in the middle of the road and I start driving even slower and the deer look at me and then they hop off, away from the road, but one is still standing there looking at me, and I think that I’ve seen a lot of deer, they’ve leaped right across the road many times, so it’s pure luck that I’ve never hit a deer in my car, I think, but I usually see deer after it’s dark or around sunrise or sunset, never during the day, but then again at this time of year it’s never really light out, not even during the day, I think and then I drive carefully closer to the deer that’s still there and then he too bounds away and I drive on and I look at the white road and I see Asle standing there on stage in the Youth Centre, his brown hair is hanging down in front of his face and hiding him, he is standing there bent over a black guitar that’s hanging on him and he’s playing all kinds of chords and Terje is on the drums playing everything he can play without any rhythm at all, it’s just noise, and Geir is thumping the bass strings totally at random and Olve’s standing there screaming and then he starts playing something kind of like a solo on his guitar and they all stop for a bit and then Olve calls out now they need to pull themselves together and play a real song, because what we just stopped playing was nothing but noise, he shouts, it’s no good just making noise like that, you need to be able to play one decent song, Olve says and then Geir says that we can’t play even one decent song but we’ll be a band anyway, he says and Terje says that we all play terribly, not one of us knows how to play, or actually Olve can play a little but no one else can, he says, so we might as well give up on the whole band, he says and Asle just stands there with his guitar on and says nothing

         And there’s Asle not saying anything, same as always, 54Terje says

         No, his hair’s too long for him to talk, Olve says

         And his name’s not Asle anymore, it’s Ales, he says

         Nope, quiet as usual, Geir says

         He doesn’t know how to talk, Olve says

         That must be why he never says anything, because he doesn’t know how, he says

         and Asle just stands there and he thinks it’s no good, he has tried as hard as he can to learn how to play the guitar but no matter how much he practises, no matter how much he tries, he’s never any good, and Olve had been nice to him, it was he who’d taught him the little he can play on the guitar, he drew little pictures of the chords and then Asle learned them, one by one, that was easy enough, but even just tuning the guitar was hard for him, and figuring out on his own which chord should come next in a song, no, he never managed to do that, so Olve always wrote it down for him, and when he tried to play a solo it was just a mess, he never managed to learn to play the guitar, Asle thinks, and actually Asle couldn’t stand Olve but to tell the truth Olve was the only reason they could do anything at all, without Olve they couldn’t play a single song, Asle thinks, and ever since he started playing guitar and joined this band he hadn’t painted a single painting, or drawn a single drawing, and the pictures in his head that he wanted to drive out with the loud noise hadn’t gone away, they just got stronger, so it’s not working, Asle thinks, because even if he’s just fourteen and, sure, has a lot of time ahead of him he’ll never be a good guitarist and it doesn’t make sense to keep trying something you can’t do, something you’ll never be able to do even sort of well, it’s not like with pictures, those he makes easily, like there’s nothing hard about it, but as for guitar playing, well, he’s just never going 55be able to do it, and if the pictures in his head are sort of stuck there and loud noise doesn’t make them go away then, yes, well, he’ll just have to try to paint them away, Asle thinks, because drawing and painting are things he can do, but he can’t play guitar, Asle thinks and then he takes off his guitar and puts it down leaning against the amp and Olve looks at him and asks him what he’s doing

         Why are you taking your guitar off in the middle of practice, Olve says

         I’ll never be able to play it, Asle says

         You’ve only just started, Olve says

         Yes, Asle says

         and then they just stand there and Terje and Geir don’t say anything

         You’ll get better, Olve says

         You’ve already gotten a lot better since we started our band, he says

         Maybe, Asle says

         Come on, try again, Olve says

         Pick up your guitar, he says

         and Asle just stands there and then Olve says that maybe they’ll take a break, if that’s all right with everybody, he says and both Terje and Geir say it’s fine with them and Olve says he has four bottles of beer with him, so now they can take a break and have a little beer, everyone always plays better after a little drink, he says and Geir asks where he got the beer from and Olve says his dad bought it for him

