
   [image: Cover: Melancholy I-II by Jon Fosse]


   
      
         
            
                

            

            
                

            

            3Praise for Septology

            
                

            

            ‘Jon Fosse is a major European writer.’

            — Karl Ove Knausgaard, author of My Struggle

            
                

            

            ‘[R]eading Fosse … what threatens to be heavy proves lightsome. You put on your boots to wade through the mud and find yourself floating along…. Searls is to Fosse what Anthea Bell is to W. G. Sebald, the best possible intermediary.’

            — Blake Morrison, London Review of Books

            
                

            

            ‘Translated with astonishing grace by Damion Searls … so transcendent that not only is it my best book of the year 2022, it ties 2666 by Roberto Bolaño as my favourite book from the twenty-first century.’

            — Lauren Groff, LitHub

            
                

            

            ‘Fosse’s portrait of memory remarkably refuses. It will not be other than: indellible as paint, trivial as nail clippings, wound like damp string. This book reaches out of its frame like a hand.’

            — Jesse Ball, author of Census

            
                

            

            ‘A deeply moving experience. At times while reading the first two books of Septology, I walked around in a fugue-like state, wondering what it was that I was reading, exactly. A parable? A gospel? A novel bereft of the usual markings of plot, time, and character? The answer appeared to be all of the above, but although I usually balk at anything mystical, the effect was haunting and cumulative…. I hesitate to compare the experience of reading these works to the act of meditation. But that is the closest I can come to describing how something in the critical self is shed in the process of reading Fosse, only to be replaced by something more primal. A mood. An atmosphere. The sound of words moving on a page.’

            — Ruth Margalit, New York Review of Books

            
                

            

            ‘Septology feels momentous.’

            — Catherine Taylor, Guardian

            
                

            

            ‘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.’

            — Hari Kunzru, author of White Tears

            
                

            

            ‘Having read the Norwegian writer Jon Fosse’s Septology, an extraordinary seven-novel sequence about an old man’s recursive reckoning with the braided realities of God, art, identity, family life and human life itself, I’ve come into awe and reverence myself for idiosyncratic forms of immense metaphysical fortitude.’

            — Randy Boyagoda, New York Times

            
                

            

            ‘[P]alpable in this book is the way that the writing is meant to replicate the pulse and repetitive phrasing of liturgical prayer. Asle is a Catholic convert and, in Damion Searls’s liquid translation, his thoughts are rendered in long run-on sentences whose metronomic cadences conjure the intake and outtake of breath, or the reflexive motions of fingers telling a rosary. These unique books ask you to engage with the senses rather than the mind, and their aim is to bring about the momentary dissolution of the self.’

            — Sam Sacks, Wall Street Journal

            
                

            

            ‘The translation by Damion Searls is deserving of special recognition. His rendering of this remarkable single run-on sentence over three volumes is flawless. The rhythms, the shifts in pace, the nuances in tone are all conveyed with masterful understatement. The Septology series is among the highlights of my reading life.’

            — Rónán Hession, Irish Times

            
                

            

            ‘Fosse intuitively — and with great artistry — conveys … a sense of wonder at the unfathomable miracle of life, even in its bleakest and loneliest moments.’

            — Bryan Karetnyk, Financial Times

            
                

            

            Praise for Aliss at the Fire

            
                

            

            ‘Jon Fosse has managed, like few others, to carve out a literary form of his own.’

            — Nordic Council Literary Prize

            
                

            

            ‘Like Faulkner’s best works, Aliss at the Fire is about the inescapability of the past and how history reverberates mysteriously across generations. Through voices and narratives that are constantly interrupting and interfering with one another, Fosse captures the grief – and love – that can never be put into words.’

            — Alex Shepherd, The Atlantic

            
                

            

            ‘It is some measure of Fosse’s talents that he manages to weave such a compelling narrative from a largely static setting … there is something quietly dramatic about Fosse’s meandering and rhythmic prose, aided by Damion Searls’s limber translation, which has a strangely mesmerising effect. … [A]n intense reading experience.’

            — Lucy Popescu, Independent
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            DÜSSELDORF, AFTERNOON, LATE AUTUMN, 1853:

         

         I am lying in bed, dressed in my purple velvet suit, my beautiful, beautiful suit, and I don’t want to meet with Hans Gude. I don’t want to hear Hans Gude say he doesn’t like my painting. I just want to stay in bed. Today I can’t bear to see Hans Gude. Because what if Hans Gude doesn’t like the picture I’m painting, what if he thinks it’s bad, embarrassingly bad, what if it makes him think that I can’t paint after all, what if Hans Gude runs his thin fingers through his beard and looks straight at me with his narrow eyes and says that I can’t paint, that I have no business at the Düsseldorf Academy of Art, or any other Academy of Art either as far as he’s concerned, what if Hans Gude says I will never be a painter. I can’t let Hans Gude tell me that. I have to just stay in bed, because Hans Gude is coming to the studio today, the studio in the attic where we stand in perfect rows and columns and we paint, and he’ll go from painting to painting and say what he thinks of each one and then he’ll look at my painting too and say something about it. I don’t want to see Hans Gude. Because I can paint. And Gude can paint. And Tidemann can paint. I can paint. No one can paint like me, just Gude. Tidemann too. And today Gude will look at my painting, but I won’t be there, I’ll be lying in bed, staring straight ahead, at the window, I want to just lie on my bed in my purple suit, my beautiful, beautiful suit, just lie here and listen to the sounds from the street. I don’t want to go to the studio. I just want to lie in bed. I don’t want to see Hans Gude. I am lying on the bed, legs crossed, lying on the bed fully dressed in my purple velvet suit. I am staring straight ahead. I’m not going into the studio today. And in another room here in the apartment 14 is my darling Helene, maybe in her bedroom, maybe in the living room. My darling Helene is in the apartment too. I dragged my bags through the hall and Mrs Winckelmann showed me the room and said that I would live here. And she asked whether I liked the room and I nodded because it was really a very, very nice room, I’ve probably never stayed in such a nice room in my life. And then, there was Helene. Standing there in her white dress. With her pale hair, wavy even though it was tightly pinned up, Helene stood there, stood there with her little mouth above her small chin. Helene stood there with her great big eyes. Helene stood there and beamed at me with her eyes. My darling Helene. I am lying on the bed in my room and somewhere in this very apartment Helene is walking around with her beautiful sparkling eyes. I lie on the bed, I listen, can I maybe hear her footsteps? Or maybe Helene isn’t in the apartment? And your goddamned uncle, Helene. Helene, can you hear me? That goddamned Mr Winckelmann. I was just lying here in bed in my purple velvet suit and there was a knock on my door, I was lying in bed in my purple suit and didn’t even have time to get up and then the door opened and there in the doorway stood Mr Winckelmann, his black beard, those black eyes, that fat belly tightly stuffed into his waistcoat. And Mr Winckelmann just looked at me and didn’t say a word. I got out of bed, stood up, walked across the room. Went up to Mr Winckelmann and held out my hand to him, but he didn’t take my hand. I stood there and held out my hand to Mr Winckelmann but he didn’t take it. I looked down at the floor. And Mr Winckelmann said that he was Mrs Winckelmann’s brother, Mr Winckelmann. And he looked at me with his black eyes. And then he just turned around and left, and shut the door behind him. Your uncle, Helene. I am lying in bed in my purple velvet 15 suit and listening, can I hear you? your footsteps? your breath? can I hear your breath? I’m lying in my room on the bed, fully dressed, legs crossed, and I’m listening, can I hear your footsteps? are you here in the apartment? And my pipe is lying on the nightstand. Where are you, Helene? I take the pipe from the nightstand. I light the pipe. I lie on the bed in my suit, my purple velvet suit, and smoke my pipe. Today Hans Gude will look at the picture I’m painting but I’m afraid to hear what he says about it, I would rather lie in bed and listen for you, Helene. I don’t want to leave the house. Because now I’m a painter. Now I am Lars Hertervig, the painter, studying in Düsseldorf, a student of the famous Hans Gude. I am renting a room on Jägerhofstrasse at the Winckelmanns’. I’m not a bad person. I’m the young man from Stavanger, yes, the young man from Stavanger in Düsseldorf! where he’s learning to be a painter. I have fancy clothes now, a purple velvet suit I was given, now I’m a painter, me, yes me, just a kid, the street kid, the Quaker’s son, the poor kid, the apprentice house painter, me, now they’ve sent me to Germany, to the Academy of Art in Düsseldorf, Hans Gabriel Buchholdt Sundt himself has sent me to Germany, to the Academy of Art in Düsseldorf, so that I, Lars Hertervig, can study to be a painter, a landscape painter. Now I am studying the art of painting, and Hans Gude himself is my teacher. And I can really paint. Other than that maybe I can’t do much, but paint, that I can do. I can paint, but almost none of the other students can. And Gude can paint. And today Hans Gude will look at my picture and tell me whether he likes it or not, what’s good about it and what’s bad about it, that’s what he’ll tell me. And then standing all around me in the studio will be all the other painters, who can’t paint, and they’ll look at each other and they’ll whisper and nod. They’ll also hear 16 what Gude says. First Gude will just stand there and mutter and say hmm and hmmhmm and then he’ll look at me with his thin eyes and say that I can’t paint and I have to go back where I came from, there’s no reason for me to study any more because I simply can’t paint, that’s probably what Hans Gude will say. I can’t be a landscape painter after all. Hans Gude. Today Hans Gude will look at my painting. Then I’ll have to go back home and be just a house painter again, nothing more. But I really want to paint the most beautiful pictures, and no one can paint like me. Because I can paint. But the other students, they can’t. They just stand there, they grin and they nod at each other and laugh. They can’t paint. I lie in bed and smoke my pipe. And now piano music. I hear piano music. I hear piano music from the living room of the big apartment where I rented a room, I am lying in bed in my purple velvet suit, the beautiful, beautiful velvet suit, I am lying here, pipe in my mouth, Lars Hertervig, the painter, is lying here on his bed, hardly an insignificant man, and as I lie here I hear piano music. I hear clear and beautiful music, lightly moving back and forth. I lie on the bed and hear my darling Helene at the piano. For it must be my darling Helene playing the piano. The most beautiful piano music. I am hardly an insignificant man and now Helene is playing the piano. And actually, my darling Helene is playing for me. Because it’s true, Helene Winckelmann and Lars from Hattarvåg are in love. They’ve told each other so, yes, they’ve said that they’re in love, we’re in love, they said. And she, Helene Winckelmann, showed him her hair. Helene Winckelmann with her pale blue eyes, with her long hair, flowing over her shoulders when it falls free and isn’t pinned up like it usually is, but he! but Lars from Hattarvåg! he has seen her hair loose! He has seen how her eyes sparkle. He 17 has seen her hair when it was falling free over her shoulders. Because Helene Winckelmann let her hair down for him, she showed him her freely falling hair. Helene Winckelmann stood in his room and let her hair down for him. Helene Winckelmann stood there with her back to him, in front of the window, she brought her hands up to her hair and then let her hair down. And the hair flowed down her back. And he, Lars from Hattarvåg, he, Lars from the bay with the little islands crowded together, the little islands that look like hats, that’s why its name is Hattarvåg, the Bay of Hats, and that’s why his name is Hattarvåg or Hertervig, he, Lars from the bay where there are little islands that look like hats, a bay on a little island way up north in the world, in the country of Norway, he, from a little island that’s called Borgøya, he, Lars Hertervig, got to sit in the chair in the room he is renting while he’s a student at the Academy of Art in Düsseldorf and see Helene Winckelmann stand in front of the window with her hair hanging free down over her back. And then Helene Winckelmann slowly turned towards him. And then Helene Winckelmann stood there and looked at him, with hair falling down from the centre part over a small round face with pale blue eyes, with a small little mouth, a small chin. With eyes that shined. Hair flowing below her shoulders. Pale, flowing hair. And then a smile on her mouth. And then her eyes, that opened towards him. And out from her eyes came the brightest light he had ever seen. The light from her eyes. Never had he seen such light. And then he, Lars from Hattarvåg, stood up. And Lars from Hattarvåg stood there, in his purple suit, made of velvet, he, Lars from Hattarvåg, stood with his arms hanging straight down and he looked at the hair and the eyes and the mouth there in front of him, he just stood there, and then it was 18 as if the light from her eyes surrounded him, like warmth, no, not like warmth! no, not like warmth, like light! yes, the light from her eyes surrounded him like light all around him! and in this light he was someone different from who he had been, he was not Lars from Hattarvåg any more, he was someone else, all his anxiety, all his fears, everything he lacked and that always filled him with anxiety, everything he longed for was as if fulfilled by the light from Helene Winckelmann’s eyes and he was calm, he was fulfilled, and he stood there, with his arms hanging straight down at his sides, and then, without meaning to, without thinking, without anything, he just walked up to Helene Winckelmann and it was like he entirely disappeared into her light, the light all around her, and he felt calm like he had never felt before, so unbelievably calm he felt, and he lay his arms around her and he pressed himself against her. He, Lars from Hattarvåg, stands with his arms around Helene Winckelmann and he is so calm, filled by something, he doesn’t know what. Lars Hertervig is where Helene Winckelmann is. And he is no longer himself, he is where she is. He is in something, he doesn’t know what. He is where she is. He holds her in his arms, and then she puts her arms around him. And he presses his face down into her hair, into her shoulder. He is standing in something he’s never stood in before, he doesn’t know what that something is, and he, the landscape painter Lars Hertervig, has no idea what it is he’s standing in, but then it hits him, and then he knows it, then he knows that he’s standing in something his pictures are aiming at, something that’s in his pictures when he paints at his best, that’s what he’s standing in now, he knows it, because he’s already been close to what he is standing in now, but he’s never been in it before, like he is now, he’s never been where he, where the painter Lars Hertervig, is, standing 19 and breathing through Helene Winckelmann’s hair. And he stays standing there, in her light, in something that fills him. And he can’t remember, lying there in bed, how long he stayed standing with his arms around her, around his darling darling Helene, but it was probably a long time, maybe almost an hour that he stood there, and now he is lying in bed in his purple velvet suit and hearing the most beautiful piano music. And my darling Helene is playing the piano. And I, Lars from Hattarvåg, saw Helene let down her beautiful hair, I saw her stand there in front of the window in my room and I saw her pale hair flowing down over her shoulders. And I saw the light from her eyes. I stood in her light. I walked into her light. Stood up from the chair and went to stand in front of her, stood in her light and was calm, for a long time I stood in her light, stood there with my arms around her, my face pressed into her shoulder, and breathed through her hair, until Helene whispered that she had to go now because her mother was coming home soon, I stood there for such a long time and breathed through her hair and I’m lying in bed, in my purple velvet suit, and I hear piano music coming from the living room where my darling Helene is sitting and playing. And I saw your hair, my darling Helene. I saw you in front of the window and you let down your hair. And I stood up from the chair, I went over to you, I put my arms around you. I stood there and breathed through your hair. And I whispered in your ear that now we’re in love? And you whispered in my ear yes, yes, now we’re in love. And we stood there. And then we heard a door open and close again. And we let go of each other. And then we stood there, in a light which contracted, then vanished. Your hair turned different. And then we heard footsteps in the hall. And you said that now your mother was home and you had to get out of here, 20 you had to hurry, but first you had to fix your hair, you said, and you smiled at me. Because if you’re not in the living room your mother will come here, here to this room, and knock on the door. You said you had to go right away. And I saw how you went to the door, went out into the hall and you shut the door behind you and I heard you walk down the hall and I heard you shout hello Mother, here, here I am Mother, back already? you shouted. I went to the bed and lay down. I lay on the bed and looked at the window, where you had just been standing. I saw you in front of me, there you stood in front of the window. You stood there with your hair. And then there was a knock on the door. I hadn’t even got out of bed and your uncle was already standing in the doorway. Mr Winckelmann. The black beard, the black eyes. I got out of bed. He said his name, Mr Winckelmann. I held out my hand but he didn’t take it, he just turned around, closed the door, and left. I am lying in bed in my purple velvet suit and I hear the most beautiful piano music. I hear you playing piano in the living room. I am the young Norwegian painter, Lars Hertervig, one of the greatest talents in contemporary Norwegian art, that’s what I am! because I am a great talent. I can really paint. And I’m afraid to hear what Gude says about my picture. Because really, can I paint? I can, it must be true, right? Is there anyone better at painting than me? Maybe I’m even better at painting than Gude, and that’s why Gude wants to tell me I can’t paint? Gude is going to tell me I can’t paint and so I have to go back to Stavanger, I have no business at the Academy of Art, neither this Academy of Art nor any other, that’s what he’ll say, so, he’ll say, I should paint doors, not pictures. Today Gude will see my picture and say what he thinks of it but I don’t want to hear what he thinks. Because he definitely won’t like my painting. I 21 know he won’t. I don’t want to know what Gude thinks of my painting. I am lying in bed and I don’t want to know what Gude thinks of my painting because I’m feeling good right now, I can hear you playing the piano, my darling Helene, and you play so beautifully. The most beautiful piano music. From the living room all the way to my room, the most beautiful piano music is ringing out. I smoke my pipe. And I hear you stop playing, the last tones dissolving like smoke into the air and the light. I hear a door open, I hear footsteps in the hall. And maybe you’re coming to me? Maybe you’re coming to me, you want to show me your hair? Maybe you want to let down your hair and stand in front of the window with your hair let down, in front of me, so indescribably beautiful? Or is it your uncle coming again? Is your uncle coming to throw me out? Will he stand there in the doorway again with his black beard and his black eyes, will your uncle stand there again and look down at me? Is your uncle going to knock on the door and just look at me and not say a word and then say that he is Mr Winckelmann, just that, nothing else? And then will he say that I have to leave, that I can’t stay here any more, I have to get out? I hear footsteps in the hall and they are soft, quiet. And I know they’re your footsteps I hear in the hall. Now your footsteps are coming down the hall. I sit up on the edge of the bed. I sit there and look at the door. I hear the footsteps stop in front of the door. And then I hear a knock. I hear you knock, because it must be you. It can’t be anyone else knocking? And I have to say come in, have to say that you can come right in.

