PAGE  
1

Martina Šiler:

REYKJAVIK

 (translated by Mojca Krevel)

DRAMATIS PERSONAE




MARINA

SEVERIN


 


MITJA





VIKI

NOTE

One of the characters utters some words in Icelandic. Since the sound is more important than the meaning, the translation is not provided.

1.Savo

Apartment. Front door in the centre, leading directly to the living room. Two more doors and an entrance to the kitchen. A large shabby couch. Facing the couch, an old, black and white TV set, a bag of crisps in front of it. The front door is open. Standing in the doorway is Severin, wearing an elegant grey coat, holding a suitcase. Mitja has just opened the door. They are looking at each other for a while, then Mitja speaks.

MITJA: Savo.

SEVERIN with determination: Severin.

MITJA: Is that so? Well, then, hi...

SEVERIN: Hi.

MITJA: Hi, Severin.

SEVERIN: Hi, Mitja.

MITJA: Come in, will you? You're letting the chill in. Severin enters. Mitja closes the door. You're back.

SEVERIN observing the place: Not much has changed around here.

MITJA: Not really.

SEVERIN: I wasn't sure I got the place right. Couldn't remember. The house, the stairs, the door. Little has changed.

MITJA: It just seems that way. You haven't been around for a while. 
Looking at each other.

SEVERIN smiles: Perhaps. I don't remember much. I've almost forgotten this town. I didn't know it would be winter again when I return.

MITJA: And you return in the middle of the night.

SEVERIN: Because of the flight.

MITJA: Right. How are you, then?

SEVERIN: OK. Fine. Great, actually.

MITJA: Severin's fine. Cool. Looking at you like that... I guess you're probably right. Takes his coat and observes it. This looks fine, for starters.

SEVERIN: Latest Hugo Boss.

MITJA: Take it off then, you don't want it all creased, do you? And sit down!

SEVERIN: No, no need to.

MITJA: Why not? What else?

SEVERIN: I just dropped by for a few minutes. I'll be leaving soon.

MITJA: Have you got some place to go?

SEVERIN: Sure.

MITJA: Where?

SEVERIN: A hotel.

MITJA: Oh, come on. Now you're here! 
Viki appears from one of the rooms, looks at them.

VIKI: Oh, Mitja, you've got a visit or what?

SEVERIN: I see your place is full already.

MITJA: I just leased out the room. This is Viki, actually. Viki and Severin shake hands. Viki then sits down in front of the TV, eats the crisps.

VIKI: I don't want to disturb, it's just that there is this game I want to see. Sees the coat on the couch. Cool coat!

MITJA: Hugo B-what's-it, isn't it?

SEVERIN: Boss, yeah.

VIKI: Haven't seen one of those here before.

SEVERIN to Mitja: You're letting out rooms?

MITJA: Got to live off something, you know.

SEVERIN: My old room?

MITJA: Shit happens.

SEVERIN: My room.

MITJA: You thought everything would just wait for you to return? As if nothing happened? I even wanted to change the locks. I forgot. Now it's too late, isn't it?

VIKI: It's in there. Yes!

SEVERIN: Is there a match on today?

MITJA: Golf.

VIKI: Golf rules.

MITJA: He watches Supersport all the time.

VIKI: It's the only program we're receiving here.

SEVERIN: I’ve seen a golf court live. It's so green.

VIKI: Really? You tried it?

SEVERIN: I did hold a club in my hands a few times. It's not as easy as it seems.

MITJA: Listen to this guy. So what you're saying is loads of stuff happened in the meantime?

SEVERIN: I could talk for a week.

MITJA: Then talk! Tell me everything! Looks at him.
SEVERIN: I'm beat. Got to get some sleep first. Tries to get up but Mitja pulls him back.

MITJA: Oh no, you don't. You're staying right here. You're hungry? I've got cake. 

SEVERIN: No, thanks, I can't.

MITJA: Made it myself.

SEVERIN: Will you be offended?

MITJA: Never mind, it'll wait. But you have to talk now. Tell me as much as you can.

SEVERIN: What about you?

MITJA: I'll listen. To all of it. Well?

SEVERIN: OK. Makes a short pause. First there were stations. Loads of them, loads of platforms. The tracks, the coaches, riding at night. I remember the railway stations best. Long benches. The timetables. The waiting. Noise everywhere. People. Towns, beautiful, of all sizes. A heavy suitcase. Then taking off at one airport, landing at another. I like that about airports: if you're travelling for the first time, you never know where you're landing. The morning we landed...or it was perhaps day already...evening...night...

MITJA: Say day, it's more general.

SEVERIN: Yes, day, although there was no day, actually.

MITJA: Different time zone?

SEVERIN: Minimal difference, yes.

MITJA: That's weird. Well, if you're saying so... Want a drink, at least?

SEVERIN: I'm alright, thanks. It's just... Is there something burning in the kitchen? This strange smell...

MITJA: There's this new place downstairs. They're serving chicken.

SEVERIN: I've seen it. Interesting name. Nordsee. Don't they sell fish?

MITJA: Only at the beginning. Nobody was buying the stuff, no one here eats fish. It's why they had to switch to chicken.

SEVERIN: It positively reeks!

MITJA: You forgot about that stuff, didn't you?

SEVERIN: The meat is supposed to be fresh. I read that downstairs. Fresh meat, fresh taste.

MITJA: Marketing scam. Why don't you tell me what you ate there? Fish, right? You said it was daytime. Minimal difference in time.

SEVERIN: Yes. Sleep. I can sleep.

MITJA: Yeah?

SEVERIN: Now. I can sleep now... I'm really tired.

MITJA: I know. You will. Finish the story.

SEVERIN: You never wrote to me.

MITJA: What would I write? You haven't written to me either.

SEVERIN: Oh yes, I did. I remember. You got them all, didn't you?

MITJA: Just a few postcards. Reykjavik. Where is Reykjavik, anyway?

SEVERIN: Iceland.

MITJA: I also read them, you know. Best regards, nothing else. Same thing all the time. You could use some imagination, you know.

SEVERIN: You used to collect postcards.

MITJA: You could’ve written me a letter! Just one letter!

SEVERIN: I wanted to call you a couple of times. But then I remembered I didn't have the number of this place.

VIKI: There is no number.

MITJA: Perhaps you also didn't remember we have no phone here?

SEVERIN: I remembered eventually. Since I've got this (shows his mobile phone), I somewhat forgot about writing letters.

VIKI turns: Oh, fuck, a receiver.

MITJA: Well, I don't have one of these, so what.

VIKI: You can't get one of these here. Will you show me after the game? Watches TV again.

SEVERIN: Later. I'm really tired now.

MITJA: You could sleep there. I bet you could.

SEVERIN: That's true. I slept a lot. I read a lot. Studied.

MITJA: Really? What?

SEVERIN: Everything. Literature, the language. Economy, too. Mostly economy.

MITJA: So you know a lot now?

SEVERIN: I've got an MA in economy.

MITJA hiding astonishment: Clever.

SEVERIN: That's not all.

MITJA: What else?

SEVERIN: I started on a PhD...

VIKI: So that means you do loads of reading and writing and stuff?

MITJA: The highest level, isn't it?

SEVERIN: That's right.

VIKI: So that stuff you write. What is it?

SEVERIN: I'm combining economy, law and international relations.

MITJA: Isn't that a bit too much for you, though?

SEVERIN: Not anymore.

MITJA: Anything else?

SEVERIN: Yeah... I've also got a job.

MITJA: Where?

SEVERIN: Up there, of course. I do everything there.

VIKI: In Reykjavik?

SEVERIN: In Reykjavik.

MITJA: So?

SEVERIN: It was easy, actually. I came there. Iceland is beautiful, beautiful and interesting. I couldn’t leave. First I did an odd job here and there. Got myself a place, learnt the language, started studying. Well, and now... I'm a director. I'm the director now.

VIKI: You've got your own company?

SEVERIN: A small company. Mitja shudders, Severin looks at him.

VIKI: So you play golf, have a bank account, drive a car...

MITJA: He doesn't have a licence. Gets up and leaves.

VIKI: Really?

SEVERIN watching Mitja leave, slightly absentmindedly: I've got a licence. I also have a car there. A grey Audi A6.

VIKI: Super cool. But you didn't drive it all the way here, did you?

SEVERIN: No, I came by train... And an airplane.

VIKI: Fuck, man! Great. Short silence, only TV can be heard. The football's on now. Mitja returns, carrying the sheets.

MITJA: Here. You're sleeping on the couch. You're not going anywhere tonight, Mr. Director. You're staying here.

Mitja leaves, Severin remains on the couch, looking in front of himself.
2. The First Evening

Late at night. Viki is watching the TV. The sheets are spread on the couch. Severin lies on it, staring at the ceiling.

SEVERIN: What's the time?

VIKI: You're not sleeping?

SEVERIN: No.

VIKI: Sorry if I woke you up.

SEVERIN: You didn't.

VIKI: Five thirty.

SEVERIN: In the morning?

VIKI: No, at night, you clown. In the morning, what else? Can't sleep or what?

SEVERIN: It still reeks. Do they ever give those chicken a break?

VIKI: I don't even smell it anymore. But they're really good, we'll try it some time.

SEVERIN: Ah, well. You're going to watch the TV?

VIKI: Basketball's on. Can't miss it. It's so cool.

SEVERIN: Mitja doesn't watch this?

VIKI: Don't know. He's sleeping. Need him?

SEVERIN: No. Glances at the screen. He's not interested?

VIKI:In Supersport?Not always.Now and then. Once a month or so. It's not like we understand what they're saying,anyway.You of course know what this lingo is.

SEVERIN: It's German.

VIKI: Sure, you've got that Ph-what's-it.

SEVERIN: Not yet.

VIKI: But you know stuff, don't you?

SEVERIN: Some.

VIKI: Where's that phone thing of yours? I'm dying to see it.

SEVERIN: It's filling up now. I'll show you tomorrow.

VIKI: Great. I bet you bought it there? Here, they're not selling receivers only, just those large devices. I did see a commercial on Supersport, though, they call it m-something...

SEVERIN: Mobile phone. It's not a receiver.

VIKI: That's it, yeah. Listen, so you just went to that Iceland, then?

SEVERIN: Yes, to all...to all the towns. First I just wanted to see it. And then I came to Reykjavik and suddenly realized I can't go back. Such a crazy feeling. I just stayed.

