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I woke up before the alarm clock that morning.
That usually never happens, but that morning,
it did. My body was wound-up like a string.
Sara was fast asleep with her face in my neck.
Her breath smelt bad.

2.

Reserving a room under a phony name was
silly, but also exciting. New last names. Pay in
cash. Erik was sweating slightly, little pearls

of sweat on his forehead. He had the first two
buttons unbuttoned so that you could see the
sun-tanned chest beneath the shirt that I longed

to run my hands over.
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3.

Ella has bought new Wellingtons that she
refuses to take off. She even slept with them on

last night. Dog still missing.

4.

The elevator to the hotel room was cramped
and smelled of confinement. Anna’s perfume.
A lady with paper bags looked at me with her

pierced eyes and leamon-eating face.

S.

I never liked mini bars. Expensive and boring.
But still, I suggested we’d take a drink. We
mixed them in plastic cups. The toilet was like
a sea of porcelain and smelled wonderful of
soap. When I came out from there, the vene-

tian blinds were drawn.




6.

Had a beer. Dog still gone. Ella is talking in
her sleep.

7.

I’ve never had any problems with Anna be-
fore. It has always been easy and natural. We
undress each other and make love in a way
I’ve never done before with anyone. Actually,
it is kind of a kick that Sara could come home
a day early from the conference and find us

together.

8.

Another drink. I spill some on my dress. It

wont stay on for long anyway.

9.

The nine o’clock news. Gang rape of a twelve-
year-old girl in residential district somewhere

in the middle of Sweden. When you are alone
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in front of the TV set, you don’t need to say
“bloody hell” out loud.

10.

Are all men afraid of sometimes getting turned
on by unspeakable, forbidden things, or is it

just me. Waking up, realising you’re a monster.

11.

A twelve-year-old girl. Bloody hell.

12.

We play rocks, papers, scissors. I win, and
punish Anna by shaving off all her pubic hair.
She is sitting on the porcelain shelf around the
sink, her legs spread wide apart. I shave care-
fully thinking I’ve seen this scene before. Her
womb is wet and smooth, and slippery from
the shaving cream. I stretch her skin with one
hand and hold the razor with the other. When

I rinse off the foam, my hand movements turn




into caressing and we start to make love in the
bathroom, even though Anna has said that she
finds the thought revolting.

13.

The hotel room smells of liquor and sweat. He
carries me to the bed and I cling to his body
with my legs wrapped around his back. There
is something animal-like in his eyes. I feel
queasy, but overcome it. I don’t want to ruin
this. His legs seems a bit wobbly. He too has

been drinking too much.

14.

We make love twice. Once with condom and
once without. Anna says it is no problem.

The first time is good, ’'m not tired. Anna is
wonderful and is neither afraid nor ashamed

to show that she thinks that it feels good. She
pants and moans. We hug for a long time after-
wards. And that’s when it happens again. She
realises I am able and all of a sudden she is on

top of me. ’'m more drunk now, I can feel my

heart pounding in my chest. My body is heavy
and numb and I find myself trying real hard to
cum just so that it will be over soon. I suddenly
realise that I can’t tell whether I’ve had an
orgasm or not: my dick feels hard, but numb.

I panic, lose concentration and turn into jelly.

Anna don’t feel it, but comes a second time.

15.

We talk for a long time afterwards. Order food
to the room. In the beginning, I was afraid that
sleeping with each other would ruin the talk-
ing, the tenderness, the hugs and our shared

silence. But that never happened.

16.

Work for a bit. Have another beer. Look in
on Ella who is sleeping like log with her Wel-
lingtons popping out from under the blanket.
She has caught a bit of a cold and is snoring
slightly. Reservoir Dogs airs on TV in one
hour. T bought it on DVD ages ago but have

never watched it. Feel compelled to see it now




when it runs on TV. Stupid, really. I don’t
know why. Decide to finish off the correction
of ten exams before the movie. A good excuse

not to work too hard on this boring stuff.

17.

Make coffee in the break and drink it in the
garden with a fag. Tomorrow, I really need to

do something about that flower bed.

It smells of rain and dirt. A car with a broken
muffler drives past making a hell of a ruckus.
I’m afraid Ella will wake up. I put my ear to
her door and listen but everything is quiet.
When I get back to the TV, the movie has

already started again.

18.

Showers with my own soap so that Sara wont
react towards the smell. Rub it in real good
under the scrotum and back to the anus and
under the foreskin. All of a sudden, I feel
ashamed and worry about whether my infidel-

ity can be spotted by just looking at me.

I stay in the bathroom for a long while and
avoid looking at myself in the mirror. Instead,
I tear off little pieces of toilet paper that I turn
into a ball and throw them across the room
into the paper basket. I keep the water running
in the shower so Anna wont wonder what’s

keeping me.

19.

Is awakened by the sound of the shower. It is
a tad cold, and I crawl down under the bed-
spread. Look at the watch—half past eleven.
Erik called Sara from the hotel bar this evening
at 21:00 and promised to be home before mid-
night. We wont make it.

I’ve had too much to drink. My head hurts and
my the inside of my mouth tastes bad. The pil-
lows are body-warm and soft. The door to the
showers is ajar and I can catch a faint glimpse
of Erik in the moist-covered mirror. He is rub-
bing himself with soap. If I wasn’t feeling sick,
I would have joined him, but now, I’ll stay

put. Look at Erik through the narrow opening.




I look at Erik and feel young and wild. I love

my new me that takes the time to think about

herself.

20.

Out of the blue, I start thinking about Jan and
the kids.

21.

“No, they don’t want to come to you this
weekend. The dog is gone, and they want

to stay here and look for it. I’'m sorry Anna,
but they can’t be comforted any other way.
They’ve made their minds up. You know who

they are taking after.”