         Come in! I say.

         And I look at the door, I see how it opens, slowly the door opens. And I know that now you’re about to come in. Now you come in. And I see your face, your little face, 22 you stand there and look in at me and smile at me! and then you open the door a little wider and your hair is so pale around your face. Your big, sparkling eyes. And there is something about your face, something about your eyes. I see how you open the door all the way, there you stand in the doorway in your white dress. And suddenly you look down. You look down, then up again, at me, at me on the edge of the bed. I look at you, I smile. You don’t look at me, you look away and there is something about your face, about your eyes.

         Aren’t you coming in? I say.

         And I see you nod. And then you shut the door behind you. And I see you standing in front of the closed door, how beautiful you are. And you look down. And I see you walk through the room, to the chair. And there is something in your face, in your eyes. There is something about you. You sit down on the chair. And what is it in your face? In your eyes?

         Did you hear me playing? you say.

         Yes, I say.

         And again you just sit there and look down.

         And you played so beautifully, I say.

         Beethoven, you say.

         Oh, yes, Beethoven, I say.

         And I look at you, you are sitting there so beautiful on the chair and looking down. And I can’t very well say that I never heard piano music before I came to this apartment, there weren’t any pianos on Borgøya after all, none in Stavanger either, as far as I know, actually Hans Gabriel Buchholdt Sundt probably had one, and Kielland had a piano too, obviously, or a pianoforte I think he called it, maybe there were pianos in other houses too, but I never once heard piano music before I heard you play, but I can’t very well tell you that sitting here on the 23 edge of the bed and look down at the floor in front of me and now what I want most of all is to see you stand up and then you will stand there with your back swaying gently, in your white dress, with your softly rounded chest, you will stand there and then you will let down your hair. And your hair will stream down over your shoulders. You will stand there and look off to the side, down at the floor, and then I’ll stand up, I’ll walk over to you and then I’ll put my arms around you, press you to me, then I’ll stand there and hold you tight, press you to me, all I want is to stand there and press you to me and breathe through your hair. All I want is to stand there. Stand there and press you to me. And then you’ll put your arms around me and then we’ll stand there. We’ll just stand there. Stand there quietly, stand right next to each other, stand there right up next to each other.

         There’s something I have to tell you, you say.

         And we look at each other and then we both look down and now you have to just tell me what this is about.

         My uncle, you say. My uncle said you have to move out.

         Are you also saying I have to move out? And why do I have to move out? Don’t you want me to stay here any more? Why don’t you want me to stay here?

         Your uncle? I say, and I look at you.

         He said you have to move out, you say.

         And I haven’t lived here long. In fact I just moved in. And now I have to move out. And I’ve paid, after all, I have money, the rent is paid.

         But I’ve paid the rent, I say.

         It’s not that, you say. Uncle told Mother you have to leave, and Mother said it’s probably better that way. I don’t know why, but that’s what happened. I thought it was better to tell you myself.

         I have to move out. And Helene, of course she’ll stay 24 here. And I’ll probably never see Helene again. Because I have to move out. Your uncle said I have to move out, your mother said she agrees, and so now I have to just move out. And where am I supposed to live now? Am I supposed to sleep in the studio? I can sleep in the open too, if I have to, but I’ll never see Helene again. I’ll never see Helene again.

         Will I ever see you again then? I say.

         And I shouldn’t have said that. Because Helene, she probably can’t see me, she’s too young to see me? She’s only fifteen after all, maybe sixteen, I don’t even know how old she is, I, I don’t know anything. But I want so much to see Helene again. And I stand up, walk over to Helene sitting on the chair. I go and stand in front of her. Because Helene doesn’t even want to see me, maybe she’s the one who wants me to move out, maybe she’s only saying that it’s her uncle who wants it, Mr Winckelmann, but maybe it’s Helene who wants me to move out? I stand there and look at Helene, she sits there and looks down. Maybe she wants me to move out? I have to ask Helene whether she wants me to move out.

         Do you want me to move out? I say.

         And Helene shakes her head. Maybe she’s only saying that she doesn’t want me to move out? She can hardly say anything else after all, but she’s also said that we’re in love, and now she wants me to move out. I look at her.

         You don’t want me to move out?

         Helene shakes her head. And maybe Helene doesn’t want me to move out? Maybe her uncle wants it? But he didn’t tell me, did he, her mother didn’t say that I have to move out either, only Helene is saying it. Helene is saying that her uncle says I have to move out. And Helene wants me to move out and never see her again.

         Why does your uncle want me to move out? 25

         I am looking at you, my darling Helene. I stand in front of you, I look at you, you sit on the chair and don’t answer, you just sit there and look down at the floor in front of you.

         Did your uncle say that last night? I say.

         And you sit there and look down, and nod slightly.

         Did I do something wrong? I say.

         And you sit there and look down.

         But we’re in love, aren’t we? I say. Aren’t we? We’re in love? And you have to see me, even if I don’t live here any more? I can come see you, we can meet on the street, anywhere.

         I put my hand on your shoulder. And you just sit there, you look down at the floor. And I stand there, in front of my darling Helene, and I have my hand on her shoulder. And I see your chest rise and fall. I see your breasts under the white dress. And now you want me to move out, you want me never to see you again. But you’re my girlfriend. I want to see your breasts. You can’t just tell me I’m supposed to move out. I let my hand slide down your shoulder, onto your breast. I stand there and hold my hand on your round breast. I feel your breast rise and fall. And I’m not allowed to touch your breast like that. I hold my hand on one of your breasts. You take your hand, put it on the back of my hand, take my hand away from your breast.

         That must be why, you say.

         I stand in front of you, my hand hangs at my side, you hold my hand tight.

         You want me to move out, I say.

         And I see you shake your head and you let my hand go.

         Helene! I say.

         And I know that this is the first time I’ve said your name to you, I’ve said it to myself lots of times, again and again I’ve said your name to myself, Helene, Helene, 26 Helene, I’ve said, but never have I said it to you, never to anyone else either. And now I’m saying your name, and so I have to say your name over and over.

         Helene, Helene, I say.

         Yes Lars, you say.

         And you look me straight in the eyes. And then you smile at me. I smile at you.

         Me and you, I say.

         And I take my hand and gently stroke your cheek with my fingers.

         Me and you, you say.

         And you look up, at me. You laugh.

         Me and you, I say.

         Me and you, you say.

         And then we smile at each other, I take your hand and I hold it softly in mine.

         We’re in love, I say. You and me, we’re in love.

         Me and you, you say.

         And we look into each other’s eyes, we smile at each other. And I put my arm around your shoulder, take you with me across the room. We sit on the edge of the bed.

         You have to see me, I say.

         Yes, you say.

         And why does your uncle want me to move out? I say.

         And you don’t answer. So it’s probably you who wants me to move out after all, not your uncle? But you don’t want me to move out.

         Why do I have to move out? I say.

         I don’t know, you say.

         Yes you do, I say.

         You mustn’t say that! you say.

         I look at the floor. I said that you know why your uncle wants me to move out and you say that I mustn’t say that, mustn’t say that you know, you say it angrily, that I mustn’t 27 say such a thing. And so I probably mustn’t, if you tell me not to. I have to just be here, sit here, I have to just sit here and hear you get angry because I’m asking you why I’m supposed to move out, I have to move out because your uncle wants me to move out but really it’s you, you, Helene, who wants me to move out, and you’re just saying your uncle wants it but really it’s you yourself who wants it. Why do you want me to move out? Why? I have to ask you why you want me to move out! I can already tell that you want me to move out but why do you want it? Why?

         Why do you want me to move out? I say.

         It’s my uncle who said it, you say.

         But you want it too?

         It’s not up to me.

         Still, I say, and I grab your shoulder tighter.

         Don’t, you say.

         Why do you want me to move out?

         My uncle, you say.

         I let my hand slide down from your shoulder, onto your breast.

         No, you say.

         I push two fingers between the buttons of your dress. I squeeze your nipple between my fingers.

         Why do I have to move out? I say.

         No, stop it, you say.

         Tell me, I say.

         My uncle, you say.

         And I hear you breathe faster.

         Your uncle, your uncle, I say. Are you his girlfriend too? Does he touch your breast too?

         No, you’re crazy, let me go, you say.

         And I take my hand away. I stand up. I stand there and look at you, your pale eyes are empty, your cheeks are flushed. 28

         I only wanted to tell you, you say.

         And you stand up. I see you stand in front of me. I hug you, press you to me. I put my hand down on your ass, press my hand against your ass. I press against you.

         Your uncle, I say.

         You’re crazy, you say.

         I pull you to me hard.

         Let me go!

         I put my mouth to your cheek, press my wet lips against your cheek.

         You’re crazy, you say.

         And I let go of you.

         I have to go, you say.

         And I look at you, hear you say that you have to go. And now you’ll go to your uncle. Because you asked him to say that I have to move out. You’re only playing with me. I know it, I know you asked your uncle to tell me I have to move out. And why do you want me to move out? Why do you want me not to live here? Why? What have I done to you? I stand there and look at you. Why do you want me to move out? Would you rather be with your uncle, is that it? Would you rather stroke your uncle’s fat belly? Look into your uncle’s black eyes? Why do you want me to move out? And why do you tell me you’re playing the piano for me? Do you want to stroke your uncle’s black beard? Is that what you want? Do you want your uncle to touch your breast, is that it? Is that what you want? And then I can’t stay in the apartment any more, that wouldn’t work if you want to be alone in the apartment with your uncle. And now you have to go. And of course I have to move out. I have to leave. I can’t stay here if you don’t want me here. I’ll disappear. I don’t want to bother you, of course not. I’ll just go away.

         Why did you ask your uncle to tell me I have to move 29 out? I say.

         It’s my uncle who said it, not me, you say.

         And you look at me with big, wide open eyes.

         No, I say.