VIKI: Cool. I would, too.

SEVERIN: Try it. But... It's not as...

VIKI: What?

SEVERIN: It's not as easy as you think. I was really lucky.

VIKI: Oh, right. OK. Do you want to go back?

SEVERIN: I will, I have to. Can't stay here. I just came for a visit, you know, check everything out.

VIKI: And? What do you think? I'm here all the time.

SEVERIN: Same as before. The snow and the cold. The river's frozen. The castle is illuminated, the bridge isn't. It's still quite nice, though.

VIKI: The floodlights on the bridge are out because of the cold. Otherwise it would be even nicer.

SEVERIN: I've got this feeling that the snow never melts around here. It snowed when I was leaving.

VIKI: It seems that way, doesn't it? I don't mind.

SEVERIN: You're a student?

VIKI laughs: What can be studied here? I do different things. Pause.

SEVERIN: Does Mitja... I mean, does he do anything at all?
VIKI: Depends. He's making these plans all the time.

SEVERIN: I didn't see the ring or anything... Is he married?

VIKI: Well, you didn't see the ring, did you? Obviously, he's not. I really don't know much about that.

SEVERIN: He used to talk about her all the time back then, before I left. I always wrote postcards to both of them, I thought that maybe...I had the feeling they got along so well.

VIKI: She left him. That's how I got the room, I wouldn't have otherwise.

SEVERIN: So... He was really down, wasn’t he?

VIKI: I suppose so. I told you I don't know much about it. It's like, everyone runs his or her own life. I don't have problems with women. You can always find some cool company. Suppose you got yourself some up there?

SEVERIN: Sure I have. 

VIKI: So, you and Mitja got along better back then?

SEVERIN: We were best friends. For a long time. We knew everything.

VIKI: Cool. Now you know more, so you're a director.

SEVERIN: Something like that. Short pause. I was thinking what to say to him, you know. How to appear in front of somebody...I still don't know. I made like ten speeches on the plane. How to tell him, how it has been, say this and that and make it alright, somehow. Can't do anything now.

VIKI: Don't worry, it's going to be OK. Feeling alright on that couch?

SEVERIN: It's cool.

VIKI: You can take the other room if you like. I usually sleep there but it's not like I'm going to use it any time soon. Hockey's next. You can use it, no problem.

SEVERIN: Your room.

VIKI: I said so, didn't I?

SEVERIN: It's alright. I'll sleep here.

VIKI: Whatever, just hope you can sleep here.

SEVERIN: Sleep. As if I hadn't slept here for a long time. As if I didn't sleep there. I did. I took some time off and travelled the country some more. Days without nights. The geysers spurting water and the silent underground thundering of lava. Soft days, velvety with volcanic dust and the landscape covered with hot lakes. Warm stones, not from the sun, though. Sulphurous smell.

VIKI: Sounds cool. See, this is what you can tell Mitja.

SEVERIN: I don't know.

VIKI: What's the Supersport like there?

SEVERIN: I don't really watch television there, you know. Too much work.

VIKI: I bet. Short silence. Hey, do you mind if I smoke?

SEVERIN: No. Turns against the couch, covers his head.

VIKI lights a cigarette: Good night. Severin falls asleep.

3. The Cake

Living room. The TV's off. Viki is constructing a small model plane: glues, etc. Severin sits on the couch, staring straight ahead. Mitja smokes, staring through the window.
VIKI to Mitja: Here we go, look at it, it's brilliant. Almost finished.

MITJA: I don't know where to put it.

VIKI: On the TV set, perhaps. What is this, anyway?

SEVERIN: A plane.

VIKI: Thought so. Sometimes one of these flies over the house. What type?

SEVERIN: Concorde.

MITJA: No, it's not.

SEVERIN: Boeing 474.

MITJA: Stop it. You know planes.

SEVERIN: No, I don't.

MITJA: Oh, come on. You fly them all the time.

VIKI: You're also a pilot or something?

SEVERIN: No.

MITJA: Guess you've got a private plane now.

SEVERIN: No, just an Audi. And roller-skates and a scooter.

MITJA: But still you've done lots of flying.

VIKI: Didn't you go by train?

SEVERIN: There's no railway in Iceland.

MITJA: A director can't be bothered with trains.

VIKI: What, is it too much of a strain?

MITJA: Don't ask him any more questions, he's not saying anything else.

SEVERIN: Mitja.

MITJA: What?

SEVERIN: Nothing.

MITJA: You're right. Gets up. I'll make some lunch.

VIKI: What?

MITJA: Whatever's in the kitchen. 

VIKI: Don't think there's anything left. Oh, right, there's still some of that cake of yours, if it's still good. Or I could get us some chicken from downstairs. They wrap them up in paper, real nice, they're just a bit salty. Agreed? Since Severin looks at Mitja, Viki also turns his head: Mitja nods. Cool, I'll go get it then. Jumps, grabs his jacket and starts for the door.

SEVERIN: How many restaurants are there in the town now? Three? 

MITJA: Four. There's a new one by the railway station. 
SEVERIN: They could move this one there as well. It's like living on a grill.

MITJA: Told you another one was opened by the railway station. Looking at Severin.
SEVERIN: And what...Understands Mitja's gaze. Oh, right, by the railway station... The two looking at each other.

MITJA: I'm glad you're finally interested. Not there. Somewhere else. There's lots of space around our railway station.

SEVERIN: OK. But not now...not yet...

MITJA: Well, then perhaps you can tell me if you need somebody at your firm.

SEVERIN: No business on holidays.

MITJA: Right then. OK. Short silence. Mitja looks at the model plane. This is all you brought?

SEVERIN: Bought it on the plane. Changing planes at Frankfurt. You don't like it?

MITJA: It's all right. Short silence.

SEVERIN: I didn't know what to bring you. Almost...forgot.

MITJA: Lost your memory staring into those geysers?

SEVERIN: No, not really.

MITJA: Does the water go real high? Nice green meadows around them?

SEVERIN: Yeah, they're everywhere, anywhere.

MITJA: Green meadows, white water, falling unto the grass like marbles and then you can watch and take photos?

SEVERIN: Yeah, just like…yes, I know what you mean.

MITJA: Well, what?

SEVERIN: Mitja, I really don't see the point of discussing that right now.

MITJA: Because you're finally here.

SEVERIN: Told you I was on holidays!

MITJA: Why bother coming?

SEVERIN: Oh, I'm going back alright.

MITJA: You just don't care.

SEVERIN: I do. It's just that I'm doing a lot of things now.

MITJA: I would, too. You know, what I'm doing?

SEVERIN: No. You haven't told me.

MITJA:  Nothing. Well, letting out the room, if that's work.

SEVERIN: You told me that.

MITJA: If you didn't...

SEVERIN interrupts: I'm not the only one who can tackle this thing. I'm doing other stuff now. Things I've always wanted!

MITJA: PhD in economy!?

SEVERIN: International relations, yes!

MITJA: And the company also takes lot of time, doesn't it?

SEVERIN: Yes! Short pause.

MITJA: It's still there, just like it was. Didn't throw it away. Silence.

SEVERIN: I like him.

MITJA: What?

SEVERIN: Who. Viki. Ask him.

MITJA: He doesn't have a clue.

SEVERIN: You could try on your own.

MITJA: You never...

SEVERIN: I went somewhere and I was somewhere! Alone. Away from here. That's what I wanted, that's what I've always wanted.

MITJA: You should've told me your decision before.

SEVERIN: Well...sorry. Silence.
MITJA: Great. Ironically. Sorry. Silence. You never could cope, anyway. Not ever. I should've realized that sooner. You're not to be trusted, you can't cope.

SEVERIN: I cope very well now.

MITJA: Do you? What about your women?

SEVERIN: Same as yours, right?

MITJA: Yeah, I guess so. Looks at Severin. You probably know that...she left me. You know, don't you?

SEVERIN: Yeah, I found out.

MITJA: Well, there's something you don't know. Looks at Severin. Her name's Natasha. She's great. It’s all still very fresh, you know.

SEVERIN: Glad to hear it.

MITJA: I would be, too, if you told me some more.

SEVERIN: I... Well, I guess...

MITJA: You've got everything now? You leave and get everything, don't you?

Severin looks at Mitja and takes a small box from his pocket, opens it and takes out a golden ring. Raises his palm in front of Mitja and puts it on his finger.

SEVERIN: Yes, if you leave this place you get everything. Leans back, relaxed. Freyja couldn't come, too much work at her firm. Anyway, I don't really know what to show her here. A castle, a bridge, a railway station. Not really impressive.

MITJA gets up, turns away, impulsively: I forgot to tell him to bring something to drink. I'll check if there's anything left in the kitchen.

Severin takes the ring off and puts it back into the box, steps to the model plane and observes it. Suddenly he grabs it and  throws it to the floor: it falls apart. Severin returns to the couch, Mitja appears with pieces of  cake on a plate. Offers it to Severin.

MITJA: Nothing to drink, this is all I found. Want some?

SEVERIN: Not before lunch.

MITJA: I made it.

SEVERIN: I know that, Mitja. I'll have some later. Thanks, it smells great. Looks at Mitja.

MITJA smiles: You'll be stuffed later. Those chicken are enormous.

SEVERIN: I won't be, really.

MITJA: Come on, just one bite. For me. Try it.

SEVERIN: No, thanks.

MITJA puts the plate down, takes a piece, sits down next to him: Come on. Try it, I'm sure you missed it there. Look. Takes a bite. Phenomenal. Now you.

SEVERIN: No, seriously, Mitja!

MITJA: Savo?

SEVERIN: Severin!

MITJA: Severin, then. Mitja moulds  a piece of cake into a ball, jumps on him and starts stuffing the cake into his mouth. Severin struggles and suffocates. Mitja persists until the ball is in Severin's mouth, then gets up. Severin rolls off the couch, coughing.

MITJA: Is it good? I can bake, alright. And I'm still good with the balls. Just don't crumble it all over the carpet. Severin slowly gets up and runs out of the room.

Viki returns with  a wrapped up chicken.

VIKI: Here we go, a nice little chick.

MITJA: Put it there. Viki places the chicken on the TV set.

VIKI: It's about time we get a proper table. What about the one you said you've got...

Mitja interrupts: It's not a dining table!