         You’ve got a nice dad, Terje says

         Yeah, Geir says

         Yes, he is nice, Olve says

         and then he says that his father is usually nice, after he’s been drinking too, but sometimes he gets so confused, yes, angry too in a way, he says and then he 56always talks about how he never should’ve started a family, that’s the kind of thing he says, you know, because he misses playing, travelling around and playing at dances, yeah, he really misses it, mostly the music, the playing itself, yes, but also the travelling, he says and then his mother always falls totally silent and she leaves the room, Olve says, and then he always tends to say that father can just start playing again, Olve says, and then his father says that he’s too old, he can’t bring himself to do it, there were several times he just couldn’t pick up his guitar even though he wanted to play, he says, and that’s why he gave Olve his guitar, and all the other equipment he has, and he taught Olve most of what Olve can do, and now Olve is already better than he ever was, both at singing and at playing guitar, his father says, Olve says, and then his father drinks more, first beer, and then he switches over to spirits and then his mother comes back in and says he mustn’t drink so much, and his father says he’ll have had enough soon and then he drinks even more and then he starts singing, and he sings beautifully, his father, and then his mother says he needs to come with her now, they need to go lie down, he has to go to work in the morning, she says and then his father usually goes with his mother, it’s only on Sundays and holidays that he keeps on drinking but then he can drink all day, yes, he starts in the morning and drinks till he goes to bed, and he drives to Stranda to buy beer even if he’s had a lot to drink, and if they’re out of spirits he drives to Bjørgvin to buy some, he buys as many bottles as he has money for, almost, Olve says, and today, yes, today he’d asked his father if he would buy a few bottles of beer for him to bring to practice and his father had said that both Olve and the other band members were too young, they were still going to middle school, so he couldn’t buy beer 57for them, no, it wasn’t allowed, Olve says his father said, but then, after a while, he said he was going to drive to Stranda and buy a few bottles for himself and he could buy four bottles that Olve could bring to practice, one for each of us, no more than that, because playing music without having had a drink was never the same, that’s what he said, so it was kind of good for them to learn that right away, but it was important not to drink too much, because then you played terribly, and that’s why it was dangerous, there’ve been a lot of musicians both in the past and today who drank themselves to death, so you had to be careful, his father said, Olve says and then before he had to leave for the bus to practice his father gave him a shopping bag with four bottles of beer, he says, and now, yes, now they’ll sit backstage and drink one bottle each and then everything’ll feel better, for you too, he says to Asle

         Maybe, Asle says

         and he sees Terje get up and stand next to his drum set and Geir has put the bass down against his amp and Olve is already walking to the back of the stage

