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he pursued the American friends of the arts inside Literatu Svetainé. He'd sat at

the bar, ordered a glass of beer, and loosened his scarf, which was becoming
Two hours later Sturla stands outside Zara. He is wearing, A SionseIRY GRiaRektie’d heard the man in the overcoat (who had actually
around his neck, and his thoughts tum fo Stella, the shap, qn.BepkesiErbarBerre sitting down with the women at a table a litle way
he'd stood just a few days earlier in a new overcoat whigh ngyy FB@FFS@QPW%@MmOked salmon and something which sounded to Sturla
different person than it was infended fo. He lights himel o%qu&ﬁ’ﬁ%r&@%d&,h%y also asked the waiter for some chilled Riesling wine
he blows out the smoke, he fasfes the beer he dfo”%%@ﬁd&ﬁ%’%@ﬁ s was no bass player in a hat on the sidewalk outside
mouth. As he heads fowards the Ambassador Hotel, i%@@%ffﬂf@é&?@’ﬁ%ﬂ”pﬂ%e When Sturla left his half-empty beer glass at the bar
cafeteria and have another beer, he sefs eyes on a map yfi e RingRVsidRince, five or six items were hanging from the coat rack,
the shining, wellpolished glass door of the high-rise Noﬁgf%m@‘ﬁrlﬁg%\é/%%&%ﬂ‘ the door to the street and saw that the sun had broken
beige overcoat. Stula can tel, even at a distance—at lggsk GYERDRISHTSIRIEKE few minutes earlier had lain over the day like a plastic
so that separate him from the man in the overcoat—iha Wﬁjﬁﬁ’é‘?‘lm%@‘@?ﬂﬁw&our or five items left. Sturla took as long as he needed:
ftem of clothing, which perhaps isn't surprising given that e, QuRss HRIREFEs e stood in front of the coat hooks; he wrapped the scarf

be a guest af the hotel, which Sturla knows is one of thg g@sy %P%%%Ke—q}%lugﬁsfhere was no need fo since the sun was beginning to

hotels in the city. [. . ] shine—and very calmly placed the overcoat he'd taken from the coat hanger over

Sturla adjusts his scarf and looks up at the hotel bujlding with ang F¥RRY 8t the texture of the material was similar, if not identicall,
man in the overcoat; just then he greets fwo women Wh%hﬂée%”&%&hﬁr%rfiﬂ“/%r@gbt from Bankastraeti. It isn't until he is approaching the
of the hotel and onto the sidewalk. They embrace him iWoﬁ%rﬂoisq’H[g@ﬁ%,EHWﬁg%rossed to that side of the street, that he allows himself
way, with three kisses, and then They set off at a stroll in ?Eeﬁ@éﬁedwfﬁ@“ﬁgﬂé étfuf"% coat. There, in gih embroidered ornamental letters on
had been heading. The women are somewhat youngergw%meomgnsiﬂg@a&gr@e% reads: Brooks Brothers; in smaller letters below that:
wears a light gray suit; the other a white coat. Nothing, glquiithesss people—
except perhaps the man's overcoat—should give Stula a gRACRIASTAIOHENEM the bronze figures on top of the playhouse and hurries

but he doesn't want fo let them out of his sight; he “”Qﬁahgﬂﬁ%f RURwing SURNGalk in the direction of his hotel. He is hot by the time
the sfreet. He suspects that these well-dressed people ﬁ@r@%égomsfcggn%&

lismell in his sweat the sidle smell of morming beers. The

that they are probably educated people who are SOWBWCWWFQ@%@%H%%@ with a cup of tea and rolled cigarettes is back af the
business of art or culiure. Just before they reach Sturla's haiel, ithsw dedide dafefem, and when Sturla glances in through the glass door,
fo the other sidewalk, as if they're reluctant fo mix W"hHéeséér?fﬁh\‘?&i SHRGHEIEE in the company of some other people. She has a red
the Ambassador Hotel presents o the sidewalk. Theyygrengllssy naigingr i head. He speeds through the lobby in the direction of
collectors, thinks Sturla, and it comes as no surprise Wheﬂ%é‘%f@ﬁ@? %&Hﬁﬁ@pﬂi@ fiedld 10 o young woman af the front desk who he has not
of the bronze figures on the National Theater. VWhen hEréQBUQ?@@éﬂp&gqhehﬁsf thing he does when he enters his room is slip on the
hears them speaking English: they are American. He hegys 0961 B8 MRBEMSREI in the miror.

interesting in a way that doesn't match other English-speakjpg F@@iRﬂénEBﬁe%Blg‘, thinks Sturla, how similar this American’s overcoat is to
the white coat takes a photograph of them, with the thﬁgtg\r,vw Kerkgepund, and

they continue along the street in the direction of the cathedral square. [. . ]

Afterwards, he realizes he hasn't any reason to dwell on what happened affer I