VIKI: Hey, I'm sorry. We eat everything on the floor, we can eat this one as well. Where's the guy?

MITJA: In the bathroom. I guess he's throwing up.

VIKI: Shit. He won't eat chicken, then.

MITJA: Yes, he will. Viki sees the model plane.

VIKI hurt: What's this all about? Who... Oh, come on, it took me hours to... Fuck off! Picks the model plane up, Mitja looks at him, Severin enters, wiping his mouth with his hand.

MITJA: It's not like we can't fix it.

VIKI: The chicken is getting cold. Puts the model plane away, heads for the couch and unwraps a very greasy, unattractive looking chicken. Mitja joins him on the couch. Viki tears off a leg.

VIKI: I prefer dark meet. What do you want? Severin looks at them. Viki tears off a wing, waves with it in Severin’s direction. Come on, try some, will you? Severin looks at him, it seems he's feeling sick again. To avoid throwing up, he grabs his coat and leaves the apartment. Mitja jumps up.

MITJA: Savo!

VIKI eating the leg: He needs some fresh air. Mitja looks at him.  I guess.

MITJA looking at the door: Perhaps I'll receive a postcard again. He can't be trusted. Laughs.

4.The Stranger from the Station

Marina's apartment. Severin is sitting on a chair, looking straight ahead. Marina walks around him, smoking.

MARINA: At least this coat looks great. Complicated cut, expensive model, just don’t know the brand.

SEVERIN quietly: Hugo Boss.

MARINA: Well, well. I thought you didn’t understand me at all.

SEVERIN still quietly: I still speak… this language.

MARINA? Where are you from?

SEVERIN: I don’t know…don’t know.

MARINA: Wait a minute!

SEVERIN: Well…basically from here.

MARINA: Then explain why you followed me. 

SEVERIN: I don’t know.

MARINA: What do you mean, you don’t know? Quieter. Have you been observing me for a long time? Looking at me? Stalking me?

SEVERIN: No! Nothing like that.

MARINA: What then?

SEVERIN: I got to go somewhere… I have to go back.

MARINA: Back to where?

SEVERIN: To the station. Catch the train to the airport.

MARINA: It’s a long ride.

SEVERIN: Still.

MARINA: You better tell me why you followed me!

SEVRIN: Because. No reason. I’m sorry. I…

MARINA: So you’re not dangerous, right?

SEVERIN smiles slightly: Not in the sense you mean, no. I got lost. Confused. Haven’t been here for a while, I don’t know the town anymore. I didn’t know whether to go straight on, or left, or right, or anywhere for that matter. So I just went. Here and at the station…I was alone. Not alone as I used to be. Strangely alone. I’m not used to being alone in that strange way. Marina is looking at him.

MARINA: Like looking at those papers before.

SEVERIN: Looking at what papers?

MARINA: Yes. You were tearing some small papers at the station.

SEVERIN: I had some in my pocket, yes.

MARINA:  I was looking at you at the station as well. It’s just I’m not crazy enough to have followed you.

SEVERIN: I really didn’t mean to stalk you, really, I just wanted… Shit, I’ve got a headache.

MARINA: It’s the cold.

SEVERIN: I’m used to the cold.

MARINA: Want a drink? I’ve got Aspirin if you want one.

SEVERIN: Just water, please. Marina leaves and returns with a glass of water. Severin drinks.

MARINA: Your hands are shaking. 

SEVERIN: Yeah? Didn’t notice. Looks at his hands. Marina lights another cigarette and offers it to Severin.

MARINA: This will calm you down.

SEVERIN: I actually don’t smoke. Smokes anyway.

MARINA: Another glass of water, perhaps? Are you sure you don’t want an Aspirin? It would help.

SEVERIN: No, thanks.

MARINA: So what are you going to do now? Well…you can stay here. For the night, not longer, though.

SEVERIN: I can’t stay here, no way, I don’t know you, and anyway…they’re worried, the people I’m staying with, you know, at that apartment. I didn’t tell them where I was going. Perhaps they think I went back…or something.

MARINA: I can give you a lift if you know the address.

SEVERIN: No, thanks, that’s OK.

MARINA: You’re still shaking. I can give you a lift, no problem.

SEVERIN: It’s really…

MARINA: I’ll drive you there. You’re totally confused, you know that? Looking at him, laughs, yet notices something. You’ve got blood on your lip. Just a drop, right here.

SEVERIN: Yeah, I know, it was the cake. Marina looks at him.

MARINA: Let’s go now. You do know the address, right?

SEVERIN: Yeah, I might. Marina pushes Severin out and closes the door.
5. Almost Morning
Dusk. Empty warehouse by the railway tracks, not too big. In the middle there is a large rectangular object, covered with a dark canvas cover. Marina sits on the object. At the beginning of the scene she’s striving to get from under Severin. Picks up her panties and puts them on, opens her bag and applies lipstick. Severin is also slowly getting dressed, fixing his clothes. In the background, sounds of trains running right pass the warehouse throughout the scene. 

SEVERIN: I didn’t imagine it would be like this.

MARINA: What?

SEVERIN: When I went there.

MARINA: Oh, that. When you went to from where you’ve returned now.

SEVERIN: Yes. First I wanted to go by train, and I did. To London. Through the tunnel under the sea. And then the English tell me: ‘Sorry, sir, no railway in Iceland.’ OK, I say, and go to the airport. First time on a plane. Marina lights a cigarette. Offers it to Severin without looking at him. They smoke. Severin becomes slightly detached. So I step off the plane to the ground. Icelandic ground. The language I don’t understand. An interesting, old language. The ground beneath me is hot. They told me later it’s because of the lava. You know, underneath all the towns on the island streams of lava run all the time. You can even see it sometimes. Deep blue sky above the city, it’s totally deep blue. The sea also. Everything. The ice, the heat. Fire freezes and the ice goes up in flames, I’ve seen it. If you’re lucky, you can watch the northern lights. I’ve heard it, too. Special, quiet sounds. The meadows are beautiful, green, silvery at night, but it’s dangerous to walk there. The water can suddenly sweep you away. A hot jet of water spurts out and sweeps you away, can you imagine? Laughs. It almost happened to me once, after defending my MA thesis I went for a walk, I should’ve been more careful. A train passes, then Severin lowers his voice. You really can’t go to Reykjavik by train.

MARINA smokes, indifferently: At least I know now.

SEVERIN: What do you know?

MARINA: Where you were and why I didn’t come.

SEVERIN shudders, turns to her: You…I…

MARINA: So I didn’t, no big deal. But if you got that hot stuff between your legs, I understand why.

SEVERIN: Why what?

MARINA: You can’t control yourself. The rhythm’s a problem. Everything’s a problem. You don’t know…I mean, do you want me to continue or are you about to explode?

SEVERIN confused: No, no, go on… I thought it’s done…shit, I’m sorry. Silence, a train passing by.

MARINA: And them goddamn trains!
SEVERIN: Yeah… I thought so.

MARINA: Yeah?

SEVERIN: That you didn’t. You were too quiet.

MARINA: I hate to pretend.

SEVERIN quietly: I came too soon, didn’t I?

MARINA: Among other things. Silence.

SEVERIN as before: I didn’t get anything between my legs.

Marina looks at Severin and touches his hand. He shudders.

MARINA: It's OK. It happens. I wanted it.

SEVERIN withdraws his hand: I wanted it, too. Very much. 
Silence, a train. Marina gets up.

MARINA: The blanket's all wet. You better get up.
SEVERIN: I don't care.

MARINA: Why did we come here in the first place? We could do it in my flat or at least in the car.

SEVERIN: To check the place out. Severin also gets up.

MARINA: This place?

SEVERIN: Yeah, this place. I just wanted to see if it's still here. What do you think?

MARINA: I didn't know about it.

SEVERIN: Now you know. Lots of trains.

MARINA approaches the covered object, wants to uncover it: The trains, and this thing.

SEVERIN: No, leave it alone.

MARINA: Why not? I want to see what I got laid on.

SEVERIN: It's not mine. We have to be careful. I only have the key, that's all.

MARINA: What about this place?

SEVERIN: There were certain plans...long ago.

MARINA: It's so cold in here, and really damp.

SEVERIN: Do you want my coat?

MARINA: No. I'd like to go now.

SEVERIN: OK. Yet they do not move. Silence.

MARINA: Fewer trains now.

SEVERIN: The night cargo traffic is calming down. The first passenger trains will start running any second now. The mornings here are beautiful.

MARINA: Here? Laughs.

SEVERIN: I missed that sound the most. Trains, crossing the bridge. And the mornings. Each town has its own sounds. And its own morning light.

MARINA: You know. I really wonder what that lava looks like.

SEVERIN: It glows in the dark. Everything glows.

MARINA: Cool. Short pause. What's your name, anyway?

SEVERIN: Savo... Severin. I'm Severin.

MARINA: Marina. Severin?

Severin: What?

MARINA. Come here. Severin approaches, she kisses him, it confuses him, he doesn't know what to make of the kiss. This is not happening. Un-fucking-real. Laughs. Severin looking at her, feeling embarrassed. A train passes by.

6. TV
Mitja's apartment. Viki and Mitja staring at the TV.
VIKI: See? This is what I call perfection. Look at those bodies. What they can do. They're just running now but they can do so much more. You really have to see some other programs. They can ski, too. Or jump, that's so far out. Two meters on skis, really, unbelievable.

MITJA: You're right.

VIKI: Sure I am.

MITJA: He's got everything.

VIKI: The muscles, the power, the energy.

MITJA: He's important.

VIKI: You got that one right. He's in all the papers, on posters everywhere.

MITJA: Travels all the time.

VIKI: From on race to another, and then someplace far, to the seaside or something.

MITJA: The sea. Loads of money. Hugo Boss.

VIKI: Ever been to the seaside?

MITJA: No.

VIKI: Me neither. I've always wanted to be on a team. To go to the seaside and stuff. They wouldn't have me on our local football team. They said there were too many guys already. I don't believe them, though. I said I didn't care, I'd be glad to just sit on the bench all the time, but it didn't help. I guess they don't want to waste the money on reserves. They've still got loads, though. They got themselves some sponsors.

MITJA: How does it feel to be important?

VIKI: Can't even imagine.

MITJA: A director, for example, someone with an MA, working on a PhD.

VIKI: To have such a body...fuck, far out.

