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[Note: Dialogue in italic script is in English in the original text.]
****************************************************************************************************

She picked him out immediately. He sat at one of the tables way in the back of the room. 
Just  like last  time the little  dachshund was lying at  his  feet  and a cigarette  glowed 
between   his  thin  fingers.  There  were  not  yet  very  many  people  there  at  The 
Breadworks. Besides Victor, five Japanese travelers with a heap of expensive handbags 
and oversized rolling suitcases occupied two of the tables. An elderly lady sat by the 
entrance door. It looked like she was having an intense conversation with someone on 
the other side of the table. But besides her no one else was sitting there. Just like last 
time Nadja wondered about the choice of music. The volume on one of Philip Glass’s 
repetitious piano pieces was turned up high. The young woman with bright blond hair 
who had talked with Victor yesterday stood behind the counter. She smiled warmly 
when Nadja ordered coffee and a croissant. Nadja couldn’t stop staring at her lovely, 
almost innocently pure face. When she had paid and turned toward the tables to find a 
seat Victor noticed her. With a hand gesture he urged her to come over. She walked 
down all the way to the back of the room and he invited her to sit down at his table.

“It’s a beautiful morning,” he said and lit a cigarette.
Nadia nodded, though actually she hadn’t paid the least attention to the weather. 

But there were only two days till Anna’s funeral and since getting up she hadn’t been 
able to think of much else. She took a sip of the coffee before pouring sugar into her 
mug. It was freshly brewed and tasted delightfully full-bodied.

“You must be from the States?” she said and dumped a single packet of sugar into the 
mug.

“Correct. And you are from Denmark, but haven’t lived here for a while.”
Without meaning to she dumped another packet of sugar into her coffee.
“How did you know?”
“It’s not that hard really. Yesterday I heard you speak flawless Danish to the waitress. Besides 

you have the features and the colors of a Scandinavian, but you look a bit too curious and much 
too disoriented to be living here. People in this country are not curious, and they are certainly 
not confused.  They know exactly what they want,  and they usually have strong convictions 
about  other  people  and  other  cultures.  The  few  who  possess  the  courage,  or  the  weakness, 
depending on how you see it, to lose their sense of direction momentarily because something 
catches their attention usually get into serious trouble. You’ll find a lot of those lost souls in here. 
In this god-forsaken cathedral of transportation.”

Nadja bit off a little piece of the croissant. She didn’t know what she should say. She 
noticed that he had a slight tremor. Gray-blue eyes were set deep in his gaunt face and it 
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was unpleasant to look at his protruding cheekbones. He was one of the thinnest men 
she had ever seen. In a way he resembled a prisoner of war on the verge of dying, but 
the gray wool coat that nearly made his shoulders disappear and the little gold pinky 
ring on his right hand made his emaciated appearance seem as if it was a conscious 
fashion choice in keeping with the elegant style of his dress.

“So tell me, where do you live?” he asked after waiting for her to answer.
Nadja told him that she’d been living in New Orleans for a good eight years.
“I fell in love with an American.”
“Listen, I prefer when people speak their native tongue.”
“But English is almost like my own language. I hardly ever speak Danish anymore.”
“That’s even more reason for you to speak it then.”
Nadja switched over to Danish and told him that she had come back to Denmark in 

connection with her grandmother’s funeral.
“Funerals are important. They are the most effective reminders sometimes. In recent years I 

have attended strangers’ funerals just to remind myself of what is left of this life. But now I have 
grown too weak for that kind of entertainment.”

“Too weak?”
“Yes. Don’t tell me you haven’t noticed my condition.”
Nadja shrugged her shoulders.
“Nothing besides that you’re very thin.”
“Well, good observation, ma’am. I can tell you, I’m not only “thin,” I’m a living skeleton.”
The last words he nearly shouted out into the room and he suddenly looked very 

angry. Nadja was afraid she had said something wrong. The little dachshund stirred 
underneath the table and the blond waitress immediately came over to them.