         Come on, Geir says

         and Asle goes over to Geir and then they and Terje go sit down on some chairs backstage, and then Olve comes and hands them each a bottle and then he opens his own and passes the opener and they all open their bottles in turn and then Olve raises his bottle and says cheers and Terje and Geir and Asle raise theirs and say cheers and Olve says that now, yes, now they’re real musicians, now they should drink and then they’ll try to play through the songs they know, there are five songs they sort of know anyway, and three songs they know really well, Olve says, but up till today it’s all been a total mess, he says and they drink and Asle has had beer before but not 58too many times, and he doesn’t think it tastes bad but it’s not exactly good either, he thinks, and then they just sit there and don’t say anything, just sip their beer, sip by sip, and then Olve says that beer really doesn’t taste so good but it works, he says and then he takes out a tobacco pouch and he rolls himself a cigarette and he passes the tobacco pouch around to everyone else and they each roll a cigarette and Asle thinks that he’s already smoked lots of times, and he likes that, yes, from the very first time he smoked a cigarette in The Boathouse at home with Per Olav he liked smoking, and he smoked the whole pack of cigarettes Per Olav had given him and he’d hidden in The Boathouse, he’d gone down there to smoke, Asle thinks and he thinks that someday he’ll be old enough to go buy a packet of tobacco and cigarette papers and matches for himself at The Co-op Store, and then he’ll hide them on a beam in The Boathouse, and he thinks that he’s looking forward to being old enough to buy cigarettes, he thinks and he knows that some people get sick and throw up and stuff like that the first time they smoke but it wasn’t like that with him, it just tingled a little in his body, in a good way, and he felt calmer, so he’s going to be a smoker, as soon as he’s old enough to buy tobacco for himself that’s what he’s going to do, Asle thinks and Olve passes around a cigarette lighter and Asle lights his cigarette and he sucks the smoke into his mouth and then he takes a real pull and he feels a sense of wellbeing spread through his body and then he sits there and smokes and there’s a mug that they use as an ashtray sitting on the floor between them and Asle smokes and takes a sip of beer now and then and Olve says it’ll be fine, they can’t give up now, Asle is turning into a good rhythm guitarist, or good enough anyway, he just needs to practise more, Olve says and the others 59say they all think so too, and Terje says that he plays the drums even worse than Asle plays guitar and Geir says that his bass playing isn’t anything to write home about either, no, he says and Olve says that it’ll be fine, and actually he’s already talked to the guy in charge of the Barmen Youth Group and he’d said that they might be interested in having them play at the dance, so once they learn enough songs they should just tell him, the guy in charge said, Olve says, and then, once they get some gigs, they’ll start to make a little money too, but pretty much the first money they make they’ll have to use to pay his father for the mikes and speakers, because his father hadn’t given them the equipment for good, he’d only said they could borrow it and then pay for it after they’d brought in a few kroner playing, his father had said, Olve says, and Terje says of course, obviously they need to pay for the sound system as soon as they can, but then, after a while, they can split the money they make playing at dances among themselves, it’ll be a few kroner each, he says, and then they’ll be getting girls too, Olve says, because girls are always crazy about musicians, that’s how it’s always been, he says, they used to go crazy for Hardanger fiddle players and then it was accordion players and now it’s for guys in a band, Olve says and in fact that’s how his father and mother met, yes, his father was playing at a dance once, and they’re still in love with each other even after all these years, Olve says

         Everything’ll be fine, he says

         and Asle thinks that maybe it won’t be so bad, and maybe he isn’t such a terrible player, not much worse than the others anyway, and of course he can get better, even if he never gets really good, but he doesn’t really need to, he just needs to get good enough that his 60playing is passable, he thinks, and it is good when he smokes, he likes smoking, and it’s good with beer too, yes, he thinks, beer doesn’t taste great but it does good things to you, he thinks and Olve says it’ll be fine and they each smoke their rolled cigarette to the end and finish their bottle of beer and then Olve says that now they’ll try to get through the songs they know, more or less, he says, and it won’t be long before they’ll be playing their first dance, he says and then they get up and go over to their instruments and Asle drapes the guitar over his shoulder and then Olve says one two three and then they start and it doesn’t sound so bad and then they play through the other two songs they’ve more or less learned how to play, and those don’t sound so bad either, and Olve says that a little beer sure helped and then Terje starts pounding away like wild on the drums and cymbals and Geir thumps like wild on the bass and Asle thinks no, this isn’t right, he doesn’t want to play guitar anymore, it’s the wrong thing, the noise won’t get rid of the pictures he has in his head, it only makes them worse, he thinks, so he wants to stop, he can’t do it anymore, he should paint now, he should be where it’s quiet now, in the silence, where he’ll paint away the pictures he has lodged in his head and he’ll neither make noise playing the guitar nor paint from photographs of houses and barns, people’s homes, he’ll paint his own pictures, Asle thinks and then he takes his guitar off and puts it down leaning it against the amp and he turns off the amp and then he gets down off the stage in the Youth Centre in Barmen, and it was he who’d gone to the guy in charge of the Barmen Youth Group and asked if they could practise in the Youth Centre, and they’d been given permission to, Asle thinks and then he stops in the middle of the room and stands there and looks at the other three 61still standing on stage and behind them someone has painted a set, a scene of a farming village with a high cliff and a blue fjord and blossoming birch trees, it’s still there from a play that was put on in the Youth Centre in Barmen sometime or another, a long time ago, Asle thinks, and then he hears Olve yell into the microphone and ask where he’s going? and Asle just stands there in the middle of the room and looks at the stage set