MITJA: This clothes make him much more conspicuous than before. He’s obviously got it. 

VIKI: He really has. No sweat or anything.

MITJA: He’s clean. Blood, saliva, shit, that’s none of his business. He never wanted to drink from the same bottle as the rest of us. He used to wipe it clean with his handkerchief when he thought nobody was watching.

VIKI: Yeah, he rules.

MITJA: Comes back just for me too see him, to see what he’s got, then disappears again. Vanishes.

VIKI: What tactics.

MITJA: Shit. What utter and total shit. I was thinking what to say to him. If he ever came back. I made like ten speeches. How to tell him, how it has been, say this and that and make it alright, somehow. He’ll know it all. Can't do anything now. Can’t say anything. I just watch him and let him do what he wants.

VIKI: The race’s almost over.

MITJA: Everything is just sweet FA to him, even more than before. Just because he got out of here. Nobody even knows where this Reykjavik is. Short silence. Mitja gets up and heads for the window, alternately looking outside and at the TV.  I had to tell Natasha I’d probably be busy today. Got a problem, I said, got to work something out. But Natasha…she’s just something else. Handle with care and stuff. Gets upset real fast…and just leaves. I thought she was going to say she wanted to come to my flat. To be together. No. Well, she might be coming here later. Fucked it up. Again. He did, not me.

VIKI: I wonder what’s next. I haven’t got the TV Guide. Perhaps they’ll be showing something new.

MITJA: It just looks new, the results’re always the same.

VIKI: Not necessarily. New program begins. Wow, great! What’s this? Cool. Got it. Mitja is looking through the window, doesn’t notice it immediately.

MITJA: Come on, tell me I didn’t fuck up again! And even before, it wasn’t me… Looks at the TV. Suddenly petrified, watching. A strange tone in his voice. Turn it off! Do you hear me? Now! Jumps in front of the screen.

VIKI: Oh, come on, I’m watching this.

MITJA: Turn it off!!!

VIKI: But why?

MITJA: It pisses me off, OK?

VIKI: They’re shooting pool! For the first time, it’s brand new!

MITJA: Listen, this is my flat! Turn it off.

VIKI: I pay for it. I won’t! Mitja kicks the TV set. The screen turns black. Viki jumps up, Mitja angrily returns to the window. You ruined it!! Presses the buttons, no response. Look at this! What’s wrong with you?! Fuck off! Goes to his room. Mitja staring at his feet.

Silence. Viki appears at the door, leans against the jamb, observing Mitja. Some tools in his hands. 

VIKI angrily: It’s your fault, you moron.

MITJA: It’s my TV.

VIKI: Everything here is yours. Approaches the TV, looking at it. It’s your fault Natasha left you.

MITJA jumps to his feet: She didn’t, d’ you hear me?

VIKI: What then?

MITJA: She just imagined this evening differently.

VIKI: Everyone runs his or her own life, you know. You have to understand that.

MITJA: Some lives are slightly too interwoven. That’s what you have to understand.

VIKI: I just wanted to watch the billiards.

MITJA: Stop it!

VIKI: What’s wrong with it?

MITJA: Shut up already.

VIKI: If you ever took Natasha to shot some pool, for example… Mitja is looking at him, Viki shuts up. OK, perhaps now it can still be fixed… Busy with the TV set.  Instead of waiting for that director from Iceland or whatever, that’s what I meant.

MITJA: It’s not that I’m waiting for him. He just made it seem like that again.

VIKI: He promised to show me that mobile of his, he took it with him. Viki unsuccessfully tries to fix the TV.

VIKI: Shit! Fuck off. You broke the TV.

MITJA: I don’t want to watch that program.

Viki looks at him: You can’t. There is no program! What am I supposed to do now? Fuck. Hovers, looking at the TV. Ah, well, I’ll watch it at my friend’s house.

MITJA: No, no.

VIKI: What?

MITJA: I don’t want to be alone.

VIKI: Quit bugging me. Come with me then.

MITJA: But I don’t want to. I don’t want that either.

VIKI: Hey, sorry. Goes to his room.

MITJA: I don’t want to watch it. Downcast. To watch how everything passes me by. I am here, everything happens there, ignoring me. Rolling. I tried to play it solo, many times, but it just never worked out. I can sink all the numbered balls but the object balls remain. And even when I only play with numbered, the white one never hits the hole. I simply haven’t got the talent for it. Suddenly he laughs. I’ve always admired multi-talented people. Painters who can also write. Bitterly. International relations and economy. Everyone’s got talents. Everyone goes somewhere, everyone is something. Everything, nothing. I’ve got nothing. I’m nothing. Always nothing. Silence, Viki returns from his room.

VIKI: Something’s wrong with you, isn’t it?

MITJA: I don’t know what’s with me.

VIKI: Look, man, I understand and all but you can’t just ruin the TV.

MITJA: I don’t know anything anymore.

VIKI: Have you eaten at all? Haven’t seen you.

MITJA: Can’t remember.

VIKI: You should’ve eaten, you’d have felt better.

MITJA: Perhaps.

VIKI: And you wouldn’t have fucked up the telly.

MITJA: I could have taken her to dinner…Natasha’d like that.

VIKI: Leave it be. Better go find something in the kitchen. Going out, opens the front door.

MITJA: If there’s anything left at all.

VIKI: I went shopping today, why wouldn’t there be?

MITJA: I don’t know…the food’s also got a life of its own…hasn’t it? Viki looks at him, Mitja stares at the broken TV.

7. Red Crevice

Darkened Mitja’s flat, at first the place can actually not be recognized. The street lamp outside casts a fairly strong light through the window. Marina and Severin stand by the widow, looking through it.

SEVERIN: I want my thoughts…

MARINA: Spending the entire day in the town.

SEVERIN: I want my thoughts to organize. Something is going on, I don’t know what…

MARINA: First to the bridge, then to the castle. I didn’t know it was possible to just stand still and watch for such a long time.

SEVERIN: Neither did I.

MARINA: I liked it, though.

SEVERIN: Thanks.

MARINA: What did you scream back there by the castle? You were screaming something.

SEVERIN: I don’t know, I had to scream.

MARINA: It’s so dark outside.

SEVERIN: My eyes hurt from the glittering of the snow. I like darkness, they need some rest.

MARINA: How? I can only see a few roofs and the street down there. Nothing special.

SEVERIN: I used to watch that every day here. The roofs and the snow.

MARINA: Yeah, no trees or something.

SEVERIN: In Iceland, too, there aren’t many trees. But there is one, though, in my town. We call it Yggdrasill. It’s spring up there already, you know. It’s probably pretty green now.

MARINA: Sounds nice. A tree with a name and the spring in Rey… what’s its name again?

SEVERIN: In Reykjavik. Every spring, I go for a walk somewhere. First to Yggdrasill, I do that every day. Then I look for some special places. Absorbed in thought. I was standing at the edge of an extinct volcano. Everyone said it wasn’t active anymore but I knew it wasn’t true. There was a tiny red crevice at its bottom. It could’ve exploded any time. I remembered it before, looking down from the castle. A tiny, tight crevice. It’ll erupt. Balls are going to fly out of it. Becomes restless, gets up and goes away from the window, turns on the light. Marina also turns. The TV is gone.

MARINA: Well, finally. I thought I wasn’t going to see the apartment.

SEVERIN looking around: You see how it’s here. We could use a decorator. We have them up there.

MARINA: It’s not that bad, it just smells of roast a bit.

SEVRIN: Yeah, the Nordsee. Grill. I’m only visiting here, thank God. There’s one, or two more…   

MARINA: They aren’t here now?

SEVERIN: Obviously. I don’t know where they are. 

MARINA very much at ease, sits on the couch: So much the better, no? Laughs, Severin smiles back slightly.

SEVERIN: Why did you stick with me anyway?

MARINA: Beats me. It happens. Severin laughs and joins her on the couch. He is looking at her, Marina laughs. What are you looking at?

SEVERIN: You look different. Different from everything and everyone here.  

MARINA: Oh yeah? You even see stuff like that?

SEVERIN: Yes. Quieter, looking at her. I think I can give you something. Reaches into the pocket and pulls out the box with the ring. Here you go. Gives her the box, Marina takes it and opens it.

MARINA: Are you completely out of your mind? What are you giving me this for?!

SEVERIN confused: I’m sorry if… it’s just…it’s nothing like that…

MARINA observing the ring: I mean, it’s really nice and all but…

SEVERIN: Come on, take it.

MARINA: I can’t just take it.

SEVERIN: I don’t wear it anyway. It’s from Reykjavik. One day I went pass the jewellery store and saw it in the window. The stone is this rare mineral, I forgot the name.  

MARINA: It is beautiful, I agree.

SEVERIN: Take it. Something to remember me by.

MARINA: Something to remember you by? OK. Thanks. Attempts to put it on, Severin intervenes. 

SEVERIN: Just a moment. 
Holds her hand and puts the ring - with some effort - on her finger.

MARINA holds his hand while he is struggling with the ring: Look. Your fingers are narrower than mine. Presses her open palm against his. They are looking at the ring.

SEVERIN: Looks good on you. 

MARINA: You know, you are different from everything here as well.

SEVERIN smiles: You think so?

MARINA: Perhaps because I don’t know you all that well.

SEVERIN: I studied. I’m working on my PhD. I live in Iceland and I’ve got a car and my own company and I’m an economist and I travel a lot and I came here for a while.

MARINA: You’re always busy.

SEVERIN: I don’t get bored, no.

MARINA laughs: I’ve always wanted to know somebody who knows a lot. Iceland. I’ve never been anywhere far from here. I just listen to how other people travel. 

SEVERIN: I used to do that, too. Waiting for trains at our station. Dark mornings were chilly. As if the night had never ended. They didn’t bother to announce the delays through the speakers anymore. They were something completely normal. And then one day I just stayed on the train for slightly longer than usually. He laughs, Marina laughs, too, and puts her arm around him.

MARINA: Let’s talk about other things. Holds his hand, puts it under her blouse but Severin suddenly becomes confused and withdraws.

MARINA: What now?

SEVERIN: That thing again…I don’t know what’s happening to me…all of a sudden. There’re so many things…I keep thinking about…something… Like your lips, same shade of red. It’s still here.

MARINA: What?