         And I look at you and I see how your white dress becomes something white, your dress becomes something white that moves, and then the white moves in on me, white comes up to me and then all of a sudden there’s something black in the middle of all the white and then I see a white and black sheet in front of me and the sheet moves at me and then suddenly away from me. And then it splits apart. And the sheets move at me, then away from me. The sheets are white and black. The sheets move at me, then away from me. The sheets move and move and come up to me.

         No, don’t, I say.

         The white and black sheets move at me, then away from me, at me, away from me.

         No, leave me alone, I say.

         What’s wrong? you say.

         And in the middle of the black and white sheets I hear you ask what’s wrong with me, and your voice moves with the black and white sheets at me and away from me, at me and away from me. And what’s wrong?

         Did you see that? I say.

         What?

         The sheets.

         No, nothing.

         And the sheets move up to my face, to my mouth, the sheets are touching my lips.

         I have to go now, you say.

         And the sheets try to force their way into my mouth. I grab at my mouth, to pull the sheets out, because I have to pull the sheets out of my mouth! the sheets can’t suffocate me! I have to pull the sheets out of my mouth, I have 30 to! and I grab at my mouth, pull hard, but the sheets slip away, I grab at them but they disappear, they slip out of my hand, the sheets slip further and further away when I grab at them, they disappear. The sheets grab me.

         What’s wrong Lars?

         The sheets disappear. Just sheets. Gone. The white sheets disappear, I reach after them, and then, almost, but just as I’m about to grab them they disappear and then there are no more sheets.

         Don’t act crazy, Lars!

         Grab and the sheets are gone. I have to grab hold of the sheets, they come at my mouth, the sheets are black and white and they come at my mouth and now I have to grab hold of the black and white sheets, I reach for the sheets.

         What are you doing? Don’t act crazy! You’re scaring me! Stop acting crazy! you say.

         And the sheets. But the sheets disappear and disappear. I look at the black sheets. I see the sheets calm down.

         You don’t see? I say.

         See what? you say.

         The black and white sheets, I say.

         I don’t see anything, you say.

         And I see the sheets calm down, then the sheets dissolve and they start to fade away and then they’re gone.

         You didn’t see anything, I say.

         And I see you shake your head.

         And now I have to go, you say.

         Can’t you stay a little while longer? I say.

         No, I have to go.

         Do you know what you’re going to do now?

         You shake your head.

         Are you going to see your uncle?

         I just wanted to tell you what he and Mother said, you say. 31

         And now you and your uncle will be home alone, you’ll be able to do whatever you want with each other, just you and your uncle. And I won’t be here. Because I have to move out.

         If you want me to move out, then, I say.

         I don’t want you to.

         No.

         It’s my uncle who wants it, and Mother said she agrees, you say.

         I nod. And I see the white and black sheets, now the sheets are standing out from the window, in the middle of the room, and it looks almost funny, it almost makes me laugh, because it really is funny, all these black and white sheets.

         Look at the sheets! I say.

         And I see you shake your head.

         I have to go now, I just wanted to tell you that they want you to move out, you say.

         I nod. I see the black and white sheets stand out from the window, then I look at you, you stand there in the room and the black and white sheets almost reach you, the sheets almost touch your black and white dress.

         You don’t see the black and white sheets? I say. They’re almost touching you.

         And you shake your head.

         Look at the window, they’re standing out from the window, look!

         And you look at the window, and I see the black and white sheets move towards you, they almost touch you, then the sheets move away from you.

         You don’t see!

         The sheets pull slowly back towards the window, slowly, one at a time, the black and white sheets contract, towards the window. 32

         Look! There! Now they’re pulling back!

         The sheets slowly pull back, and it really is funny, it makes me want to laugh, and that you can’t see the sheets! I look at you. You look and look at me, with pale eyes, eyes that are now almost black.

         I have to go, you say.

         I see the sheets pulling away, now they disappear into the window, and the sheets are gone. And I was supposed to meet with Hans Gude, who can really paint, today he was supposed to look at the picture I’m painting, but maybe Gude won’t like my picture very much? maybe he’ll think I can’t paint? that I don’t belong at the Academy of Art in Düsseldorf? maybe he’ll think that there is no reason for me to study in Germany any more, that there’s no reason why I should be a painter at all? I sit down on the edge of the bed. I see my pipe in the ashtray on the nightstand. And at least I have my pipe, if nothing else I have my pipe. And I have tobacco. At least I can lie on the bed and smoke my pipe. I sit on the edge of the bed and I look at you, you are standing there in the middle of the room, you look down at me and you’ve said more than once that you have to go, that you can’t stay in the room with me any more and you really can’t stay here because your uncle will be home soon. Your uncle. You don’t want me to live in the same apartment as you any more, you don’t want me to, because you and your uncle have to be alone in the apartment. I know it. I have to leave. You say I have to leave. I can’t stay here any more. You said that your uncle says I have to move out. I have to leave. You asked your uncle to get me out of here. I know it. You want me to move out so that you can be alone in the apartment with your uncle. And I have to move out. And I hear someone open the front door. I look at you, you look at me, and I hear you whisper now my uncle is home and 33 I nod. And I see you walk across the room, over to the door. You stand in front of the door and I whisper your uncle? and you nod and you whisper oh no, I can’t believe he’s home so soon and I look down at the floor in front of me. I hear a door close, I hear heavy footsteps coming across the apartment and the footsteps are so heavy that it has to be your uncle, I hear his footsteps come across the apartment, Mr Winckelmann’s footsteps, heavy footsteps, Mr Winckelmann’s black and heavy footsteps come across the apartment. Mr Winckelmann. Now Mr Winckelmann is here to throw me out of the room I’m renting on Jägerhofstrasse. You asked your uncle to come and throw me out, I know it.

         My darling Helene, I say. My darling darling Helene.

         And I hear how wrong it sounds and I see you standing over by the door, you look at me and then I hear your uncle shout Helene! Helene! and you look at me.

         He’s calling me, you say. I have to go.

         And I nod. And I see you open the door, go out into the hall. I sit on the edge of the bed, I look over at the nightstand, where my pipe is lying in the ashtray. I lie down on the bed, I stretch out my legs and I hear your uncle say there you are, have you been in there with him again? he says, and I hear you answer something but I can’t hear what you say.

         No this won’t do, he has to leave, no, we can’t have this, your uncle says.

         Yes, all right, you say.

         He has to leave, your uncle says.

         Yes, you say.

         Today, your uncle says.

         And I can’t hear if you say anything, I can just hear your footsteps in the hall and then your uncle says that I’m in the room all day too, I obviously don’t do anything, 34 I just lie there in bed, he says, and then I hear you say that I paint.

         No he doesn’t, he just lies in bed, your uncle says.

         And I hear footsteps in the hall, your light footsteps, your uncle’s heavy footsteps, and I hear your uncle say that I have to leave today, I’m here all the time, I have to leave, he says, and I hear you say something but I can’t quite tell what you’re saying.

         And you’re in his room, as soon as we leave you alone in the house you go to him, you were there yesterday, you’re there today, your uncle says.

         Just those two times, you say.

         You make life so easy for us, your uncle says.

         And I hear both your footsteps, I hear your footsteps, I hear your uncle’s footsteps, I hear both your footsteps in the hall and I hear a door open and I hear your uncle say he has to leave! and I lie on the bed and your uncle has said that I have to leave. I can’t rent this room any more. And you want me to move out. You were just in my room and you said that I had to move out. Because you’d rather be alone in the apartment, you want to be alone in the apartment with your uncle, that’s what you want, you want to touch his big black belly, look into his black eyes. That’s why your uncle is here. He wants to touch your breasts. He wants to be alone with you, but I’m here. And you want to be alone in the apartment with your uncle. You want me to move out. You want your uncle to touch your breasts without anyone knowing about it. You want to do things with your uncle. I know it. And I hear you shout no, no! And you are shouting. I hear you shout from the living room. I hear you shout no, no! I hear your uncle say something, but what is he saying? What is your uncle saying? And you shout that he has to let go! let go! let go! is that what you’re shouting? And I can’t just lie 35 here in bed while you’re shouting and something is happening in the living room? I have to do something. I just lie in bed. And did I hear you shout? Or did I only think you were shouting? I didn’t really hear anything? Or did you shout? And your uncle said I have to move out. But I don’t want to move out. And you didn’t shout? It was nothing? And I can’t just lie here in bed. I have to do something. I have to get up, I have to go to the studio because today Hans Gude, none other, no less a figure than Hans Gude himself is supposed to walk around today and look at the paintings by the Norwegian students at the Academy of Art in Düsseldorf, and he’ll look at my painting too and he’ll say what he thinks of the picture I’m painting. And I’m just lying here in bed in my purple velvet suit. I look down at my purple suit made of velvet. I cross my legs. And I can’t just lie here, because didn’t I hear you shout? Or did you not shout? I see my pipe lying in the ashtray on the nightstand and I pick up my pipe, I put the hand with my pipe in it on my stomach. I look at the window and there, in front of the window, you my darling Helene stood and let down your hair and then it flowed free, your hair fell down over your shoulders where you stood, in your white dress, there in front of the window you stood in your white dress while your hair flowed lightly down over your shoulders. And I got up from the bed. I walked over to you. I put my arms around you. I pressed my face into your shoulder, into your hair. I stood with my face pressed into your hair and I breathed through your hair. I don’t know how long I stood like that, but it was a long, long time, I stood like that a long time and I breathed through your hair. I pressed you to me. And you pressed me to you. We stood there, in front of the window. I look at the window and on the hill outside the window I see the poplars, a row of poplars, they’re 36 standing there, the poplars, on the top of the hill, when I see the poplars from the bed it looks like they’re floating in mid-air. And you stood there in front of the window. And behind you were the poplars. And I see some riders come across the hillside, in front of the poplars. I only see the heads of the horses and the upper bodies of the riders. And I don’t really understand any of it. Poplars, riders. And your hair. And your hair like poplars. And we like riders. And in us the blue sky. And I just lie on the bed, in my purple velvet suit, and I look at the poplars, at the riders. And I hear your voice, but I can’t hear what you’re saying. But you’re not screaming? Your voice is calm? Should I go and help you? Or don’t you want to see me? Would you rather I just go? And then I hear your uncle say that I have to leave, today, this very day. And then you say something but I can’t hear what you’re saying. And you’re not screaming, you’re just speaking quietly. And you said I have to move out. I can’t live here any more. It’s your uncle who said I can’t live here any more. I have to move out. And you want me to move out. And now your uncle came home, in the middle of the day. And I wasn’t supposed to be in my room now, I was supposed to be in my studio now, I was supposed to be there with the other painters, the other painters who can’t paint, I was supposed to be there and then Gude would have come, he would have said that the painting I’m working on looks good, so far it looks very good, he would have said, very promising, you really are talented, he would have said, none other than Hans Gude would have said that about my picture, the picture by Lars from Hattarvåg, the son of someone who wasn’t even allowed to be a Quaker, a day labourer, he would have said about the picture by Lars Hertervig, my picture, that it really is promising. I am Lars Hertervig. I came to Germany, to the Academy of 37 Art in Düsseldorf, to study as a landscape painter. I am Lars Hertervig the landscape painter. I am lying in bed, in my purple velvet suit. I hold my pipe on my belly. I should have gone to the studio, because today Hans Gude was supposed to look at the picture I’m painting. But Hans Gude probably won’t like my picture. He’ll think I can’t paint, that I have no business being at the Academy of Art, that it would have been much better if I had stayed in Stavanger and painted houses. Because I really can’t paint. And I can’t live here any more. Helene doesn’t want me to live here any more. I have to move out. Today Helene was here and told me I had to move out. And did I hear you scream? Did you scream no, no? And your uncle is in the living room with you. And I am lying here in bed, fully dressed, in my purple velvet suit. And I can’t just lie here, because you can’t just be in the living room with your uncle. And you’re screaming. I heard you scream. Your uncle probably touched your breasts, maybe he put his hand up your dress too? I know it. I know your uncle touched you and you screamed. I have to do something. And I hear heavy footsteps out in the hall. Your uncle is walking down the hall. And now your uncle will knock on the door to my room, he’ll say that I can’t live here any more, I have to move out, I have to leave this very day, he’ll say, I have to pack right away, your uncle will say, and then he’ll stay standing in the doorway, he’ll look at me with his black eyes, black eyes above his big belly, above his black beard. Your uncle will soon be standing in the doorway and he’ll say that I have to move out. I have to pack my things right away and get out. I’m not allowed to live here any more. That’s what your uncle will say. I have to get out. And I hear your uncle walking down the hall, heavy footsteps, now your uncle has been in the living room, alone with you, and has done things to 38 you, I know it, he touched you, he did things to you, and you screamed and now your uncle is walking down the hall, he’s coming to knock on my door, or maybe he’ll just open the door? or maybe he’ll leave again? maybe your uncle will just go to the front door, open the front door, and leave? maybe your uncle won’t come to my room after all to tell me I have to leave, that I can’t live here any more? I hear heavy footsteps coming down the hall and I hear the footsteps stop in front of the door to my room. I hear a knock on the door. Your uncle knocks hard on the door to my room, several times, and I’m lying in bed, in my purple velvet suit, with my pipe resting on my stomach, and your uncle knocked hard on my door because now he’ll tell me that I have to move out, get out! you have to get out this very day! he’ll say, because this can’t go on any longer! he’ll say, and I hear knocks on the door, and I’m lying here in bed, in my purple velvet suit, but I don’t answer, because I know it’s your uncle who’s knocking on the door and he just wants me to move out, to get out of here, he wants me not to live here any more, that’s what he wants, I know it, that’s why I won’t answer, won’t say come in, I won’t answer and when your uncle opens the door to my room even though I didn’t say come in I’ll just lie on the bed and look at him, him, the one who won’t leave my darling Helene alone, who does things to my darling Helene, who showed me her hair, who told me we’re in love! my darling Helene! my darling darling Helene! Helene! There’s another knock on the door. And I just lie on the bed, I don’t answer. I look at the door. I see the door handle move. I look at the door frame. I see the door open. I see the door come at me. I see black clothing in the door. I see the door open wider, I see your uncle’s fat belly. I see his belly pushing against his vest. I look down, at his black trousers. I look up, into his black beard. I see his black 39 eyes. I see your uncle standing in the doorway. Your uncle looks down at me. I see that he’s shaking his head.