         Are you leaving? Terje says

         and Asle doesn’t answer

         What are you doing? Geir says

         and Asle doesn’t answer

         Answer goddammit, Olve yells

         and he yells it into the microphone so that it booms throughout the whole auditorium and Asle turns around and starts walking towards the door to the hall and Terje shouts after him and says he can’t leave, they’ve just started practice, where’s he going? what’s wrong with him? Terje calls and then Asle turns around and he sees Terje walking up to him and Asle stops and he stands there waiting for Terje

         You’re not leaving, are you? Terje says

         I am, Asle says

         and then Geir takes his bass off and he too comes down off the stage and over to Asle

         You’re just leaving, Geir says

         Yes, I can’t play, Asle says

         I’m not going to play guitar anymore, he says

         and Olve yells into the mike you can’t fucking quit, I won’t fucking let you, he yells

         You’re at least as good as the rest of us, Geir says

         No I’m not, Asle says

         We need you, Terje says

         We need two guitars, he says

         62and then Olve yells into the mike that it’s just fucking wrong to act like that, now that they’ve started a band, found bandmates, and they talked during every single breaktime at school about how they should start a band as soon as they got instruments and the other equipment they needed and found a place to practise, and now they have everything all set up and Asle is going to bail just like that, and it’s extra shitty since he was the one who started talking about starting a band in the first place, yes, extra shitty, Olve yells into the microphone and it booms and echoes through the auditorium and then Olve bangs the pick as hard as he can across the open strings of his guitar and screams no fuck no into the mike so that it booms and resounds through the auditorium, yes, it echoes through the whole Barmen Youth Centre, and then Olve takes his guitar off and then he gets down off the stage and comes walking over and he stops right in front of Asle

         You can’t fucking do this, he says

         You got us to start this band and now you’re just leaving? he says

         and he grabs Asle’s shoulder and shakes it hard

         It was you who wanted us to start a band, he says

         and he holds Asle’s shoulder tight as Asle just stands there and doesn’t know what to say, he just knows that he doesn’t want to play guitar anymore, he thinks

         We can’t play without a rhythm guitarist, Olve says

         and Asle doesn’t say anything

         Say something for fuck’s sake, Olve says

         and Asle still doesn’t say anything

         You’re not serious? Geir says

         You’ll ruin the whole band, he says

         and Asle says that he doesn’t want to play guitar anymore and again Olve shakes him back and forth 63

         You can’t just ruin the whole band like that, Geir says

         and then they stand there, all four of them, and they don’t say anything and then Terje asks what he’s going to do instead of playing guitar and Asle says he’s going to start painting pictures again, because that’s something he can do, he says

         Yeah just fucking go home and paint more of those goddamn barns, Terje says

         Just keep on doing your paintings, he says

         Pictures of goddamn houses, pictures of goddamn barns, he says

         Or maybe you’re going to go suck The Bald Man’s dick? Olve says

         and then it’s suddenly quiet for a moment and then Geir says Asle can’t just leave, they’ve been talking about starting a band for so long, every single breaktime for a long time they’d talk about it, and it was Asle who came up with the idea, and then the others went along with it, and now they’d gotten all the equipment, everything they needed, and gotten permission to practise in the Barmen Youth Centre, yes, everything had worked out and now he was just going to leave? Terje says

         And it was me who did almost everything else, Olve says

         Sound system, mikes, microphone stands, yeah, who was the one who got all of that together? he says, it was him wasn’t it, Olve, and that was because it was all sitting up in the attic at home since his father had played in a band once upon a time, he’d been a guitarist and singer in a band before he got married and since then his father always said that girls had broken up a lot of bands, and he’d thought about that a lot, Olve says, but for a band, a whole band, to be destroyed just because one person didn’t feel like being in it anymore and just 64left, no, no way, he says
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