SEVERIN: That crevice in the volcano. I saw it…even more clearly. There’s a face in it. A face, I’d left here. One of my faces, just different, something else. The world fading away. I don’t want it to disappear. I don’t want it to appear. I don’t want…to do this stuff…I don’t want…I can’t… Shit.

MARINA caresses his cheek: It’s OK. It’s no big deal, OK? Laughs and starts unbuttoning her blouse. Don’t think about those crevices, faces or whatever. Think about me. Come here. Before she pulls him to her, Severin holds her hand.

SEVERIN: I don’t know if it’s OK that we’re here…

MARINA: Don’t worry about that. Look at me, just look at me. I’m beautiful. Tell me I’m beautiful. Keep telling me that.

SEVERIN: If somebody comes… Marina kisses him and squeezes his hand.

MARINA: I’m beautiful, I’m beautiful, I’m beautiful, tell me that!
SEVERIN: Yes, you’re beautiful, you’re very beautiful. Marina laughs and releases the squeeze. 

MARINA: That’s what I wanted to hear. 
Attempts to head for the couch but Severin stops her.

SEVERIN: Wait, we better go there. Come on. Goes to the room, Marina follows. Silence. After a while, the front door opens. Mitja enters, wearing a coat. He shakes the snow off. There is something in his hand. As he wants to lay off  the coat, he notices Marina’s coat. Looks around the room and turns in the direction Severin and Marina left. He nears the door and stands there for a while. He drops a red billiard ball to the floor and rolls it through the door ajar.

8. Awakening to Sleep

Early morning twilight. Mitja is lying on the couch. Marina comes from the room, Mitja doesn’t notice her. In the semi darkness she trips and falls on the couch. Mitja mutters something and moves, Marina - slightly frightened – steps away. Mitja pulls himself up. He seems slightly dazed.

MITJA: Fuck. Isn’t it enough…look what he’s doing to me. Fuck him. Look, what he’s doing to me. Marina is looking at him. Yes, you. Keep looking at me, alright. Here you go. I totally rule. Made the cake. Broke the TV. Mitja Dimitrievich rules. Right here. I could’ve been everything and now I’m this. I know, you don’t get it. He went to get you? Can’t live without him, can you? What can I say to you? My head hurts…I didn’t take enough…I should’ve slept…and now, how can I… And I don’t speak…English, OK…not me… Marina laughs.

MARINA: Good morning!

MITJA: Oh…it’s you…what…

MARINA: Yes, good morning! You’re his roommate, right?

MITJA: Yes…no…wait a minute…you talk right.

MARINA: How else?

MITJA: Differently, you know…Finnish or something. Marina laughs again.

MARINA: Finnish? Come on, don’t be ridiculous.

MITJA: Your name starts with an F. You’ve got this strange name, a name from up there… Mitja slowly pulls himself up.

MARINA: I just spent the night, is all.

MITJA: Yeah, yeah…I heard you. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to.

MARINA sits by him, holds his hand. Shall I make you some coffee? I think you need it. You look beat. Or I can give you this, it’s even better. Kisses him on the forehead, Mitja draws back slightly. You’ve got fever, surely. Puts her hand on his forehead and caresses his cheek.    

MITJA: No, no…I just need some sleep… Putting her hand off, notices the ring. What’s this?

MARINA: It’s new, he gave it to me. Isn’t it beautiful? He said that the stone is some special mineral from up there. And he talked about this tree with a name, and about the lava, he told me lots of things. You’ve got one cool roommate, you know.

MITJA: So you’re… what now… Severin comes from the room. He puts the billiard ball on the floor in front of the couch, then quickly goes to Marina and puts his arms around her. 

SEVERIN: It’s her. Kisses Marina, she laughs. See?

MARINA: You two are funny It’s too early for me to think. To Severin. How are you?

SEVERIN: OK. Kisses her again. It’s a nice morning.

MARINA smiles: Thanks. Coffee it’s all that’s missing.

SEVERIN: Yeah, let’s go make some.  They go to the kitchen. Mitja lies back down. After a while, Severin returns with a cup of coffee and a piece of cake, eating it. Sits next to Mitja.

SEVERIN: This cake. Want some?

MITJA: All I want right now is to sleep.

SEVERIN: That’s all right, there’s more, you can have it later.

MITJA: Don’t eat that, it’s gone bad.

SEVERIN: Not true, it’s even better than the last time. It was somewhat hard back then. My lip was cut, there was blood.

MITJA: I’m not saying anything.

SEVERIN: I know. It’s not just your fault. I’ve done some thinking. I guess you’re probably a bit confused because of me coming back and all but you shouldn’t take it the wrong way. There’s no future here.

MITJA: I’m tired.

SEVERIN: I know that. You’ll sleep. I just want to…organize the thoughts. Yours and mine.

MITJA: Now you want to.

SEVERIN: It’s not what you think.

MITJA looks at him: You went there, didn’t you? The cover on the table was moved. Only you have the key. 

SEVERIN: I wanted to see my origins. Well, I guess I should be grateful to you, on the one hand. If you haven’t gotten me into that pool thing I’d probably never have thought there might be something else somewhere. Perhaps I’d never become what I am now. Every ending of one story is the beginning of the next, don’t you think?

MITJA: Your story hasn’t even started yet. It hasn’t ended yet.

SEVERIN: Mitja, listen…

MITJA: I’ve done some thinking, too, you know. Natasha left me outside in the snow and then I went to see the warehouse. It’s great, just like back then. Perhaps now we could do it. Once again. Nothing new was opened, except for that restaurant. You know stuff now. You’re an economist, you’ve got experience in running a firm. I just reacted too quickly.

SEVERIN holds his hands: This here is no longer my story.

MITJA: And you brought her. She kissed me on the forehead. Perhaps she could also…

SEVERIN: Mitja, haven’t I told you?!

MITJA looking at him: Just listen, OK…picture it! The table blue as the sea although I’ve never seen it. A neon sign in blue and white so it suits the snow! The lights, the music, the booze. On Saturdays people would come there from the cinema, we’d surely have a full house… Balls up, balls down.

SEVERIN: No.

MITJA: Savo…Severin…. Severin is quiet, Mitja becomes nervous again. You’ve got everything, everything, you’ve got just about everything! Nothing! You’re nothing! You don’t know! You can’t tell! You can’t do anything, you’re scared of doing anything, you’re no good at anything! And you want to organize my thoughts!? Would you perhaps take me with you?! I won’t even ask you anymore. You can’t do anything! Zero. You’re nothing! Picks the ball from the floor and throws it into Severin. The ball hits him, yet Severin gets up and jumps on Mitja. He presses him against the couch.

SEVERIN: Sleep! It’s enough! Do you hear me? Stop!! Marina comes from the kitchen.

MARINA: What’s going on? Picks the ball up. What is this?

SEVERIN still holding Mitja: Nothing. He’s just nervous. His Natasha left him. It snows too much lately, too much darkness. Depression, you know. We know how to cure this stuff up there. Reaches into Mitja’s pocket, Mitja furls. See, I knew he’s still got them. He always carries them with him.

MARINA: Valium.

SEVERIN: He can’t sleep, that’s his problem:

MARINA: Well, you better work it out like civilized people, I’m making breakfast. Goes to the kitchen.

SEVERIN: Did you hear that? She’s making breakfast. But you still have to go to sleep. Takes a tablet. Here.

MITJA: Leave me alone!

SEVERIN: Eat it and give it a rest.

MITJA: Get away from…c’mon…enough… Severin still shoving the pill into his mouth. Mitja finally gives in. I’ll do it myself! Takes the pill and swallows it.

SEVERIN: One more. Takes another one.

MITJA: Why did you come, then? Takes the pill. Short silence. Severin moves away from Mitja and settles comfortably on the couch. Mitja appears totally apathetic.

MITJA: I’m dizzy. Fuck.
SEVERIN: I really want to help you. I don’t know what to… I really want to help you. Looks at Mitja, then quickly rises and goes to the kitchen. Marina’s laughter is heard.

9.The Ingólfur Arnarson Saga

Marina, Severin, Viki and Mitja sit on the floor. In front of them the breakfast Marina prepared. Mitja is leaning against the couch, feels dizzy, he’s basically asleep with a piece of bread in his hands. The other three are having a good time.

VIKI: So I come to this friend of mine and virtually faint. I mean, far out! I was so glad our TV was broken, really. I mean…this huge coloured screen! I had no idea he had one. And he didn’t even have to go very far to find it. They’ve got them right near here. A ten-mile drive, something like that. And this isn’t all. First I wanted to watch Supersport. And then my buddy says, no, there’s loads of better stuff on. And I saw it. Really. Five different channels in all those different languages, he’s got this really powerful antenna. Eats. This is great.

MRAINA: Yeah, honey’s good for you.

VIKI: This is honey? Fuck, I don’t even like honey. Just in tea, perhaps, if we’re out of sugar. But this is great.

MARINA: Well, I just happen to be good at breakfasts. Laughs.

VIKI: Very good, you could say. Munches. But the stuff we were watching was even better. And it wasn’t food. To Mitja. Too bad you didn’t come. Shakes Mitja, who wakes up and looks at him. You cool already?

SEVERIN: What was it you were watching and wasn’t food?

VIKI: A movie.

MARINA: I bet they were eating a lot in the movie.

VIKI: Not so much, actually. It was even more interesting.

MARINA: Do you remember the title? What about the actors, what were they like, I mean, how did they look like?

VIKI: I don’t remember the title but the actors looked great. The actresses even better, a bit skinny for my taste, though. Well, it was about…it was this weird time, like history or something. They had horses and swords, totally cool swords. Interesting guys, the wizards, the knights and stuff. So they were like wandering around that country of theirs. They went into this dark cave, and there was a dragon in it, and then the dragon attacked them.

MARINA: Great! Did they survive?

VIKI: All but one. And they like totally cancelled the dragon. Loads of fire, fuck!

MARINA: Sounds like real crazy shit!

SEVERIN: We’ve got loads of such stories in Iceland. They’re called the sagas.

VIKI: On film? 

SEVERIN: Some. But mostly in books.

MITJA half awake: Tell us…if you know any…

MARINA to Mitja: C’mon, have some more coffee, you’ll feel better.

SEVERIN looks at Mitja: No, no. Forget the coffee. Mitja wants to listen and now he will hear. A goodnight story. Marina and Viki look at Severin. I’ll shorten it a bit because it’s very long. This reminds me of it a bit. Rolls the red ball on the floor.