         You’re lying in bed, Mr Hertervig, he says.

         And your uncle says that I’m lying in bed, and what am I supposed to say to that? maybe I can say that I’m not lying in bed? I look at your uncle, at Mr Winckelmann.

         Yes, Mr Winckelmann, I say, and I sit up on the edge of the bed.

         Aren’t you in school? he says.

         Yes, but not today. I can’t go to school every day, my eyes aren’t up to it.

         So that’s how it is, he says.

         Yes, that’s how it is.

         And when you’re not at school you lie here in bed and smoke your pipe?

         I nod.

         I see, he says.

         Is there something in particular you wanted, Mr Winckelmann?

         Yes, something very particular, he says. And Helene, you haven’t talked to Helene today, have you?

         And Mr Winckelmann is asking whether I’ve talked to Helene today, that’s what he’s asking, and how should I answer? can I tell him I talked to you? then he’ll probably hit you, won’t he? but he knows that I talked to you, he saw you leave my room so he already knows that you talked to me, it’s no secret any more, that you talked to me, that you were in my room, he knows that already. Your uncle did see you leave my room. I have to say something, because your uncle is standing there looking at me and I’m not saying anything.

         Well, did you, Mr Hertervig? he says.

         Why do you ask, Mr Winckelmann?

         Perhaps you think it’s an unusual question? A fifteen-, 40 sixteen-year-old girl? A young girl alone in the house with a man like you? Is that a strange question?

         I shake my head. And Mr Winckelmann is speaking so strangely, so stiff, in a way.

         So answer it then, Mr Winckelmann says.

         I heard Helene scream before, I say.

         So, Mr Hertervig heard Helene scream. And what is that supposed to mean, may I ask? Mr Hertervig doesn’t like it when Helene screams? Mr Hertervig doesn’t like these screams of hers? But can Mr Hertervig answer my question about whether or not he talked to Miss Helene today?

         I did.

         You did, all right then. And does Mr Hertervig think that I, who have been responsible for her since her father died so suddenly, responsible for her mother, for this whole family, that I will stand here and do nothing while a young man, well, you take my meaning.

         But Helene and I are in love!

         And Mr Winckelmann looks at me with startled eyes because now I’ve probably said something a bit crazy, and then Mr Winckelmann comes into the room and closes the door behind him. And I see Mr Winckelmann walk over to the window and then Mr Winckelmann stands with his back to me, in the same place where Helene stood earlier today he stands and then Mr Winckelmann turns around and he walks to the door, he turns around again, walks to the window again. Mr Winckelmann stands again and looks out the window. I sit on the edge of the bed in my purple velvet suit and then I hear Mr Winckelmann say that this is truly worse than he thought and I see Mr Winckelmann stand over by the window and look at me and he shakes his head.

         No, no, Mr Winckelmann says. 41

         I sit on the edge of the bed and I look at Mr Winckelmann. And now I’ve said that Helene and I are in love and I probably shouldn’t have said that, but Helene and me, we’re in love, so I have to just say it, because we’re in love, I can’t say anything different, we’re in love, so I have to just say it to Mr Winckelmann too, right?

         And what have you done with this girlfriend of yours? Mr Winckelmann says.

         And Mr Winckelmann walks across the room, stops in front of me, Mr Winckelmann stands in front of me and he looks at me. I look at Mr Winckelmann, then I look down.

         What have you done? Mr Winckelmann says.

         I look at Mr Winckelmann’s black shoes.

         Answer me, what have you done? No answer? What is that supposed to mean, you and Helene are in love?

         And Mr Winckelmann puts his hand on my shoulder, he grabs my shoulder and then Mr Winckelmann shakes me by the shoulder and I look up, I look into his black eyes above me, his eyes stare down into my face with a black look.

         Answer me!

         I look down.

         Answer me! Answer me!

         And I hear Mr Winckelmann shout that I have to answer him and I have to say something, because Mr Winckelmann is standing over me with his heavy hand on my shoulder and he is almost bellowing that I have to answer, so I do have to answer, say something.

         Nothing, I say.

         And yet you and Miss Helene are in love? What is that supposed to mean?

         Nothing, I say.

         Nothing, nothing, Mr Winckelmann says. 42

         And I hear Mr Winckelmann’s voice shake and then he grabs my shoulder hard and it doesn’t hurt but Mr Winckelmann has grabbed my shoulder hard.

         Nothing, nothing, Mr Winckelmann says.

         And Mr Winckelmann is grabbing my shoulder. I look down at the floor.

         Nothing, Mr Winckelmann says.

         And Mr Winckelmann stands there and keeps his grip on my shoulder. I stare down at the floor and Mr Winckelmann’s hand quivers. Mr Winckelmann stands and holds my shoulder tight in his quivering hand. I look down at the floor, I see Mr Winckelmann’s shiny black shoes. And then Mr Winckelmann starts to shake me back and forth and I’m not afraid! I’m not afraid at all! Mr Winckelmann can shake me back and forth as much as he wants, but I won’t be afraid! I am being shaken back and forth by Mr Winckelmann and I’m calm like I’ve almost never been before. I look at Mr Winckelmann. And Mr Winckelmann stops shaking me. Mr Winckelmann stands there and looks down at me.

         What have you done with her? Answer me! Mr Winckelmann says.

         And I look up, I look into Mr Winckelmann’s black eyes. And Mr Winckelmann takes his other hand and puts it on my other shoulder and I see Mr Winckelmann’s arms stretched out towards me and I am calmer than I can ever remember being and then I look at one of his hands, I see his fat black hand grab tight on my shoulder, because Mr Winckelmann is standing and gripping both my shoulders tight and I am as calm as I can ever remember being. I look at Mr Winckelmann. I should really be afraid but I am so completely calm. I’m not the least bit afraid. I look into Mr Winckelmann’s black eyes. I look down again. And then you, my darling Helene, because I 43 love you, my darling Helene! What’s happening, my darling Helene? And Mr Winckelmann grips my shoulders hard. I look up, I look into Mr Winckelmann’s black eyes. I see his black beard, his open mouth. I am calm, calm like I’ve never been before.

         I’m not afraid, I say.

         And then Mr Winckelmann shakes me again, back and forth.

         Yes Helene and I are in love, I say.

         And Mr Winckelmann lets go of my shoulders.

         You have to get out of here, he says.

         Out?

         Yes, out, of course.

         Move out?

         Yes, yes.

         But I’ve.

         There is nothing to discuss. You have to leave. Yes, now. Right away.

         And I hear Mr Winckelmann say that I have to leave right away. And he can’t just say that I have to move out? Didn’t I just move in? And Helene and I are in love! And I’m not renting this room from Mr Winckelmann. I don’t need to sit here and listen to Mr Winckelmann say that I have to move out. He can’t just say I have to move out! I’m not renting this room from Mr Winckelmann.

         You have to leave.

         I see Mr Winckelmann go over to the window and he turns and stands and looks at me. And I can’t say anything, I have to just sit here, maybe I should light my pipe? Or should I just sit here and listen to Mr Winckelmann say that I have to leave, that I can’t live here any more, that I can’t rent this room any more?

         You have to leave, today.

         Mr Winckelmann looks at me. 44

         Do you hear what I’m saying, and I mean it, you have to move out. Today, you have to leave.

         I sit on the edge of the bed and I listen to Mr Winckelmann say that I have to move out and so I have to move out, but I don’t have anywhere to move out to, but I have to move out anyway.

         All right, I say.

         Good, Mr Winckelmann says.

         All right, I’ll move out then, I say.

         And I see Mr Winckelmann walk across the room, to the door, and while he’s walking he says good, good, and I see Mr Winckelmann stop in front of the door, he turns around, he looks at me.

         By tonight at eight o’clock, Mr Hertervig, you have to leave, he says.

         And I see Mr Winckelmann open the door, he turns again, he looks at me.

         Oh yes, he says, you’ll get back the rent you paid of course. Fair is fair.

         And Mr Winckelmann pulls a black wallet out of the inside pocket of his jacket and opens it. I see him look through the wallet and then he takes out some money.

         Here, he says.

         And Mr Winckelmann puts the money down on the nightstand, next to my tin of tobacco.

         It’s a little too much, but that’s all right, he says. So, by eight o’clock, you have to be out by then.

         I nod. And I see Mr Winckelmann walk out the door, I see the door close. And I told Mr Winckelmann that I’ll move out, I’ll move out by tonight, I said, and Mr Winckelmann gave me back the rent I paid. I hear footsteps in the hall. And I can’t move out? Where will I live? And where will I be able to meet my darling Helene? Helene almost never goes out. And I see some money 45 lying on the nightstand and I take the money, put it in my jacket pocket. I lie back down on the bed. And I hear a door open and close. I lie on the bed. And now Mr Winckelmann has been in the room with me, and he called me Mr Hertervig, he walked back and forth in my room and he said that I have to be out by eight o’clock tonight. I have to move out. And there’s nowhere I can move to. And Helene, my darling darling Helene, she can’t very well move with me because she lives here in this apartment. My darling Helene lives here in this apartment. But I can’t move out because I have nowhere to move to. And there’s no reason why I should move out either, because I didn’t do anything wrong? I’ve just been here in my room, in the room I’m renting. But Mr Winckelmann said now I have to move out. And I heard Helene scream no, no, did she scream? And why did Helene scream? Because Mr Winckelmann was doing things to her? I know perfectly well that that’s why Helene screamed, because Mr Winckelmann was doing things to her. But doesn’t Helene want Mr Winckelmann to do things to her? Isn’t that precisely the reason why I have to move out? Don’t I have to move out precisely so that Mr Winckelmann will be alone in the apartment with Helene? And I can’t just lie here in bed like this. I have to go to the studio, Gude is waiting for me there. Today Hans Gude, none other than Hans Gude himself, is going to look at the picture I’m painting. And I can’t just not go. But I am so calm. I don’t understand why I’m so calm. I have to do something. I can’t just lie here like this. I have to do something. Because I no longer have a place to live. And Helene, how will I get to see her now? I have to plan something with Helene, but I can’t just go to her, can I? ask her if maybe we can meet? I can’t do that, one simply can’t do something like that, in any case I can’t do it now, 46 not now with her uncle in the living room with her, not now with her uncle sitting next to her on the sofa with his hands around her breasts, no! not like that! don’t think like that! I can’t think like that. And Gude, he’s probably standing in front of the picture I’m painting, he’s standing there and waiting and now he’s probably asking someone if they’ve seen me, if they know whether I’m coming, maybe he’s asking them whether they think I knew that he was supposed to look at my painting today. And Gude has probably already seen my painting and probably already decided that I’m not good enough, that I don’t paint well enough, that’s probably what Hans Gude decided, and so Hans Gude is standing there with some of the other students, painters who can’t paint, standing around him, and Hans Gude says to them that he doesn’t much care for my painting, that I’ve gone downhill, that’s probably what Hans Gude is telling the other students. And I can’t very well leave Hans Gude himself just standing there? I have to go to the studio, I have to hear what Hans Gude has to say about my painting. I have to do something. I have to find a place to live. I have to do something. And I hear Helene scream no, no, she screams. I can’t lie here in bed. I have to do something. I have to go. I have to pack my things. But I do have the key to the front door. I still live here. I just have to go out and then come back when the uncle is gone. I sit up again, on the edge of the bed. My darling Helene. I have to leave you. There’s nothing else I can do. And you want me to leave anyway, you just want to be alone with your uncle. You don’t want me to live here. You want me gone. But you came to my room. And when you came, I knew it was you knocking. And I knew that you weren’t here because you wanted to say something nice to me, because you wanted to show me your hair. You came to my room because something 47 wasn’t right. I could feel it. I looked at the door. I said come in. And I saw you standing in the doorway. I saw you walk into my room. Just now you came to my room, first you knocked on the door, then you came in. And I saw you sit down on the chair. I saw you sitting on the chair. I saw you look down. I sat on the edge of the bed, like I am now, but I couldn’t look at you? Should I have gone over to you? What was wrong with you? I had to ask you what was wrong? Was there something you wanted to talk to me about? But I couldn’t say anything to you. And I looked at you, you looked at me. I looked down. And I had to ask you if something was wrong, but I couldn’t just ask you that. And I asked if something was wrong. But you just sat there and stared straight ahead. I asked if you wanted to tell me something. And I saw you nod. And you sat there and stared straight ahead. You just sat there. And now I have to go, I can’t just sit here like this, because your uncle, Mr Winckelmann, he was here and he said I can’t live here any more, I have to move out, find somewhere else to live. And you can’t move out with me. And you came to my room, you knocked on the door, you came to my room to tell me that I had to move out. You want me to move out too. And I saw you sit there on the chair and not say anything. And I couldn’t ask you what was wrong, because you had to say it yourself, if you wanted to. And I said that you had to just say it. And you nodded. And then you said that your uncle. And then you stopped. Your uncle, you started again. Your uncle. And then you didn’t say anything else. You said that I knew your father was dead and your uncle, you said. And I can’t just sit here any more, I have to leave now, I still have the key to the front door of the apartment, I have to not give it back, so I have to go before Mr Winckelmann remembers that I have the front door key. I have to get up. I have to go. 48 And I don’t want to meet with Hans Gude. I don’t want to know what he thinks of my painting. I have to go somewhere else. There has to be somewhere I can go. Everyone has to have somewhere they can go. I have to go out. Because it’s probably nice out at this time of day. I have to walk up and down the streets. And I guess I can go to Malkasten. Maybe I too can stop in at Malkasten, now that I have some money? Yes, I can do that. I can go to Malkasten, that’s where the other painters go all the time, but I’ve never been to Malkasten. They’re always talking about Malkasten, the other painters, the ones who can’t paint, about meeting up at Malkasten, last night at Malkasten, they say. And I’ve never once been to Malkasten. But it’s supposed to be crowded at Malkasten, full of painters who can’t paint. But it’s probably at night that everyone goes to Malkasten. And it’s probably not very crowded right now at Malkasten, and I have some money, I have some money in my jacket pocket. I can go out, I can go to Malkasten. Because I’ve never been to Malkasten before, not once. That’s where I have to go, to Malkasten. And then I guess I can stay at Malkasten for a couple of hours, wait there for a couple of hours, and then I can come back here and see you, because your uncle will have left by then? And then we’ll see each other. You want to see me, right? And then I can see your hair again? And I stand up and I go out into the hall. I close the door to my room. And now I have to just walk quickly down the hall, quickly and quietly, so that Mr Winckelmann doesn’t hear me leave and remember that he needs to get the front door key back from me. I have to hurry. I walk down the hall, to the front door. And if I hear Mr Winckelmann coming I have to just run, run away from him, because surely I can run faster than Mr Winckelmann, than fat Mr Winckelmann. Because Mr Winckelmann, he 49 is big and fat, and I’m short and thin. Mr Winckelmann is big and fat. I can outrun Mr Winckelmann. Big and fat as Mr Winckelmann is. But maybe I shouldn’t have left you? because now, when Mr Winckelmann is alone with you, he can do whatever he wants to you, do all sorts of things to you, and I know Mr Winckelmann will do it too, will do all sorts of things to you. I know what Mr Winckelmann will do. Mr Winckelmann touches your breasts. Mr Winckelmann does things to you. And I can’t do anything. I have to kill Mr Winckelmann. I open the front door. I go outside. I close the front door. And do I hear footsteps in the hall? Do I hear Mr Winckelmann coming? Big fat Mr Winckelmann. I go a little way down the stairs. Because don’t I hear footsteps in the hall? Footst eps approaching the front door? I do hear footsteps? Are they your footsteps, are you coming? Or is it Mr Winckelmann coming, and now he wants the key back? Big and fat as Mr Winckelmann is. I stand on the stairs, I lean against the wall, and I see the front door open and I see Mr Winckelmann standing in the doorway and I hear him shout Hertervig and I start to go downstairs.