22.

Out of the blue, I start thinking about Jan.
Will he notice anything about me on Monday?
Them not being married any more is like abus-

ing a loop-hole in the law. It feels ugly.

23.

I don’t understand why I haven’t watched this
movie before! I really liked it and find myself
glad, and almost proud of owning this DVD
all of a sudden. I open the lid to my computer
and write a short blog post about it. In it,
admit to not having watched it until it aired on

national TV. Best not to lie.

I go out in the garden to yell quietly for the
dog, shaking his bag of food. Nothing hap-
pens, just like I thought it wouldn’t.

Surf the net for writings about the movie and
end up commenting and reading comments on
IMDB. Should go to bed, but I don’t feel tired.

24.

I don’t need to shower. I like smelling of sweat,
sex and Erik. I brush my teeth, comb my hair
and put some make-up back on that had been
scraped off and put the dress back on. When
I’'m back in my lonely apartment, I’ll shower.

I’ll do it then, so there is more to do than




watching TV and longing for Erik or the chil-
dren. My children, that smell of dog and who
only wants to go “home”, to Jan, and who
reluctantly drags themselves up the stairs to
me, but run down quickly when their dad’s red
car parks down on the street and Jan honks the
horn. He has that damn dog in the car, barking
when it sees the kids. Jan knows I’'m watching
from the window. He always waves. He looks

a bit sad, but I know it is just for show.

The room is booked until tomorrow morning
and I could stay here tonight, but I don’t think
I want to. It will be to lonely when Erik has

left. At home, at least no one will leave me.

25.

On the way down in the elevator, Erik calls me
Sara. He doesn’t notice, and I say nothing. Af-
ter all, they are married, which means I could
take it as a compliment. That he is as safe and
secure with me as with her. Spite our peculiar
situation in this elevator. I kiss him. He smells

of soap.

26.

Apparently, you can check on the telephone

nowadays.

27.

It is wet and fresh out on the street. The car is
parked two blocks down. Yep, it is still there. I
have promised to drive Erik home. I have been

there before. Both with and without Jan.

28.

On the way past the bedroom, I decide to look
in on Ella. I gently push the door open and
even before I've looked I know something is
wrong. There is no mild snoring, no creaking
from the bed. Instead I hear the noise of the
outside world. The window is open, the cur-

tains flap in the wind. Ella is gone.




29.

No cars on the roads. No risk meeting some-
one you know. Spite the fact it’s midnight, it
gets warm and damp pretty quickly. We roll
the windows down and breath the midnight

air. The radio plays old 60s hits. I burp, and

suddenly my mouth is filled with the taste of
stomach acid and liquor. ’'m most likely not

completely sober.

30.

My sweat smells of alcohol. Good that it is
drawn out of the body. I must shower in any
case, when I get home. Sara is most likely fast
asleep, and any explanation or fighting will

have to wait until tomorrow.

I don’t understand how it is possible to just
postpone a fight like that. How it is possible
for someone to walk around and be angry for
such a long time. As if it was something you

actually chose to.

If 'm lucky, she’ll just think nothing of it
tomorrow. Wake up a little earlier than me,
make coffee and kiss me on the cheek when
I read the paper. I'll certainly feel the shame
again. Sometimes, I think that it would be
good if she was angry all the time. Like as
if she was pushing me away, to Anna. That

would make things much simpler.

Most of all, I'd like to be able to knead them
together into a single woman who would have

everything.

31.

I run fast through the house shouting “Ella!
Ella!” all over the place. I feel the panic rising
in my body. I’'m sure the window was locked
from the inside. ’'m sure no one could have
opened it from outside. Really, I’'m not sure

about anything.
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32.

The road to Erik and Sara’s house is past Jan’s.
There are speed bumps on the unlit road. I fail
to spot one until it is to late and for a second,
it feels like the car is flying through the air, and
we laugh so long and hard that I almost wet

myself.

33.

I light the outside lighting in the garden that’s
been broken since April. The garden is dark
and wet. Ella! Ella!

34.

Stavanger street. ’ve lived here. Now, only Jan
and the kids are left. And that damned dog.
Jan always said he hated dogs.

3S.

The tire swing under the tree rocks back and
forth. I don’t know if it is the wind or me or

something else that put it in motion.

36.

All of a sudden, I see the dog running across
the road.

37.

I fumble with my key set to find the key to the
garden shed. Even though the door is locked
and hasn’t been opened since Wednesday I still
have to open it and search it with my torch-
light to convince myself that Ella cannot be in
there. Ella! Ella!

I hear my other kid has awakened and is call-

ing out for me. “Dad, what is going on?”




38.

All of a sudden, I see the dog running across
the road. I recognise it. Ugly and wet and
scruffy-looking. Erik is lost in his own
thoughts. I feel my foot pressing down the
pedal.

He always said he didn’t want any damn dog.

39.

For some reason, I cannot stop thinking about
Sara. I feel slightly ashamed. Ashamed of
cheating on her, for reducing her to something
to build up tension, to spice up my relationship
with Anna. I lean forward and kiss Anna to
break the chain of thought and replace the im-

age of Sara in my head with something else.

40.

It was as if we had run over a badger, or a
large rabbit maybe. A small bump in the road,
that is all. The car wobbles slightly for a sec-

ond.

Dad hit a rain deer with the car once. The
bumper cut the legs off it and the body sled
up the hood and smashed the front window
throwing glass splinters all over. Blood eve-
rywhere. Dad’s and mine and the deer’s. Its

neck had bhit the side beams bending the steal.
Smashed glass was hanging like a sack, barely
holding the weight of the animal. Kicking a lit-
tle. Breathing and whining. Dad heaved a sigh,

exited the car, and smashed its head in.

He always said he didn’t want any damn dog.
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