MARINA: What’s with this ball?
SEVERIN: Yeah, the ball. Once there was a ball. Short silence. At first there were just land and water. On the land, there lived a few people. They didn’t think or even wanted to think there might be something more than that land of theirs. They just dreamt about the unknown things, or sang about them at best. Among them there was a guy called Ingólfur Arnarson. He was tall and handsome and his eyes glittered in a different way then the eyes of others. He listened to the songs about far away places with much greater attention that the rest of them. First he just listened and dreamt. Then he started to build a ship on a hidden beach. That was the first big ship. They say Ingólfur saw its image in the clouds coming from the north. In a cold moonlit night the ship slid into the water for the first time and unfurled its sails. Ingólfur sailed for a long time, all alone. There were just the wind and the water and the cold northern sun. He didn’t know where he was going but he knew he was getting somewhere. After days of sailing he finally saw a shoreline in the distance. The night Ingólfur first saw the unknown land, his ship got caught in a terrible storm. Ingólfur thought he heard some voices in the thundering of the storm. Unusual tingling sounds from the clouds and the sea. In the morning, when the water was calm again, he found a small translucent ball on the deck, emitting gentle light. Ingólfur wondered about it, put it away and forgot about it. Finally, he anchored the ship in an unknown bay. Ice floes were gently swaying in the water. He stepped on the ground of the island and called it the Land of Ice. He walked in silence for a long time, stunned by the land’s mysterious beauty. He no longer looked back to where he came from. He felt he couldn’t leave. He decided to build a large city but he couldn’t decide where. It was then that all of a sudden that ball from the ship dropped in front of him. It seemed bigger than before and it glowed in a magnificent light. Ingólfur stared at the glow in front of him. He felt as if the rays carried thoughts into his head. He suddenly understood. He has to throw the ball and built the city at the spot where it would land. When the ball touched the ground of a far away bay, thermal springs appeared from the ground and the air was filled with steam. Ingólfur saw the first building rising from the ball and called it the Bay of Smoke. Severin stands up. Mér líkar djúp, Island ég skill ekki. Hvar er kvísl. Hvar er skógur. Hvar er foss, Ingólfur Arnarson. Ég er frá lindir, frá laug, frá reykur, frá vík. Ég heiti Reykjavík. Short silence. Marina and Viki look at him. Mitja raises his head and laughs out loud, then Marina and Viki laugh as well. Severin becomes confused and quickly sits down.

SEVERIN: Don’t…don’t…don’t laugh, it’s not funny… They still laugh, Severin is nervous. Screams. Don’t laugh!!! They stop and look at him.

MITJA: Yes, we will. Laughs.

MARINA: It’s not that it isn’t interesting, it’s just… Laughs.

SEVERIN as before: Listen…

VIKI laughs: This guy no doubt had a sword! A ball and a sword! That would make a cool movie.

MITJA: It is a movie, isn’t it, Severin? A funny movie! Laughs.

SEVERIN: You woke up too soon.
MITJA: I’m trying. Because I want to listen to you. Tell us more… more funny stuff. A story of success…of a guy called…two names…

SEVERIN gets up: No.

MITJA suddenly completely awake: Tell us! He couldn’t see the ball. He went away. He never even touched it.

VIKI: Is this how it goes?

SEVERIN: No, it’s not!

MITJA: He just stood aside and watched.

SEVERIN: Mitja!

MITJA: He watched from afar and thought. This is even funnier, isn’t it, Severin?

SEVERIN: No, it’s not!!!

MITJA: I read about it, I know it, I’ve seen it.

SEVERIN: You’ve got no business talking about Iceland! You can’t talk like that!

MITJA: Oh, yes, I can!!!

SEVERIN: No!!! Nobody knows anything! Just me. All the things I’m not here, I’m there! Suddenly shivers and sits on the floor.

MARINA carefully: Severin… Sits by him, caresses his cheek. What’s wrong with you?

SEVERIN: Nothing, I’m all right.

VIKI: You sure? You’re shaking, look. Holds his hand.

SEVERIN removes the hand: Leave me alone. Mitja’s ill, not me.

MITJA: No, I’m not.

SEVERIN: Look at him.

VIKI to Mitja: Sorry, you look pretty fucked up, too.

MARINA: Didn’t you sleep before? It didn’t help?

MITJA looking at Severin: It was just chemistry. It doesn’t help no matter how much it wants to.

SEVERIN: He’s addicted to Valium. He’s hallucinating. He doesn’t know shit about the sagas. To Mitja. You heard your story, now get yourself out of here.

MARINA to Viki: What the…?

VIKI: Beats me.

SEVERIN to Mitja: You can laugh all you want, go ahead. But all I have to do is this… Snaps his fingers, to Viki. Viki! C’mon, help him to the room and I’ll lend you my mobile when you return. Mitja needs some rest.

VIKI gets up and goes to Mitja: Really?

SEVERIN: You heard him.

VIKI:  OK, Mitja, you better go. You’re like totally pale.

MITJA  resists: I want to hear the rest of the story.

VIKI: He’ll tell you later. C’mon. Goes to Mitja and lifts him up.

MITJA resisting: He didn’t finish the story! It’s not finished! Viki takes Mitja to his room.

VIKI returns: It’s because of that Natasha girl. See, how stuff with women gets him down?

SEVERIN: I can’t really do much about it…

VIKI: I hope he gets better.

SEVERIN: He shouldn’t have talked.

VIKI to Marina: Sorry, we’re really not at our best right now.

MARINA to Severin:  But now you’re all pale, too. And you really are shaking.

SEVEIN: No, no, no. He shouldn’t have talked. He always does stuff he shouldn’t be doing. He hasn’t got a clue. It’s not good for him. He gets tired. I tried…to help but…I can’t…not anymore… I eat too much, it stinks here again, that’s all.  Smiles. And I haven’t even taken one lousy Valium.

VIKI: Just that one little story and so many problems. Give me that mobile now.

SEVERIN to Marina: I’d like to go out. I need some fresh air. Are you coming?

MARINA: Yeah. I have to make it up to you, anyway, for laughing at you before. Laughs.

VIKI: Go ahead, I’ll clean this up. Looks at them. But that German, or whatever it was, was real cool.  Viki leaves. Severin stares at his feet.

SEVERIN: I…know. Everything. Just me.

MARINA getting dressed, does not hear him: C’mon, let’s go.

10.Look at Me

Darkened apartment. A sound of the mobile phone is heard from the darkness. Bach’s tune. When it is over, it starts from the beginning. The light is switched on. Marina is standing at one of the bedroom doors, wearing a long T-shirt. Viki is sitting on the couch with the mobile phone in his hands.

MARINA: I thought I heard something weird.

VIKI: Did I wake you? Sorry.

MARINA: Just me. It’s OK. Can’t sleep anyway.

VIKI: Then come here and take a look at this. Because this is like the coolest thing ever. Totally different from TV or movies. Oh, and turn off the light first!

MARINA: Why?

VIKI: You’ll see. Marina goes to the switch, turns the light off, then sits down beside Viki. The mobile phone is glowing in the dark, illuminating their faces. Look at that! You don’t even need the light! It’s like that guy’s ball. Isn’t it crazy?

MARINA looking: Supercool. Science fiction. What are this buttons for?

VIKI: Wait, don’t just press them. It took me all day to figure this thing out. Here, listen to this. Here. Bach again.

MARINA: Great! What music is this?

VIKI: Don’t know.

MARINA: Again. The tune. It sounds like some old Icelandic music.

VIKI: I thought maybe you’d know it. Is Severin sleeping?

MARINA: Yes, he’s tired. We spent the entire day walking around again. Although…I don’t know, he seemed somewhat weird. OK, perhaps he still felt sick but…he just kept staring and talking about something. Otherwise it was OK. It wasn’t so cold.

VIKI: And it’s cool to see new things, isn’t it?

MARINA: What do you mean?

VIKI: Well, the town. If you come from up here to some place new, you’re probably interested.

MARINA laughs: From up there? You, too? I’m from here! Why would I be from…up there?

VIKI: Well, you’re with Severin, so I thought…not that you seemed special, I mean, different. You’re just like the rest of us here.

MARINA: Thanks.

VIKI: Oh, c’mon, I didn’t mean it like that…you’re OK, really OK. I guess Severin came to visit you then. The two of you being together before he left and stuff.

MARINA: What? No. We’ve known each other for a couple of days.

VIKI: Just a couple of days?

MARINA: Yes. It’s really not such a big deal.

VIKI: Sure, it’s cool. He got himself something in Iceland and something here. Really cool.

MARINA: That’s how it is. People always look at me. I walked home from the station the other day and again there was someone looking at me.

VIKI: Severin. Cool. Looks at her. I’m looking at you. Marina laughs.

MARINA: Suit yourself.

VIKI: I will for a while.

MARINA: And then the phone will ring again. 

VIKI: I doubt it. This is really weird. He just wanders around the whole day without this thing, and nobody called him here. Except, perhaps, if I did something wrong and cancelled the call. But I don’t think so.

MARINA: I guess this is how it is when directors are on leave…

VIKI: Beats me. And Mitja is just as weird. He was sleeping the whole day, didn’t even eat. He just came out of the room once. So he comes out and I’m here on the couch. It was like he was still half asleep. So, he comes to me and puts his hand on my shoulder. I felt kind of silly. He was looking at me for a while, just like I’m looking at you now, see? Marina laughs. Wait, that’s not it, it got even funnier! He started talking. Savo was always something special, he said. Then he laughed and went back to sleep. Can you imagine the scene?

MARINA: Hardly. Who is Savo?

VIKI: Don’t know, never heard.

MARINA: A friend, perhaps.

VIKI: Could be. Short silence. Marina watching Viki playing with the mobile again.

MARINA: Listen, I’m a bit cold.

VIKI: Yeah, the heating’s not working properly.

MARINA: Have you got a blanket here or something?

VIKI: Sorry, no.

MARINA: Well…I don’t know then…I’ll just go back to sleep, I guess.

VIKI turns to her: C’mon, not yet. I’ll show you something else. Come here, I’ll warm you up. Marina moves closer to Viki, he puts his arm around her. Here, that’s better, isn’t it?

MARINA: Yeah. You can hold me tighter, you know. Viki holds her tighter.