         Hertervig! he shouts again.

         Mr Winckelmann shouts after me and I walk downstairs.

         When will you be back to get your things? Mr Winckelmann shouts.

         And I hear Mr Winckelmann shouting after me, he is asking me when I’ll be back to get my things, but I don’t want to tell him and I just go downstairs and Mr Winckelmann isn’t even asking for the key, just what time I’ll be back for my things, Mr Winckelmann asks. But I won’t pick up my things. I’m not moving. I’m going to keep living in the room I’m renting. I won’t turn around, I won’t look into the black eyes, the black beard, the 50 gigantic open mouth. I go downstairs. I hear Mr Winckelmann close the door. I go downstairs. And you, my darling Helene, came to my room, you knocked on the door. And I knew you weren’t going to tell me anything good. I knew it. And you sat down on the chair. Because today you wouldn’t stand there so beautiful in front of the window and show me your hair. I knew it. I sat on the bed, I looked at you. And I knew you had come to me to tell me something about your uncle, about Mr Winckelmann, the man in the black clothes, with the black beard, the black eyes. What was it you wanted to tell me about your uncle? I asked if there was something going on with your uncle. And you just sat there on the chair and looked straight ahead. I go downstairs. I open the front door and leave. And now Mr Winckelmann can’t stand at the window, he can’t stand at the window and lean out, he can’t yell after me. No one can stand at the window. And now I can’t run into anyone I know. Now I can’t run into Hans Gude, because today is when he was supposed to look at the picture I’m painting, he was supposed to say what was good about the picture and what was bad about it. I can’t run into Hans Gude. I have to go to Malkasten. I’ve never been to Malkasten before, and today I’ll go. I have to stay at Malkasten for a couple of hours and then I’ll go back to Jägerhofstrasse, to my darling Helene. And then your uncle can’t be there. Right, your uncle won’t be there? Or your mother either. Then just you and I will be there. I walk out onto the street. I start walking down the street. And what’s going on with your uncle? I have to ask you what’s going on with your uncle. He’s in the house all the time, he comes by in the afternoon, at night, almost every time your mother isn’t there Mr Winckelmann shows up. Why does Mr Winckelmann come by the apartment so much? And Mr Winckelmann knocked on the door to 51 my room, he came into my room, he said that I, that Mr Hertervig, as he put it, had to move out, because I couldn’t live in my room any more, I had to move out, today, by eight o’clock I had to be out, Mr Winckelmann said. And then Mr Winckelmann left. But I don’t want to move out. I want to live close to you, to you, my darling Helene. You want to live close to me too, don’t you? I know you want to. Because you, Helene, and me, we’re in love? I walk down the street. And then you, Helene, my darling Helene. Today you came to my room, you sat down on the chair, you didn’t say anything. And I knew that you wanted to tell me something about your uncle. But what was it you wanted to tell me about your uncle? I have to ask you, ask what’s going on with your uncle, why did you want to talk to me about your uncle? You sat there on the chair, you looked down in front of you. And I told you you had to just say what it was. And then you said you thought your uncle wanted me to move out. I looked at you. I have to move out? Where am I supposed to go? I have to move out? And how will I see my darling Helene then? And why do I have to move out? Does Mr Winckelmann want you to be his girlfriend? I looked at you, you sat there on the chair and you looked down. And I asked you why I had to move out? And you said that Mother and Uncle talked about it yesterday, and Uncle said I had to leave, you said, and you said Mother agreed. And now I’m walking down the street, I’m going to Malkasten. Today I have money, and I’m going to Malkasten. For the first time I too am going to Malkasten. All the other painters go there, even if they are painters who can’t paint, but me, I’ve never been to Malkasten. Now I’m going to Malkasten. I have money, and now I’m going to Malkasten. And your uncle, fat Mr Winckelmann, said I have to leave. I have to move out. And I’m going to 52 Malkasten. I have to find another place to live. And I will probably never see you again, probably never will I see you again, my darling Helene. But don’t you want to see me, Helene? Aren’t we in love, you and me? Because we told each other that we’re in love. And you showed me your hair. And you came to my room, you sat down on the chair. And you looked down. And I could tell by looking at you that your uncle wanted you all to himself, he didn’t want me in the apartment. And I couldn’t really ask you why your uncle wanted you all to himself. Were you naked, for your uncle? Did you do things together? Things we’ve never done with each other, things I can’t even imagine doing with you. Did you and your uncle do things together? Or did your uncle, the big fat man, do things to you? And I thought your uncle touched you with his fat hairy hands. And I thought that you, my darling Helene, liked everything your uncle did to you. Or did your uncle do things to you that you didn’t want him to do? That you just let happen? That you couldn’t stop because your uncle was so big and dangerous? I looked down at my hands and they were trembling, shaking up and down. Your hands were trembling too, right? Maybe you also wanted me to move out? So that you could do everything with your uncle without me around? So that you could be alone with your uncle? Was that what you wanted? So that he could put his fat hand down between your legs? And I look down in front of me. I am walking down the street, to Malkasten. Today I was supposed to hear Hans Gude say what he thought of my picture, but instead I’m going to Malkasten. For the first time I too, Lars Hertervig, one of the greatest talents in contemporary Norwegian art, because that’s what I am! I know I am! for the first time I too am going to Malkasten. And my darling Helene is waiting for me. And soon I’ll come back 53 home to you, my darling Helene. And you don’t want to hurt me, because we’re in love. But why does your uncle want me to move out? Why can’t I rent the room? And I have to ask you that, but I shouldn’t have to ask you because you should have told me yourself. Because we’re in love? You have to tell me why I have to move out. You have to tell me if you also think I have to move out? Why do you think I have to move out? Why do you want to be alone with your uncle? Isn’t he practically as old as your dead father? And he comes to your house almost every day, sometimes when your mother is home but most of the time when you’re home alone. Why do you want to be with your uncle more than with me? I walk down the street and I see you sit there on the chair and look down. Why do you want me to move out? Tell me, Helene. Why are you coming to me and saying that your uncle said I have to move out of the room I’m renting from your mother, Mrs Winckelmann? Why? You must be able to tell me why I have to move out? You can’t just say that I have to move out. I look at you. I see you sitting there on your chair, you look down. And you like your uncle better than me. Don’t you? Is he really so wonderful to you, your uncle? You look up, at me. You look at me with big open eyes. Why do you always spend so much time with your uncle? And you like spending all that time with your uncle. And you just look at me. And I ask why do you want me to move out? I look at my hands, they’re trembling. My hands shake up and down. And you say that your uncle said I have to go, he told your mother and she said she agreed. I look at you, you stand up. I see you stand in front of the chair, then you walk across the room. And I ask why do you want me to move out? Why would you rather be with your uncle? What did I do wrong? And I ask if he often does things to you? Why the hell do 54 you want me to move out? Why the hell would you do something like that with your uncle? Have you been doing it for a long time? Have you done it since you were a little girl? What the hell are you doing? And I see you stop in front of me. I sit and stare at my hands, they’re trembling. I stare at my hands. Do you like it when he touches you? Do you ask for it? Even though he could be your father? I stare at my hands, they’re trembling, I look up at you. Your eyes are black. I’m walking down the street and I see your eyes. I’m walking down the street, and we have to meet. I have to go to you. I have to get to you. I’m walking to Malkasten. I’ll stay at Malkasten for a couple of hours until your uncle leaves and then I’ll go back to you. I have to get back to you. I see you stand there, with your black eyes, then you open the door and walk out into the hall. I’m walking down the street, and we have to meet. You can’t just disappear. I can’t lose you. I walk down the street. I am almost at Malkasten. Today, for the first time, I too will go to Malkasten. And as long as I don’t run into anyone everything will be fine. But I can’t see any of the painters who can’t paint. I hope Malkasten is empty, without a single person there, this is the first time I’m going to Malkasten and I don’t want anyone there when I walk through the door. I hope no one is sitting in Malkasten and no one sees me walk through the door. Today I’m going to Malkasten for the first time. But maybe it’s not even open? I’ve never been to Malkasten, and now I’m going. I walk down the street. I’ll turn the next corner and be able to see the door to Malkasten. I’m going to Malkasten. I’ll sit at Malkasten for a couple of hours, and then I’ll come to you, to you, my very own darling Helene. I turn the corner. And now I can’t run into any of the painters who can’t paint, now I can’t be seen there. I turn the corner and I see the sign over the door 55 that says Malkasten. And I can see that the lights are on in Malkasten. So I can go inside. Because I have money. And I’ve never been to Malkasten, where all the painters who can’t paint go, last night at Malkasten, see you at Malkasten, they say, but I’ve never been to Malkasten before. And I can’t run into anyone there. I’m going to Malkasten. And the lights are on in Malkasten. Now I too am going to Malkasten, because today I have money. I walk up to the door. Now at last I too, Lars Hertervig, Lars Hattarvåg, from the bay where the islands look like hats, now he too is going to Malkasten where all the other painters who can’t paint go. For the first time Lars Hertervig is going to Malkasten. I open the door. I see light come at me, a lot of light. And the smell of smoke. I don’t turn around, now I go inside, I too walk through the door to Malkasten because I don’t have anywhere else to go and so that’s why I have to go to Malkasten too. I open the door and go inside. And now I have to just walk into Malkasten, I’ll stay at Malkasten for a while, I’ll spend a couple of hours at Malkasten, and then I’ll go back to you, because your uncle should be gone by then. And then I’ll go back to Jägerhofstrasse. And now I have to look up, and look around the bar. And none of the painters who can’t paint better be at Malkasten. I stand just inside the door. I am inside Malkasten. And I see Alfred, one of the painters who can’t paint, one of the painters who are always talking about Malkasten, sitting at a round table, he’s sitting and looking through a newspaper. I didn’t want to run into Alfred. And Alfred mustn’t see me. But now I’m at Malkasten, and now Alfred is at Malkasten too. I see Alfred sitting and looking down at his paper, he doesn’t look up. And now I’ll be with you soon, with you, my darling Helene. Right, I will come to you soon? And you’ll be waiting for me, right? I look around the bar, over 56 Alfred’s head, and I see that the bar is empty, so if it weren’t for Alfred I could have sat at Malkasten by myself. I’m at Malkasten for the first time today, I have money, and I want to be by myself. Because it’s early and so people haven’t gotten here yet. But now Alfred’s sitting there. And I don’t want to sit with Alfred. I want to sit alone. I don’t want to talk to Alfred. I want to be alone. Because Alfred can’t paint, he is one of the painters who can’t paint. And I don’t want to talk to him. I can sit down by myself at a table, because I have money, in my jacket pocket I have some money, Mr Winckelmann gave me some money and he said it was what I paid in rent. Now I’m at Malkasten and I can buy myself something. I can pay for myself. I have to walk past Alfred. I have to sit down at a table by myself. I want to sit alone. I’ll sit alone, right Helene? I walk through the bar, I walk past the round table where Alfred is sitting and he doesn’t look up from the paper he is sitting and reading. I walk through the bar, and Alfred mustn’t see me, or at least not talk to me. I walk through the bar. And now Alfred mustn’t see me, or at the very least he can’t talk to me. I walk through the bar. And soon I’ll come back to you, my darling Helene. I walk through the bar. And Alfred hasn’t noticed me. Now I’m at Malkasten for the first time. I am the greatest talent in contemporary Norwegian art and now, for the first time, I am in the famous gathering place for artists, Malkasten, in Düsseldorf. I’m not just anybody. I am Lars Hertervig. I can paint. I can really paint. I walk across the room, I will find myself a table way in the back of Malkasten where I can sit alone. I have money, I can pay for myself.

         Well if it isn’t Hattarvåg!

         And of course Alfred has to shout something. Alfred shouts and shouts. But I won’t answer. I’ll just keep 57 walking through Malkasten. I just keep walking through the bar, because now I’m in Malkasten and I have money. And I won’t let Alfred make me do something I don’t want to do.