“How’s it going down here?” she inquired in a slightly nervous tone of voice.
Victor stared up at the ceiling.
“Well, here comes our little nurse to make sure that her patient doesn’t offend his very own 

visitor.”
She shook her head and put a hand on his shoulder.
“Have you noticed what a beautiful day it is today?” she asked and began stroking 

Victor’s back.
“No, I haven’t noticed, my sweet Sofia. May I introduce you to my new friend here?” Nadja 

leaned forward to shake her hand.
“Nadja Eagleheart happens to be this woman’s name.”
“Sofia,” she said and shook her hand.
“This little lady used to be my student, but now she prefers to write books and serve coffee.”
Sofia looked hurt and picked up the empty mugs from the table.
“Do you have any wishes about the music?” she asked and smiled rather stiffly.
“Anything but this monotonous melancholy.”
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Evidently Sofia was the one responsible for the unusual choice in music. After she 
left the table and switched the music from Philip Glass to Chopin, Victor told about how 
he had been her teacher in classical ballet.

“She was the most talented student I ever had since I came here nearly twenty years ago. But 
after a minor car accident in which she miraculously escaped physical harm, she decided to quit.”

The hard expression had disappeared from Victor’s  face,  and instead he  looked 
more gloomy.

“Of course,  in  the  beginning I  thought  it  was  just  a  strange  idea  in  a  young woman’s 
confused mind. Suddenly, she wanted to become an author instead of a world-class ballerina. But 
the accident took place two years ago and she is still working on that goddamn book.”

“What’s it about – her book? Do you know?”
Victor shook his head and lit a cigarette.
“What can a nineteen-year-old possibly have to write about? Or a seventeen-year-old, as she 

was when she first started? It’s something about an opera singer who wakes up one morning and 
faces the fact that she suddenly can’t sing anymore. She can speak, but she cannot sing. I figure 
that the inspiration stems from her own experience. After the accident, Sofia could easily move 
and walk, but for some reason she was convinced she could no longer dance.”
 He told about how he had himself been a ballet dancer back when the world was 
young.

“Believe it or not, I used to be one of Balanchine’s favorite male dancers. But as time went by, 
I started getting bored with lifting ballerinas from one corner of the stage to the other. I stopped 
dancing and traveled around Europe. For a while, I was very confused, and I didn’t think I was 
ever going to dance again, but then I went to one of Pina Bausch’s performances in Vienna. The 
show  completely  turned  my  world  around,  and  half  a  year  later  I  auditioned  for  her  in 
Wuppertal. Then I was trapped in Germany for almost eight years. I became a ‘shining star’ on 
the new European modern dance scene. It was a great time.”

“But so how did you end up living in Denmark?”
He looked down with a disconsolate little smile.
“What other than love brings people to this gray zone of expression, and what other than the 

lack of it leads them away from it again?”
“You fell in love with a Dane?”

“Oh yes, Christian is as Danish as they come. He knows his ‘højskolesangbog’ and 
loves ‘rugbrød’ and, like most Danes from our generation, he truly believes that his father joined 
the resistance during the war. But he is a good person. He is a very good person and deserves the 
best.”

Victor lit a cigarette and looked thoughtfully out of the window. At one of the tables 
on the other side of the glass some ravaged and heavily made-up middle-aged women 
were talking loudly.
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“They are prostitutes, and they sure take some really long coffee breaks. But who can blame 
them? Jesus Christ.”

“Is Christian a dancer too?”
“Boy aren’t you a curious young lady?”
“Sorry. You must excuse me. I didn’t mean to probe or …”
It was typical of her to overwhelm people with questions in a clumsy attempt not to 

land in a situation where she was the one who had to do the talking.
“No, no, don’t say ‘Sorry’. Soon it’s my turn to cross examine your strange behavior. Deal?”
Nadja smiled.
……..

!4