VIKI: Better?

MARINA: Yes, it’s warmer already. Show me.

VIKI: Look, games or something. You have to press here, like this, see, you have to catch these things, why are you cold, you feel really warm… Their faces are really close, suddenly they kiss. Fuck…

MARINA quietly: Yes, I’m warm now. Laughs.

VIKI: Wait…Severin.
MARINA: Don’t. They kiss again. You’re so special. Different from everything here. Keep looking at me. Look at me. Look at me. I’m beautiful. Tell me that. I’m beautiful, my body is beautiful. I’m perfect. Look at me, c’mon. Tell me I’m beautiful!

VIKI: Shit, yes. Yes, you are, totally, fuck, you completely..come here! Marina laughs and bends down to Viki. The light on the mobile goes off, the only light in the room comes from the street lamp outside. After a few moments, the door opens. Severin enters. He wants to turn on the light but he is distracted by the action in the room. He moves closer. He stops, freezes and observes. Pause. Severin as if becoming smaller.

SEVERIN quietly: Freyja. Freyja. Slides to the floor, looking at the floor. Freyja, Freyja… Whispers. Ég skil ekki…ég…er frá…reykur…frá vík…ég heiti…ég heiti… Sits motionless. After a few moments, the other door opens. Mitja appears at the door, still slightly sleepy but looking better. Notices Severin. Marina laughs but Mitja, too, senses what is going on.

MITJA: Oops! Laughs. Look at that! You’re watching, ay? Keep watching and listening to this broad of yours. Severin does not react. Got to get something to eat. I haven’t eaten the whole day, shit! Steps over Severin, looks down. I feel much better now. Disappears in the kitchen, returns after a few moments, eating bread and honey.

MITJA: This is great, you should try some. Marina laughs again. This is just as good as what she’s doing. Talking with his mouth full. I think I understand why it’s happening. It’s always the same with your women. Sits down next to Severin. Severin does not react. Nothing happens when the crucial moment comes. Somehow you just can’t do it. It’s too slimy and there’s this weird smell, just like our Nordsee chicken. You can give them the ring and that’s it. That’s the kind of big shot you are. Yeah, keep looking, you might learn a thing or two. Laughs, continues eating. I do know a few things. I’ve got good memory. Ah, well, perhaps Icelandic women are different. I sure don’t know anything about them. Except that they have weird names. Laughs again. Look, how this thing flows. Raises the piece of bread above Severin’s head so that the honey oozes upon Severin’s face. Will that glue your eyes shut? Presses the bread against his eyes. Severin shivers. No, you have to watch! You have to see your Reykjavik. Removes the bread. Wipe your face, look at you. Takes his hands and sticks them to his face. Great. Now you can continue with the saga. And your PhD.

SEVERIN apathetically tries to unglue the hands: Sleep…sleep…why aren’t you sleeping… His hands fall down and stick to the floor.

MITJA: I’ve had problems with sleeping for slightly too long. I’ve slept the day away. Now you’ve done me a favour, you know that? Those Valiums of yours have really helped. I’ve slept Natasha over, I’ve slept you over, I’ve slept everything over. I feel great. The dreams were interesting. I even got some ideas. Picks Severin up. We have to leave them alone. Let’s go!

SEVERIN: Back…

MITJA: No, first washing up and then the grand opening. Any second now. Here you go! Glues the billiard ball onto his head and pushes him towards  the kitchen.

11. The Ring in the Snow

Marina and Viki walk around the apartment. The doors to the rooms are open.

MARINA: They were here, not long ago. I heard them.

VIKI: You heard me and nobody else. I haven’t seen anything.

MARINA: No, I think it was Severin. They talked about something.

VIKI: There was no one here, believe me.

MARINA: And the door closed.

VIKI: Don’t you like it when people look at you?

MARINA: Stop it.

VIKI: Sorry. Perhaps they just went to get some air or something.

MARINA: Watch out, there’s a mess on the floor.

VIKI: What? It’s nothing, just honey.

MARINA: Honey. I don’t like this. I truly hope he just went out for a while.

VIKI: So now you’re worried about Severin?

MARINA: No, no. I don’t know.

VIKI: Perhaps he wants back to that Iceland of his. Mitja saw him to the station. Who knows, perhaps something important came up and he had to run back, just leaving you here.

MARINA: You mean he’d just leave?

VIKI: To Rekvik, I guess. 

MARINA: But not so soon!

VIKI: I heard he’d simply disappeared the first time, too.

MARINA: He didn’t say anything! Gets up.

VIKI: Look at that, she misses him already. Honey, it’s about time you decided who you’re going to be with.

MARINA: Nobody! I’m always alone! Gets slightly confused, stops in the middle of the sentence, looking at the floor.

VIKI: Whatever. Don’t think I’m like dying to be with you. If it happens, OK, if not, just as well. Laughs. I don’t mind if you sleep over. I mean, you could stay for a few hours and then go back to Severin. It’s all I need anyway.

MARINA wandering around the room: Fuck, I left all my clothes in the bedroom! Leaves.

VIKI after her: Well, it’s not really everything I need. I also need TV, for example. Too bad it’s broken. I wouldn’t miss it too much, though, if you dropped by some time. It could be better than Supersport or even a movie. What do you think? She returns half dressed, putting on the upper part of her dress.

MARINA: You better help me zip this up. Viki helps her, grabs her.

VIKI: You want me to zip you up?

MARINA moves away: Leave me alone, that’s enough! Quickly arranges her hair and goes to get her coat.

VIKI: So now you’ll just leave? Was it something I said?

MARINA: You didn’t say anything. We’ve done our thing, now I have to go. I haven’t been to my flat for days.

VIKI: You also have a flat? That’s great!

MARINA: Yeah, great. See you. Wants to leave but Viki stops her.

VIKI: Do you happen to miss anything else beside your flat?

MARINA: I don’t get it.

VIKI: Did you lose anything?

MARINA: Not that I know of.

VIKI: Oh but you did. A very beautiful thing. Something special.

MARINA: Stop it! Wants to leave again. Viki talks very fast.

VIKI: It’s small and it’s golden and it’s round, with one little stone. Marina stops again. Looks at her hands.

MARINA: No. Turns to Viki. How did you know?

VIKI: Oh. Here it is. It was by the couch.

MARINA: Shit. It must’ve slid off. No idea, how, it was almost too small for me. Give it back. Goes to Viki and tries to take the ring.

VIKI: Oh no, it’s not gonna be that easy! C’mon, take it. Viki raises his arm so that Marina can’t reach the ring. He’s evading her, she is jumping around him. Give it to me! Give it to me!

MARINA: Oh, stop it!!! They suddenly start to laugh. Marina jumps and sweeps the ring from his hands. It flies towards the window.

MARINA: Now we fucked it up completely! Begins to look for the ring. Viki follows.

VIKI: Sorry, I didn’t mean to! Don’t worry, we’ll find it. Wait a minute. They are looking but in vain.

MARINA: It seems it fell through the window. It’s not here! It’s nowhere here! Looks outside. Quieter. There’s snow down there. It slid off the finger and fell. Somewhere deep in the snow. The only ring I’ve ever gotten. Disappearing fast. Quietly looking through the window.

VIKI comes to her, knocks on the windowpane: Oh, c’mon, it couldn’t have fallen through a closed window. I’ll find it when I’ll be cleaning the place up or something.

MARINA: I doubt it. Looks at Viki. You don’t have to look for it anymore. I don’t care. It’s just too bad because it was worth something. At least I think so.

VIKI: It wasn’t really heavy, I don’t know. I don’t know anything about these metals anyway.

MARINA: I really have to go now.

VIKI: Come on, I’ll go with you.

MARINA: Whatever for?

VIKI: I’ll help you clean up or something. To make it up for the ring. Look, if not, you just call me on this. Picks up the mobile phone. It’s just that I don’t know the number…

MARINA: Throw it to the snow. Throw everything to the snow! Bye! Leaves quickly. Viki cries out, surprised. He quickly puts on his coat and follows her.

12.Severin

The warehouse by the rails. Mitja bending over the rectangular object, removing the cover. Severin stands beside him, his face and hair are wet. Snow on his clothes. The water from his hair is dripping on his coat. He is shivering.

SEVERIN: I’m cold.

MITJA: You’ll soon be warm enough. Removes the cover. Something similar to a billiards table appears: a normal table with holes and blue textile glued upon its surface. Look. I’ve been thinking about this for so long.

SEVERIN: It’s cold.

MITJA: It’s still so beautiful. All mine. Slides his hand upon the surface, then grabs Severin’s hand. Touch it! Severin starts to wriggle but Mitja pushes his hand upon the table. Here. Great. This is it. Now we have to celebrate the grand opening. He takes a bottle and two glasses from under the table. He opens the bottle and pours the wine. It should have been something more expensive but it’ll do just as well. Here.

SEVERIN: No…

MITJA: Drink if I say so! Mitja finishes his glass, Severin bends his head to the glass, shivers and moves his head away. Oh, Savo, Severin, you need help again?! Drink! Steps to him and forces the glass to his mouth. Severin coughs but drinks. Sorry, you have to, for luck.

SEVERIN: I hate you.

MITJA: Thanks.

SEVERIN: You and that table of yours. It’s not even a real one.

MITJA: OK, talk.

SEVERIN: I’ve nothing else to say to you. I’m going back. Tomorrow, today.

MITJA: To your Freyja? Laughs. Listen, this is all you’ve got left. This place and this table, understand?

SEVERIN: Back.

MITJA: Yes, you’ll come here, nowhere else. I’ll drag you out from your Icelandic hole. We’re celebrating the grand opening today, do you hear me? Pulls a cue from under the table and pushes it into Severin’s hands. He places one red ball upon the table.

SEVERIN: There’s always been just this one ball. The only ball. They were too expensive! Laughs.

MITJA: Never mind! C’mon, now you’re playing. The opening game. Our club is opening today! We’ve been waiting for quite a while but we’re finally opening it. I invited so many guests but unfortunately they couldn’t come. Never mind. We have to play the first game. Your game. C’mon, play. You can do it with one ball only, you’ll see.

SEVERIN: Leave me alone. Runs towards the left inner corner. Mitja follows him, catches him by the door.

MITJA: You can’t escape. It’s all locked. Lifts Severin up, observing him. You’re soaking wet. You’re shaking. What a loser! Can’t do anything, can you? Mr. Director. I was high for a while but you’re high all the time.