         Hattarvåg!

         Again Alfred shouts something, but I won’t answer him. I just keep walking through the bar.

         Come here and sit down!

         And Alfred is shouting and he says that I, Hattarvåg, have to come over and sit down with him at the round table. But I don’t want to sit with Alfred, because Alfred can’t paint, he is a painter who can’t paint and I don’t want to sit with him. I have money, and I am in love with my darling darling Helene, and I don’t want to sit with Alfred. I keep walking through the bar. I have money, I can paint, and I do what I want.

         Hertervig!

         Alfred shouts again. And he just won’t stop shouting. And why are you saying that, Helene, why are you telling me that I have to turn around, that I have to say something to Alfred? Why are you telling me that I have to sit with Alfred? I don’t want to sit at the round table with Alfred! I just want to be left alone. And you’re saying that I have to sit with Alfred. I don’t want to sit with Alfred. And I stop and turn around, I look at Alfred.

         Come here, sit over here, Alfred says.

         And you, Helene, say that I have to go sit with Alfred. I walk over to the round table, I sit down next to Alfred.

         So, Hattarvåg, you’re here early, Alfred says. Not bad. What did Gude tell you today? Didn’t he like your painting?

         Gude? I say.

         Yeah, wasn’t he supposed to look at your painting today? 58

         I look at Alfred, then I look down at the table.

         You didn’t go to the studio? Alfred says.

         No, I say.

         You were afraid to?

         Yeah, but.

         No, me neither, I didn’t go either, Alfred says.

         And Alfred puts the paper down in front of him on the table. Alfred looks at me.

         No, I say.

         I slept in, then I came here, Alfred says.

         And Alfred takes his beer glass and lifts it to his mouth.

         Uh-huh, I say.

         Yeah, you can see for yourself, he says. My second already.

         And I see Alfred gulp down some beer, then he puts the glass back down on the table.

         Beer, what would we do without it, Alfred says.

         That’s true, you’re right, I say.

         So you were afraid to go see Gude, he says.

         Well, I say.

         No, I can definitely understand that, I was scared to see him too. Or I wasn’t scared, but I didn’t have anything to show him. That’s how it is.

         And I just nod.

         I haven’t painted much recently. Haven’t painted at all, to tell you the truth, Alfred says.

         No.

         I haven’t, Alfred says.

         And again Alfred lifts his glass, takes another gulp, puts the glass back down.

         It’s not good, not good at all, he says. And you, Hattarvåg? How’s it going with you?

         Can’t complain.

         And Alfred looks at me, and I sit and look down. And 59 I guess I need to buy something to drink, but I don’t have any money, I have so little money and what little I have I’ve been given, no I can’t drink anything, I can’t just drink up what little money I have, I have to save my money. Because all the money I have was given to me. I’ve been sent money. I don’t have any money, but Hans Gabriel Buchholdt Sundt, he has money. It’s his money I have, so I can’t drink it up. And why did you ask me, my darling Helene, to go sit with Alfred. I just wanted to sit by myself. Actually I just wanted to be with you, but you’re with your uncle. Why are you always with your uncle? You should be with me, because we are in love, aren’t we? I can’t sit here. I have to go home again soon. I have to go home again, soon, to Jägerhofstrasse, where my darling Helene is waiting for me. She is sitting there at the piano, and her fingers make the most beautiful music. I just stopped in at Malkasten. I’m not staying long. I’m not staying here long at all. I have to go soon. Because Helene’s uncle, Mr Winckelmann, has come, and he won’t leave her alone. My darling Helene. Her uncle does things to her. Does your uncle do things to you, Helene? And your uncle, he said I have to move out. I can’t sit here. I don’t know why I went to Malkasten, because I’ve never even been here before, but I’ve heard so much about Malkasten, that’s probably why I wanted to come here. But I can’t just sit here. I have to go. I can’t leave my darling Helene alone with her uncle. I don’t know why I went to Malkasten. And Alfred is sitting there looking at me. I can’t look at Alfred. And I turn and look around the bar. And I see the black and white clothes. I see the black and white clothes start moving towards me. The black and white sheets are coming at me again. I look at the black and white clothes. I stare at the black and white clothes. I see the black and white clothes and I hear the 60 one sitting next to me ask me what’s wrong? why are you staring like that? he asks and I see the black and white clothes move towards me. I have to get up. I have to go. And Helene! Can you hear me? Can’t you say anything to me? Why did you ask me to sit at the table where Alfred was sitting? I didn’t want to sit there! But now I will come to you. And now they are coming at me, in their black and white clothes, they’re coming at me. The clothes move right up next to me. They are circling around me the whole time, in their clothes, in black and white clothes, they are circling around me the whole time in clothes that everyone can see they shouldn’t be wearing, still they’re circling around in those black and white clothes of theirs, they’re circling around me, as if they were human, even though everyone who sees them can see that they’re not human, they’re not animals either, because they can’t talk or growl, they just look, they’re looking at me the whole time and they’re moving around me, right up next to me, then further away from me, but not far, they are moving just an arm’s length away, and then they’re near me again. It doesn’t help when I talk to them. Because when they come I can’t do anything but talk to them.

         Get away from me, I say. Don’t bother me any more.

         And then the one sitting there, next to me, at Malkasten, the one who’s a painter but who can’t paint, he sits next to me at Malkasten and he starts to laugh at me. I hear the one sitting next to me laugh. He can’t laugh.

         Who are you talking to? the one sitting next to me says.

         But he can’t paint. And he can laugh all he wants.

         You can’t paint, I say.

         But I can paint. I am Lars Hertervig and I can paint.

         But the one sitting next to me, he can’t paint. And because he can’t paint he says I can’t paint. And then the clothes are moving around me again, close to me, then 61 further away from me. The clothes stick to me all over. And I see the waitress come walking up with beer glasses, with bottles of spirits, she is walking from table to table, in her black dress, in her white apron, she is walking from table to table and she pours drinks into the glasses, she puts the glasses down on the table, big glasses with beer, small glasses with spirits, and it’s the waitress who sets the black and white clothes in motion around me because she smiled at me, she winked at me, and she’s the one in charge, she’s the one who makes the black and white clothes stick to me, not leave me alone, stick to me all over, because the black and white clothes stick to me all over, they move closer, then further away.

         Go away, I say.

         Because the clothes can’t stick to me like that. The clothes need to leave me alone.

         Please go away, I say.

         Who are you talking to? the one sitting next to me says.

         But the black and white clothes just keep sticking to me all over. Now the waitress in her black dress with the white apron is standing there and she puts down a glass of beer for the one who is sitting with me at the table, named Alfred, who would like to paint but who can’t paint. He has been sitting at this table with me for a while. And he can’t paint. His name is Alfred, and he can’t paint. And he too has black and white clothes and he’s talking the whole time, but only with the waitress, not with me, and whenever I say anything he, the one sitting next to me, looks at me. The one sitting next to me looks and looks at me. So now I have to leave. I can’t sit here any more. Not with the one sitting next to me looking at me like that.

         Well I better go, I say.
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         But you’re so mean, I say. You’re all so mean to me.

         We’re not mean to you, he says.

         Yes you are, you’re all mean to me, I say.

         And then the waitress comes over to our table and stands in front of us, on the other side of the round table, she is dressed in black and white and her black and white clothes move close to me, then away from me, her black and white clothes are moving the whole time, close to me, then away from me, the whole time her clothes are moving, close, far away.

         No one is being mean to you, how can you say something like that, the waitress says.

         And she stands there and looks at me with her breasts. She smiles at me and I said that they’re mean to me, I told the waitress.

         Of course they’re not, the waitress says.

         Yes they are, they’re mean to me, I say.

         What do they do to you? she says.

         And the waitress stands there and smiles at me with her breasts.

         They dance around me, right up next to me, then way far away from me, that’s what they do, I say.

         We dance around right up next to you? she says.

         And I see the waitress stand there and smile at me with her breasts and then she winks at the one sitting next to me, whose name is Alfred and who can’t paint. The waitress winks and winks and her eyelids move down so slowly, then back up so slowly, and the words are dragged out of her mouth so slowly, her words are dragged out and the black and white clothes spread themselves over my body, they stick to me, and the clothes are right up next to me, then they’re away from me, they stick to me, move away from me, close to me, away from me, but never more than an arm’s length away, the clothes move, and then the 63 clothes are right up next to me again, then the clothes disappear again and I can’t just sit like this in the middle of all these black and white clothes, one simply has to do something, stand up, say something, I have to push the black and white clothes out of the way because they can’t just stick onto me, not like this, and now they’re saying something, they’re whispering, the waitress is standing behind the back of the one sitting next to me and she’s leaning down to his ear and she’s whispering something to him and he’s smiling and looking up from under his eyelids, like he saw something up near the ceiling, the one sitting next to me sees something up by the ceiling, he sits and looks up, and then he grins, and nods, and the waitress stands back up, bends back down again, then he whispers something in her ear, she nods, nods the whole time, he sits back, he looks at her, they nod at each other, they stand there and nod and nod, nothing but nod, and he’s supposed to be a painter but he’s a bad painter, he can’t paint, he only thinks he can paint, but everyone knows that he wants to paint only because he would like to be able to paint, because he thinks the waitress would like someone who can paint, that’s why he wishes he could paint, but the waitress will only like someone who really can paint, not someone like him, because he can’t paint, but I can paint, everyone knows it, even Gude knows it, everyone, just not the one whose name is Alfred and who can’t paint and who just sits at Malkasten and drinks beer and spirits, because I can paint and now I can drink beer and spirits too, if I have money I can have a beer and a drink, or else I can have a coffee, but the one whose name is Alfred can’t paint, just laugh and cackle and whisper words in the waitress’s ear, that’s all he can do, and he’s nothing but black and white clothes that move the whole time, but paint, no, he can’t do that. His name is Alfred 64 and he is a bad painter. But whisper to the waitress, that he can do. Alfred is sitting there whispering to the waitress. Alfred and the waitress put their arms around each other. And now the waitress sits down on his lap. Now the waitress is sitting on his lap, with her arm around his neck. And he has his arm around her back. And now the waitress will get up soon and go behind the counter and then she’ll come walking by with another glass of beer, and then she’ll go, when she finally gets up from Alfred’s lap, she’ll walk behind us to a table behind our table in the room behind us and there behind us she’ll sit on another man’s lap, with her arm around his neck, and she’ll stroke his dirty cheek. She strokes his dirty cheek. The waitress puts her face against his neck, then she looks up at him, she kisses him on the neck, and then she comes walking across the room and she smiles at me, she smiles and nods at me, and then she comes walking towards me, smiling at me the whole time, she comes walking towards me, straight at me, and now her black dress hangs tightly around her body and the white apron fits tightly too, her apron moves a little, around the edges, while she walks her apron moves a little around the edges, as if in the wind, as if by the wind, her white apron moves with her movements, when she walks, so lightly, where she comes walking towards me, so lightly, so smiling, because she comes walking towards me, smiling. She comes walking, smiling. Towards me. She walks fast, but her movements are slow. And the one sitting next to me, named Alfred, he sits there and looks down. She comes walking towards me. She comes smiling. And I look at the one sitting next to me. He sits and looks down, he is smiling with his mouth closed, he’s grinning. He sits and grins and the waitress sits on his lap. The waitress comes walking towards me, she smiles, she comes walking towards me, 65 she comes walking and smiling towards me and she sits on the lap of the one sitting next to me and I can’t paint like that, I can’t see like that, because the waitress comes walking and smiling towards me, smiling, walking, the waitress comes towards me and the waitress sits on the lap of the one sitting next to me and she kisses him on the cheek. Because the waitress kisses him on the cheek. The waitress stands in front of me and she has to go away, the woman in her black and white clothes.

         Another drink, Lars? the waitress says.

         And she stands in front of me and she asks me if I want another drink, as though I’d had something to drink already, but I’ve just been sitting here, on a chair, for a couple of hours, maybe, and I haven’t had a single drink.

         Nothing more to drink, Lars? the waitress says.

         And the waitress looks at me, smiling. And why is she saying my name? Why is she saying Lars? She can’t know that my name is Lars? How can she know that Lars Hattarvåg is my name?

         Pint of beer, maybe, Lars? she says. Or maybe a shot, Lars?

         The waitress stands in a white apron and a black dress in front of me on the other side of the round table, she stands there and asks me if I want something to drink. But I have so little money. And I can’t tell her that, she is smiling so beautifully at me with her breasts. Because the waitress is looking at me so beautifully.

         Maybe a pint of beer, I say.

         Pint of beer coming right up, Lars Hertervig, she says.

         And I look at the one sitting next to me, he sits there with the woman who is walking across the room sitting on his lap, he sits there with his arm around the waitress’s back and she has her arm around his neck. The waitress sits on his lap. And at the same time the waitress walks 66 across the room. I rub my eyes, wipe my hands over my eyes. I close my eyes, squeeze them shut. I open my eyes. And I see the black and white clothes moving around me, and I know that it’s the waitress who makes the clothes move, she’s the one in charge of the black and white clothes and she makes the clothes move in sudden movements, then slow movements, the black and white clothes come at me, they stick to me, then the clothes disappear, they cling, they move away from me, they cling, they flutter around me, they cling, they flutter, they want to pull me in with them into the black and white and it’s because I can paint that they want to pull me in, while the others can’t paint, that’s why they won’t leave me alone. They can’t paint.

         You can’t paint, I say.

         I can’t paint? the one sitting next to me says.

         No, I say.

         But you can, or what, he says.

         I can paint, I say, and Tidemann can paint.

         You can’t paint, it’s because you have friends who can paint that you sold a picture, if that’s what you’re referring to, he says.

         Two pictures, I say.

         All right, two pictures, he says.

         I can paint, I say.

         If you say so, he says. You can’t paint, but Gude sold one of your paintings for some reason.

         I can paint, I say.

         Sure, you’re better than Tidemann, you’re better than Gude too, why even bother to study with Gude, he says. Why didn’t you just stay in Stavanger or wherever you’re from.

         I can paint, I say.

         You can go back home again too, he says. 67

         But I can paint and the black and white clothes can move as much as they want, because I can definitely see them. I can definitely see them. That’s why they don’t have to move any more, because I’ve seen them and I can paint, but I’ll never paint like that, I’ll never paint how the black and white clothes move, so the clothes can move but they can’t move in on my face, they can’t, because I want my face for myself, everybody needs to leave my face alone, that’s why I have to light my pipe again, because they can’t move like that, in black and in white, in front of me, close to me, right up next to me and then at a distance, but the clothes never move more than an arm’s length away and now the clothes need to leave me alone, at least they need to leave my face alone, but my pipe is right there, on the table, and the tin of tobacco is right there next to the pipe, and on top of the tin of tobacco is the box of matches and now I’ll smoke them away, those black and white clothes that are sticking to me, I’ll just smoke them away, pick up the pipe, pack it tight, and then I’ll smoke them away. I reach for my pipe, but the one sitting next to me snatches it away.

         Give me my pipe, I say.

         What pipe? he says.

         You took my pipe, I say.

         It’s my pipe, he says.

         No that’s my pipe you took, I say.

         And I see the one sitting next to me put my pipe in his jacket pocket. I get up and I stand next to him and I put my hand on his shoulder.

         You took my pipe, I say.

         It’s my own pipe, bought with my own money, that I took myself and put in the pocket of my own jacket, he says.

         No it was my pipe, give me my pipe back, I say. 68

         And I look at him, the one sitting next to me who just took my pipe, and he shakes his head. I keep my hand on his shoulder, I look at him.

         It’s my pipe, I took it, I saved it just before you were going to take it, he says.

         Why are you lying like that? I say.

         You’ve got some nerve saying I took your pipe. Why are you being like that, he says.

         Why am I being like what?

         Why are you lying?

         I’m not lying.

         Yes you are, you’re saying I took your pipe, but it’s my pipe.

         It’s my pipe, I say.

         Your pipe, your pipe, he says.

         Give me my pipe.

         Smoke your own pipe, he says.

         I take my hand off his shoulder and he’s taken my pipe so I’ll just take my pipe back, he took my pipe, I’ll take it back, I put my hand down into his jacket pocket and he grabs my wrist. He holds my wrist tight.

         I want my pipe back, I say.

         Enough already, he says.

         I take my other hand and try to pry my hand loose, but he takes his other hand and holds my other hand tight too.

         Stop it, he says.

         You stop it, I say.

         But it’s my pipe, he says.

         I want to smoke, give me my pipe, I say.

         So now are we just going to stand here like this, he says.

         I’ll stand here like this until I get my pipe back.

         I’ll never give you my pipe, he says.

         I try to free my hands, but he keeps a tight grip on my wrists, he squeezes my wrists, he holds them tight and I’m 69 standing next to him and he’s squeezing my wrists tight and I’m standing next to him and we’re at Malkasten, there must be a lot of people at Malkasten, and I’m standing next to a round table, near the door, and there are people all around us, at almost every table people are sitting and looking at me, everywhere around me there are eyes looking at me and black and white clothes come at me, black and white clothes are racing towards me at high speed, here they come, and the black and white clothes move around me, right up close to me, then suddenly, at great speed, they move away from me, the black and white clothes come from all the eyes that are sitting and looking at me, because everyone’s sitting and looking at me, they’re staring at me, there are people at every table, people sitting in front of us and behind us and they’re staring at us and now they’re all coming, in clothes that are black and white, they’re all coming at me and the clothes wrap themselves around my body, now they’re coming at us, the clothes are moving towards me, the clothes are moving in on me, the clothes are moving towards me, now the clothes are coming at me. People sit and look at me and from their eyes come black and white at me and the clothes drape themselves over my head, now the clothes are draping themselves over my head and I can’t see anything and I can’t breathe and I have my hands down in the jacket pocket of the one who was sitting next to me, whose name is Alfred and who can’t paint, and I can feel my pipe in his pocket but I can’t stand here with my hand in his jacket pocket, it’s unheard of to stand with my hand in his jacket pocket, but he’s holding my hands tight and the black and white clothes are hovering above my head, the clothes cover my mouth, the clothes are above my head, the clothes come at me and I can’t breathe, just quick shallow breaths when the black and white clothes back off a 70 little, the clothes come from the people sitting at all the tables and looking at me, from their eyes, because from all the tables around me, from all the people, from their eyes, come these movements that move through the air, that want to take me and they take me and wrap themselves around me and they want to grab me, that’s exactly what’s happening, because I’m at Malkasten and people are sitting at all the tables and their eyes are looking at me and their eyes want to grab me and I have my hands in the jacket pocket of the one who was sitting next to me and I’m holding my pipe, because my pipe is in his pocket, and I’m strong, and I try to get my hands free but he just tightens his grip on my wrists, but I’m really strong, so if I want to I can use force, but then the pipe would probably break. I have to look at him. I look at him.

         You can’t paint, I say.

         You’re just going to stand there? he says.

         You’re a lousy painter, you and the others, I say.

         And Gude too?

         I shake my head.

         What about Tidemann? he says.

         You can’t paint, I say.

         All right, so I can’t paint, he says.

         And he squeezes my wrists hard and it hurts but I can’t say it hurts and I have to get my pipe back. I’m strong, and I’ll get my pipe back.

         I want my pipe, I say.

         Just give up already, he says.

         I’ll give up when you learn how to paint, I say.

         And now I see that the black and white clothes are gone, they’re not sticking to my body any more, they’re sitting at their tables, all the clothes are sitting at their tables, but all the eyes are sitting and looking at me. And at one of the tables I can see further back in the bar, the 71 waitress is standing and pouring a drink into a shot glass and she says something and she smiles. The waitress isn’t sitting in the lap of the one who was sitting next to me any more, the one who can’t paint, whose name is Alfred and who took my pipe, because now the waitress is over there pouring a drink for another man, also a painter, a Norwegian painter, it looks like Bodom and I’ve talked to him once or twice and he, he can paint, but he can’t paint as well as I can, so it’s a painter who can paint that the waitress is pouring a drink for, not for someone who is a painter without being able to paint. But then the waitress turns around. And she looks at us. And the waitress comes walking over to us. And she smiles at me. And then the waitress comes over to me and she puts her arm around my shoulder and she’s taller than me, she stands and looks down at me. The waitress smiles at me.

         What’s going on here, Lars? the waitress said.

         I can’t say anything, I have to just stand like this, I can’t say anything.

         Why are you standing like that Lars? the waitress said.

         And I can’t say anything, she won’t believe me if I say that the one who was sitting next to me, Alfred, because his name is Alfred, that he stole my pipe, she’ll believe him when he says that he didn’t steal my pipe, she’ll tell me to sit down again, I have to let Alfred keep his pipe, that’s what the waitress will say, and then I’ll have to sit down again, because she is the waitress at Malkasten after all and she could go get the owner, she could, and he could throw me out, and then I would have to leave, and then Alfred would sit there with my pipe, Alfred who can’t even paint, so I can’t say anything. I look at the waitress and she stands there and looks down at the one who’s named Alfred and who can’t paint.

         What are you two doing? the waitress says. 72

         He says I stole his pipe, Alfred says.

         I see Alfred lower his eyelids, and I see his eyelids slowly grow like skin, long hairs along the lower eyelid bulge out at me and then move slowly down, then stand still, and then the skin moves back up, and behind the skin is a big grin full of something and then blood and dirt, then something black, and then the skin disappears again and the waitress is standing there and then she winks, she stands there and winks at the one who was sitting next to me.

         Time to sit down, Lars, the waitress says. You can’t stand there like that.

         And the waitress looked at me and she says that I have to sit down, because I can’t stand here like this, and the waitress looks down at me and she says I have to sit down, but I can’t sit down, because the one whose name is Alfred is standing there and holding my wrists tight. And then Alfred lets go of one of my hands, the hand I grabbed his hand with, and I pull my hand away and I see red and white marks on my skin from his fingers, but my hand in his jacket pocket, the hand I’m holding my pipe with, he’s not letting go of that one.

         I need my pipe back, I say.

         And I look at Alfred, he looks at the waitress and he shakes his head. Alfred looks at the waitress and he grins.

         He says I stole his pipe, Alfred says.

         And Alfred looks at the waitress, he shakes his head.

         You can’t say that, Lars, she says and looks at me.

         But he’s holding my wrist, I can’t move, I say.

         And I hear the one who was sitting next to me and whose name is Alfred start to laugh, and then the waitress starts to laugh too and then Alfred lets go of my hand and I pull my hand back and I see that my skin is white and red where his fingers were squeezing my wrist. I sit down 73 where I was sitting before, next to the one who stole my pipe. And the waitress looks at me, she smiles at me, she smiles so beautifully at me. Now the waitress is standing and smiling so beautifully at me. She stands on the other side of the table and she is smiling so beautifully at me. And I turn and look at Alfred.

         You can’t paint, I say.

         You said that already, he says.

         What did you say? the waitress says.

         He took my pipe, I say.

         The waitress looks at me, then she looks at the one sitting next to me and then I look at the one sitting next to me too.

         If you took his pipe, you need to give it back, she says.

         And the one sitting next to me smiles at the waitress and then shakes his head. The one whose name is Alfred sits and smiles at the waitress. I look at him.

         You can’t paint, I say.

         And apparently he doesn’t even hear me talking to him, because he just smiles at the waitress.

         Give me my pipe, I say.

         And I look at the waitress again. She is standing in her black dress, with a white apron, looking at me.

         Why are you saying he can’t paint? the waitress says.

         Because he can’t, and he hasn’t even sold a single picture yet, I say.

         Maybe he can paint anyway, she says.

         He sold two pictures, to art associations in Norway, that’s why he’s going around thinking he’s the only one who can paint, Alfred says.

         And I look down, because maybe I can’t paint? but I can paint, because I can definitely paint, because I can see, I see everything and I see what the others can’t see and that’s why I can paint. I can paint. 74

         You can’t paint, I say.

         Enough already, Alfred says.

         You’re a lousy painter. You really want to be a painter, but you can’t paint.

         By the way, the waitress says and looks at me.

         Yes, I say.

         By the way, I was wondering if you have any money, she says. Before I bring you the beer you ordered. I have to ask.

         And then the one who stole my pipe starts to laugh. He, who can’t paint, leans over the table and laughs, but his laugh is like a laugh is supposed to be, it’s no bigger than a normal laugh, and then he stops laughing and he puts his arm on my jacket.

         Don’t you have any money? he says. You better have money because you promised to treat me tonight.

         And again he starts to laugh. I look at the waitress, I shake my head.

         I don’t have much money, I say.

         Not even enough for a beer? the waitress says.

         I take my wallet out of the inner pocket of my jacket, I open it, I see that it’s empty.

         Not today. I don’t have money today, I say. But I will soon.

         From his benefactors, says Alfred.

         And I look down, he had to say that I get my money from benefactors, not from family or relatives but from benefactors. My parents don’t have any money. Alfred wants to say that I come from a family of nobodies and that’s why I’m a nobody too, Alfred is going to tell the waitress.

         Your family isn’t exactly well-to-do, Alfred says.

         All Quakers, the whole family, I say.

         And again he starts to laugh, the one whose name is 75 Alfred and who can’t paint, he leans over the table and laughs.

         All Quakers, the whole family, quackers, Alfred says.

         And Alfred laughs and laughs.

         Uh-huh, I say.

         All quackers, he says. Quack, quack, he says.

         And Alfred leans over the table and laughs.

         Uh-huh, I say.

         But do Quakers sit around drinking beer? I thought Quakers just sat around and quacked in their chairs, he says.

         I’m not a Quaker, I say.

         What the hell, you’re a Quaker, he says, you just said so yourself. Besides, you don’t do anything but sit there and twitch.

         At least Quakers don’t take other people’s pipes, I say.

         All right, here’s your pipe back, you quacker, he says.

         And Alfred takes the pipe out of his pocket and puts it down in front of me on the table. I see my pipe lying there nice and curved next to the tin of tobacco and on top of the tin of tobacco is the box of matches and I hear the waitress say that was nice of you, to give him his pipe back, and I look up and I see the waitress standing on the other side of the round table and she looks at me and her eyes don’t seem so angry any more and then she’s there, with her long thin fingers, she strokes my cheek, she strokes my eyelids. And I hear someone say hey Lars, someone says hey Lars, hey Lars, I hear someone say. And then you were there again. And Helene? And then, more beautiful than ever, there you are.

         You look so nice today, I say.

         Are you trying to butter me up, Lars? the waitress says.

         And I see the waitress standing somewhere else. And I hear the waitress say yes, I look nice today, today I look 76 nice for you Lars, I hear the waitress say from somewhere else and I look up and I see none other than Tastad the master painter with his big beard come walking down the narrow street, I stop, he stops. And Tastad the master painter shouts at me hey Lars, you better come with me, there’s a door that needs painting. I walk up to Tastad and he puts his broad thin hand on my shoulder. It is a door in heaven. You, Lars, will paint a door in heaven, but first we need to stop by the paint store to get some paint and brushes. And it’s the light you will paint, my boy, the inner light, the light that you and I can see. And then she’s standing there, in her white dress, so pale, with her thin fingers. And I say you look so nice today. And she says you look nice too, Lars. And then Tastad is walking with his wide, thin, strong hand on my shoulder, and we, Tastad and I, walk up the narrow street and next to me, on the other side, she is walking in her white and thin clothes, she’s walking next to me so lightly, and she runs her thin fingers lightly over my hand. And Tastad says that I can really paint, that’s why I will paint a door in heaven. And Tastad opens the door to the paint store and she stays standing in the doorway, so beautiful, in her white clothes, I turn to her, I ask won’t she come in, and she says there are too many colours in a paint store, so many paints and brushes and so forth, so she can’t come in, her white dress will get dirty in there if she comes in, and I nod, I walk through the door, and I see that Tastad is heading up the stairs, to the second floor, where the other painter’s apprentices are, but I don’t want to meet them. I don’t want to meet anyone.