SEVERIN: I’m not playing this.

MITJA: High on yourself. And with yourself. The ball hits another ball and then another, and then they all disappear in the hole. Even though they might be racked so nicely at the beginning. Only the table remains. You’re looking at it and it all becomes crystal clear. All the tables are the same. I have to show you to make you understand.

SEVERIN: I just…wanted to see, how you folks are doing here…how all of you, including you…have rotted here, yes, I knew it, you will, all of you’re rotting, you yourself are rotting… You can’t even play on this table!

MITJA: Because you fucked up, that’s why!! Because you left!!! Shoves Severin to the table. Takes the cue and sets the ball. Pushes. The ball skilfully bounces and rolls along the table. During his replicas Severin is becoming increasingly nervous, starts talking to himself. I was really good at one thing and that was billiards. I was fantastic. The best. It’s not real, so what! It could have been, everything could’ve been for real, everything. Better than you. Was and still am!

SEVERIN the volume of his voice increasing: Economic statistics…show the increase of stocks on…the stock exchange…at…Hvad kostar. European union signed an agreement with fjórir á morgun. Mitja shoves the cue into his hands. It almost falls to the floor.

MITJA: Can’t even hold the cue right.
SEVERIN: Tólf dalur gengid innifalin.

MITJA: I’ve had it with this nonsense! Holds Severin’s hand, forces him to rapidly bend over the table, assuming the playing position. He stands beside him, holding him.  I’m waiting.

SEVERIN: The state has carried out deep social transformations.

MITJA: Do you dare at all? Or not? Not even this?

SEVERIN: The ratifications of the takk fyrir budgets bjarg klettur as other nations, as other…na…no…no more. Short pause. Severin is silent, dangling over the table. Mitja stands beside him. Severin looks at Mitja. They watch each other for a while, then Mitja pushes Severin’s hand so that the cue weakly hits the ball.

MITJA: Still incompetent. You are and forever will be.

SEVERIN: Ég…nei. Ég…nei. Suddenly full of energy, he thrusts the ball hard, yet unsuccessfully. The ball merely rolls. Severin looks at the ball and remains hanging on the table.

MITJA: Far away. That Reykjavik of yours. What’s gonna grow from this ball? Laughs. Our new billiards club. We’ll call it Reykjavik, Savo. Severin.  Silence. Severin slowly gets off the table and stands up. Looks at Mitja. Pulls a box of cigarettes from his pocket, takes a cigarette out and lights it: his hands are shaking. He stares at Mitja with his eyes wide open. At first, he talks with difficulty, then the energy rises.

SEVERIN: I have. I have, you know.

MITJA: Yeah?

SEVERIN: Done something. Competent. Everything.

MITJA: The coat and the ring. That’s nothing. I could do that.

SEVERIN: No, no, I was, I really was.

MITJA: The PhD and the company, so what. You’ve been going on about it since you came.

SEVERIN: No! Not that…I was capable to go, yes, capable to go, yes! There…

MITJA: I’ve had it with this Iceland stuff.

SEVERIN: Ten miles…east…there. That’s where I’ve been.

MITJA: What?

SEVERIN: See, I’ve done something?! Can’t you see, I really went somewhere?! By train. Ten miles. A town. Larger. The river’s dirtier there. Mitja is watching him. That’s what you wanted to hear, didn’t you??

MITJA: This…what are you talking about?

SEVERIN: Took a train to the town. You weren’t there, only I was!

MITJA: Wait a minute…

SEVERIN: But I went! You were here all the time, crouching, lying, rotting, thinking, just billiards, billiards, always just billiards here in a rundown warehouse!

MITJA: Ten miles.

SEVERIN: I’m not the rundown kind, not me, I was thinking, I was searching, I found it in the library. Beautiful books, loads of them, far away places. I found it in them.

MITJA: In a library? Ten miles from here?

SEVERIN: Yeah. Iceland. Island. I watched the photos, I felt it, I found myself in it. I knew immediately where to go. To the train, I could take the train. I was able to leave here, you weren’t, nobody from here was.

MITJA: So you took the train and got to…

SEVERIN: Ten miles first. It is from that town you can reach the airport in the first place, only there you can even start thinking about the airport, so they told me. But before the airport there are trains…trains and roads…even further, too far away.

MITJA: Director! And your PhD’s? Your job?

SEVERIN: Too far away.

MITJA: So nothing at all? Nothing, nothing, nothing?! He is laughing.

SEVERIN: Too far away. Severin is slowly and oddly calming down. Lets the cigarette smoulder in his hands. The ashes fall to the floor. He is looking ahead. Mitja is still laughing but he slowly stops during Severin’s monologue.

SEVERIN with a strange melody in his voice: Too far away. I was watching the town. Nearby, just a few stops away, yet still different. Still bigger. Why going further? I was thinking. I wanted to. I couldn’t. I…dared…not… But I will go. I worked at a hotel. Yes, there’s this one hotel there and they hired me. Some people come there occasionally. On business, mostly. Different, weird languages. I was watching them and kept thinking. What are people like where I’m going? Because I was getting ready, all the time, to go there. I read a lot, all kinds of things. I was learning the language. Not well…I don’t know it well, just a few words. Ég heiti, my name is…nothing more. Sometimes somebody told me something… How things are far from here…too far away from here… I have discovered this shop selling postcards from around the world. All the cities. Mine was among them. North… That’s where I’m going. Nowhere else. This is just a stop in-between, I kept saying. The stop between the billiards and myself. I, who will know a lot. I’ll study, I’ll find a job. I won’t have to work in hotel. I bought some of those postcards, you know, for practice, and started sending them. How I’ll write them when I’m really there. I was writing. And suddenly…I don’t know when…I saw myself. How I write them from there. How I’m there. Already. My real country. My real city. With its unknown language. Every spring to Yggdrasill. The geysers. The lava. The northern lights. The sagas. The economy, the international relations. Freyja. The fiords…steamy crevices… I will now. Really. Go. There. Far away. Return. I’ll do it all. Billiards never again. Mitja is looking at him and suddenly doesn’t know, how to react.

SEVERIN coldly without looking at him: Can you open the lower gate? There’s no air in here. Mitja goes to one of the walls turning out to be a giant sliding door. He unlocks them and pushes them open. Snow is falling on the railway tracks. Severin goes to the door, Mitja standing by the exit. Severin looks out.

SEVERIN: It snows. It always snows. The winters are long in our parts, in Reykjavik. He laughs and suddenly runs outside. Mitja tries to follow him but he is stopped by the loud noise of a train passing by. Gust of wind. At the same time Viki and Marina look in. Short darkening.

When the light is on again, Marina, Viki and Mitja sit on the table. They are looking in front of themselves. Mitja holds the ball. The sliding door is still open, snow is drifting into the warehouse. The light is dim and grey but it is obvious that the dawn is breaking already. On the floor beside the sliding door there is Severin’s grey coat.

MARINA: It’s quiet.

VIKI: Because of the snow.

MARINA: He’s cold.

VIKI: Do you see him anywhere?

MARINA: Enters my apartment. Without words, just looking at me. Laughs.
VIKI: I bet he’s standing at the station.

MARINA: He’s freezing. It’s so cold.

MITJA: The train…yes, the train is still waiting.

VIKI: It will for a while.

MITJA: How long does it take?

VIKI: The cleaning of the tracks? Don’t know. I guess we’ll find out.

MARINA: Everything’s so still. I’m scared.

VIKI: Fuck. That Icelandic woman should be told. I still have his mobile.

MARINA: I lost the ring. He gave me his ring. Was it hers?

MITJA: There is no Icelandic woman.

MARINA: I was.

MITJA: Not anymore.

VIKI: I keep wondering what’s in his suitcase. Or did he only have that coat?

MITJA: He worked in a hotel.

VIKI: Still, he knew loads of stuff. Interesting fellow.

MARINA: Even now…already…I’m thinking about him. I don’t know for how long, but now I do.

MITJA: Why did you two come here in the first place?

VIKI: She was looking for him.

MARINA: I missed him. A bit.

VIKI: He didn’t think of you all that much.

MARINA: He did, he was looking at me. He was also thinking of you two. We spoke about everything.

MITJA: He never thought of anybody. Director.

VIKI: People only think of themselves all the time anyway.

MARINA: Without me, he’ll return, he can’t do it, I want to go with him.

VIKI: He went to see the glowing ball.

MARINA: He’s all alone out there.

MITJA: Yeah. He can return somewhere. The Valhalla. That’s where they take them. Beautiful women come to the battlefield and collect them. They have fun there. The food, the booze, it’s crazy. Everyone from up north wants to come to Valhalla.

VIKI: What’re you on about?

MITJA: Yeah, that’s how it is. I read about it. Or saw it on TV, I don’t know.

VIKI: What?

MITJA: He’ll be chosen now, that’s what I found out.

VIKI: You must’ve seen it in a movie, could be a movie but not much more.

MARINA: A story, another story, stories everywhere.

VIKI: The Valhalla. Or the Nordsee for all I care. He laughs. Will you open a billiards club now? That would be cool. We gotta do something. The TV’s still broken.

MARINA: A billiards club. Laughs. Mitja gets up from the table and slowly heads for the door. Looks outside. Viki, too, gets off the table and stretches himself.

VIKI discovers the bottle of wine and the two glasses: Look at this! Pours the wine and smells it. Great! Want some?

MARINA: Yeah, give me some. Viki pours her a glass. They clink glasses, Marina drinks. It’s all right. She laughs. Tastes nice. To remember…

VIKI to Mitja who stares outside motionlessly: What are you looking at?

MITJA: Him. He’s there. Looking towards the north. Can you hear them, they’re coming for him.

VIKI: I don’t hear nothing, nobody’s coming. Finishes his wine, leans against the table and takes the mobile phone.

MITJA: No, you’re right.

MARINA leaning against the table beside Viki: Where’s this north anyway? He never told me. Basically.

MITJA: Ten miles. Mitja picks the coat up and puts it on. Looks at Viki and Marina. Reykjavik. Far away, too far away.

VIKI: Savo.

MARINA: Severin. She laughs. At that moment, Viki activates the Bach melody on the mobile phone. Mitja stands by the door, looking outside. With snow, the morning twilight slowly enters the place.

THE END
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