         I don’t want to meet the painter’s apprentices, I say.

         Who are you talking to? the one sitting next to me says.

         And Tastad stops on the stairs. And he asks don’t I want to meet the apprentices. I shake my head. And he 77 says that I better wait downstairs then.

         Now you really have to stop talking to people who aren’t there, the one sitting next to me says.

         And Tastad stands on the stairs and smiles at me. And Tastad says that I’m an odd one, but I’m a good painter, he has painted a lot himself and he has seen what lots of other people have painted but he has never known anyone who can paint as well as I can. And she is behind me and I turn around and I see that she is so beautiful in her beautiful white clothes, thin white clothes, I can’t see her breasts through her clothes but I can see the soft crease between her breasts where she’s standing behind me. In her white clothes she’s standing behind me and in front of me on the stairs is Tastad. And Tastad says that you will paint a door in heaven, Lars, you will. I turn back to Tastad.

         I am going to paint a door in heaven, I will, I say.

         What are you going to do, the one sitting next to me says.

         No, I say.

         All right, whatever you say, the one sitting next to me says.

         You can’t paint, I say.

         And now the white and black clothes come closer, then the clothes disappear again, then the clothes come right up next to me, cling to me, stick to me. And then Tastad’s gentle eyes push through the black and white clothes, the white clothes become the white in his eyes, the black becomes the black pupils and the blue comes out of nowhere and then it’s Tastad’s face there behind his eyes or in the wrinkles that extend from the corners of his eyes, it’s Tastad.

         Again he says I can’t paint, the one sitting next to me says. 78

         I look at the one whose name is Alfred and I see him talking to the waitress.

         And Tastad says yes, Lars, you really can paint, and I’m not the only one who knows it, lots of other people know it too. And Tastad nods his head above his black heavy wool jacket, under his black cap. And Tastad looks right at me with his blue eyes. And I calm down. And Tastad tells me I have to come with him, I have to come up into the paint store. And the one standing behind me, in her white clothes, it’s Helene! it’s Helene in Stavanger, how did she get here? all the way from Germany! my darling Helene has come to Stavanger to visit me and now she is standing behind me, in Stavanger, on the street, on Nygata, my darling Helene is standing outside the art supply shop, my darling Helene from Düsseldorf, from Jägerhofstrasse, my darling Helene is standing behind me in her white dress which covers her body in such a way that I can just see the crease in between her breasts, a movement of her neck, and in front of me there’s Tastad, standing up on the stairs, and he’s smiling at me with his blue eyes. Because I am Lars the Quaker. And Tastad is Tastad the Quaker. And Helene, she is the most beautiful German girl. And now I have to go the room where I live, the bed, the nightstand, the washbasin. My bed. The white bedclothes.

         Aren’t you going to have another beer, Lars, the one sitting next to me says.

         No, I say.

         The black and white clothes, and Mrs Winckelmann’s tight black dress, the white lace collar, her hair, dark brown, sometimes almost black, like mine, and her mouth which opens into a smile and her smile is a big opening, black, wet, her smile is like a bog-hole, a thick heavy bog-hole, it holds my foot tight, it won’t let it go, I stand 79 there with one foot stuck deep in the bog, the seagulls fly over me, and down there, at the end of the bog, is the bay with the ocean that’s always choppy, the waves that crash against the beach, the stones, the sand, and the black bare rock slope along the shoreline and the foot that’s stuck in the cold bog water, the moisture that’s seeping up the leg of my trousers, I pull up with my leg, I bend forward and pull and it sucks at me and then my foot is loose and then I take another step forward, as big a step as I can, but my other foot is stuck in the bog hole too, so I have to step forward as far as I can, then my foot sinks a little deeper into the bog and then I pull the other foot out of the bog, pull it up, then stretch forward to a tuft of grass, there’s a tuft of grass up ahead, then get out of the bog, get to the edge of the forest, the bushes, get to where the light is, pull my foot out of the bog like out of a mouth, an open mouth, above the black fabric of the dress, then an open mouth, then walk forward, carefully and quietly, to where the light lies over the water, yellow, white underneath, forward, to the light, to the place where the light is white, yellow, then white underneath, and then, up there, near the clouds, up there, high up there, near the clouds, up high, the blue, the white, the disappearing white and blue clouds, up in the white and blue clouds, up there, there, move forward, push away, move forward, push away, move forward, pull the foot out of the mud, the wet ground in the bog, and then move forward, pull forward, quietly, as quietly as an open window, painted white! and forward, to the white window! pull forward! foot out of the mud, out of the damp and the wetness, then forward, to the ocean, to the waves crashing against the mud, pull forward, pull forward, out away from the world! to the shifting colours of the clouds, to the old memories, towards and away from Mrs Winckelmann’s 80 open mouth, from her lips, neither wide nor narrow, Mrs Winckelmann’s lips, the lips that round into an opening that says there, down the hall there, behind that door, that’s where you’ll live, that’s your room, that’s where I’ll be, in there, behind the door there, that’s where it is, that’s the bed and the nightstand and the washbasin. And since I smoke, there’s no smoking in bed. I can’t smoke in bed if I smoke and still want to live in their house. No smoking in bed. And so it’s at Mrs Winckelmann’s. Second floor. It’s on Jägerhofstrasse, on the second floor. Can’t ever forget that. Jägerhofstrasse. Mrs Winckelmann. There. I have to go back home, to Jägerhofstrasse. And to Hattarvåg. Can’t live in this city any more, in this house, because my father, he, my father and the other house painters. My father. And the houses on Jägerhofstrasse. And now it’s quiet. And the white and black clothes, they’re gone now, but my father and Tastad, inseparable. And her thin white dress. Behind me, outside, in the doorway behind me. Stands in the doorway. And Tastad. And full now, and nothing else. All the voices. People coming. While I just sit still in Malkasten, so quiet. It’s the first time I’ve been to Malkasten. And you my darling asked me to sit down next to Alfred. I’m at Malkasten. And people keep showing up at Malkasten. And then my father. And then Helene, with her long thin fingers, and the white dress. I come. I’ll come. Now I’ll come to you. And a hand on my shoulder and I hear someone ask me if I have a woman now? and I look up and I look straight into Bodom’s face. And it’s good to see his face. And Bodom grins across his whole face. And his grin moves towards me, away from me, and stays hanging in the air. And how Bodom grins.

         Lars, I hear you’ve got yourself a woman, Bodom says.

         And that’s Bodom talking. And she stands there in her white clothes, behind me. 81

         I said, have you got yourself a woman? Bodom says.

         And I see Bodom stand there and shake his thick blond hair and he looks me in the eyes.

         Bodom! I say.

         Because it’s Bodom who’s standing there. And so Bodom has showed up at Malkasten too, good old Bodom has come to Malkasten.

         Lars! he says.

         Got a woman yourself, Bodom, I say.

         This is your first time at Malkasten, isn’t it, he says.

         And I look straight into Bodom’s eyes, and his eyes are grinning, I see Bodom’s eyes grinning and just like that his eyes turn into bog-holes, black, wet, and then someone pulling, sinking, splashing in the bog, hard, the hand moves fast, pulls up, down, tightens, tightens, and I can’t pull my foot free and it’s stuck and then, up ahead, is the light that sucks and comes at me and pulls me down and all I can see is Bodom who stands there and looks down at me and he puts his hand on my shoulder, velvet, purple velvet! a jacket made of the finest velvet, a purple velvet jacket, just like the jacket of, and then out of the bog-hole, and Tastad! there’s Tastad! and the black clothes? now they’re gone! where did the black and white clothes go? gone? the clothes are gone? are they gone now? in the pocket of my trousers, maybe? have to check the pocket of my trousers? and velvet, purple! A pair of purple velvet trouers! It’s a pair of trousers made of purple velvet!

         A pair of velvet trousers! I say.

         What’s wrong with you Lars? Bodom says.

         And Bodom stands there above me, he looks down at me and his hand is on my shoulder, his hand is on purple velvet, on my jacket made from the purplest velvet. And all the people, a big round table and just Alfred, who can’t paint, and then me, we’re the only ones sitting at the round 82 table, even though there’s room for lots more people, but they’re on their way, Alfred said, every time someone asked if they could sit down Alfred said that the table is taken, more people are coming, a whole group, Alfred said, they’ll be here soon, Norwegian, Swedish painters, Larsson too, Alfred said, and girls, he said, German girls, lots of girls, probably even a girl just for me, they’re definitely coming, he said, and the girls will be wearing white or black dresses that fit tight around their beautiful bodies, Alfred said, because Alfred is sitting next to me while Bodom, even though he is from Norway, a painter from Norway, is sitting at another table, and Malkasten is full of people, full of smoke and singing, there are people at all the other tables. And Bodom keeps his hand on my shoulder, on the most beautiful velvet. And my suit jacket, made of purple velvet. And I am at the house of the person I’ve always heard about, Sundt’s house, it was Sundt and Kielland and then all us others, and then all this purple velvet. At Sundt’s house. I was going to paint a room, in the long white house, a three-storey house with a big porch out front and an entrance in the back, a big mudroom, then a hall, then up some stairs and on the wall in the stairway are pictures! never before have I seen such beautiful pictures! colours like the most beautiful sky! light like the most beautiful light! and pictures, with the light, so big, and with such wide frames and canvas that moves when I touch it, that ripples, a canvas that ripples, my finger gently at one edge of the picture and then the canvas starts to ripple with the colours and the light and I just stand there and look even though I was supposed to go upstairs and paint a room, a bedroom, that was white but was now supposed to be painted yellow, Tastad sent me here, quite a prestigious job I’d been given, that’s what Tastad said, because I’m a good painter and because the 83 others are busy with other jobs, that’s why I’ve come the long way out to Sundt and his house, I am supposed to paint a bedroom yellow and I’m standing on the stairs and I’m looking at a picture, a painting, Sundt tells me that’s a painting I’m looking at and never before have I seen anything so beautiful and behind me stands Sundt, the calm man, and he asks me if I like the picture and I nod and I say yes, I like the picture. Never before have I seen anything so beautiful. And he, whose name is Hans Gabriel Buchholdt Sundt, puts his arm around my shoulders and leads me up the stairs. And then purple velvet. It’s velvet from Sundt. It’s a tailored suit, made of velvet, from Sundt. And Sundt has brought me to the ship, the ship to Christiania, and Sundt hands me, on the pier, while my mother and Cecilia and Elizabeth stand at a distance and look on, with all the others, while Sundt hands me a package and there comes my father, running, in his rough black wool, he is salting herring further out on the dock and now he comes running in his heavy black wool coat, he comes running towards us and my father sees that Sundt, that Hans Gabriel Buchholdt Sundt, is standing on the dock and handing me a big package and Hans Gabriel Buchholdt Sundt says that there are dress clothes in the package, now that I’m leaving for Christiania, where the King and the Parliament are, to go to a college of drawing and painting, I need to have nice clothes, the fabric is beautiful, it’s the most beautiful velvet, and the tailor is the best tailor in Stavanger, so I should look nice in Christiania, in the capital of Norway, I won’t be dressed worse than anyone in Christiania, Hans Gabriel Buchholdt Sundt says, and he hands me a package and I bow where I’m standing in my heavy black rough wool, with my black cap pulled down over my eyes, and I manage to say thank you! thank you so much! I owe you many 84 thanks! many thanks to you! and I see my father come running, clomping in his wooden shoes, my father stops, he stands calmly and watches as Hans Gabriel Buchholdt Sundt hands me a package and Hans Gabriel Buchholdt Sundt says that there are shoes in there too, nice black shoes. You can change on the ship, he says. And Hans Gabriel Buchholdt Sundt says I will leave you now and I see that a lot of people have gathered on the dock and they all stand and look as Hans Gabriel Buchholdt Sundt hands me a package. My mother and my sisters Cecilia and Elizabeth came with me to the dock. When they saw Sundt they stood back, now they’re standing at the edge of the crowd and I see them stand and look down. And then my mother looks up, and she sees Hans Gabriel Buchholdt Sundt walk to the carriage that is waiting for him, and I turn and walk up the gangway and I know that I can’t turn around, with a package under my arm, handed to me by Hans Gabriel Buchholdt Sundt, I walk up the gangway, and the two suitcases with clothes and food are already on board along with everything else, I hear wooden shoes clomp, I don’t turn around but I know it’s my father running to the gangway and I hear my mother shout Lars! Lars! And then my father shouts Lars! Lars! but I just walk up the gangway, I walk to the other side of the ship, I lean over the railing, I look down at the ocean, the waves against the side of the ship. And the purple suit. Of the most beautiful velvet. But I can’t wear the most beautiful velvet. Not me, not me in the most beautiful velvet, not me in velvet, no. Not me. I’m rough wool. Me in velvet. Coming home, switch to wool. Leaving home, switch to velvet. In the most beautiful velvet.

         No we’ve got to do something about Hertervig already, Alfred says.

         And Alfred is talking at me and he talks so loud that 85 I’m supposed to hear what he’s saying even though he’s talking about me.

         It’s one thing to always sit around talking to people who aren’t there, that’s fine, but that I bother girls, that I won’t leave them alone, that’s going too far, Bodom says.

         And Bodom is also talking at me and I look at Bodom and I see his mouth open under his wide red mustache and his mouth says that I bother girls, but I don’t bother girls, me, I’ve never bothered girls, so Bodom can’t say things like that.

         Can I join you? Bodom says.

         Sure, Alfred says. Have a seat. I could use someone to talk to who doesn’t just talk to people who aren’t there, Alfred says.

         And Alfred looks at me.

         Where’s your Quaker scarf today, huh? Alfred says.

         And Alfred leans over to me, he stares at my neck. I look down at the round table.

         Does your Quaker scarf not match your pretty purple velvet? Bodom says.

         You have to wear your Quaker scarf, you Quaker quacker, Alfred says.

         And wool, you bumpkin, Bodom says.
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