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[Now, we’d almost written that what made our village unique was that it wasn’t unique at all; but apparently that isn’t true. There are surely other places where most of the houses are younger than ninety years old, villages that can’t boast of any noted individuals, no-one who has distinguished himself in sports, politics, business, poetry, crime. We seem, however, to have one thing that other villages don’t – there’s no church here. And no churchyard, either. Still, repeated attempts have been made to remedy this particularity, and a church would undeniably make its mark on our community, the placid tolling of the church bells could liven up those who are feeling down; that sound heralds the good news of eternity. Trees grow in churchyards, birds perch and nest in the trees and they sing. Sólrún, the head teacher of the primary school, has twice tried to collect signatures for a petition requesting three things: a church, a churchyard and a priest. But she’s got thirteen signatures at most, which isn’t enough for a priest, much less a church, and even less a churchyard – of course we die like everyone else, though many of us have reached an advanced age; percentage-wise, nowhere else in the country are more people over eighty to be found, which may perhaps be called our particularity number two. Ten or so villagers are approaching one hundred; death seems to have forgotten them, and in the evenings we hear them giggling as they play mini-golf on the green behind the nursing home. No-one has managed to find an explanation for this high average age of ours, but whether it’s our diet, our attitude towards life, or the position of the mountains, we’ve been instinctively grateful to longevity for how far it’s kept us from the churchyard, which is why we hesitate to sign Sólrún’s form, subconsciously convinced that whoever does so is signing his own death warrant, that he’s summoning death directly. This is probably just nonsense, but even balderdash can seem convincing where death is involved.

Otherwise, there’s nothing remarkable to say about us.

*

In this village, there are a few dozen detached houses, mostly medium-sized and designed by uninspired architects or engineers; remarkable how few demands we make on those who have such a noticeable impact on our surroundings. Here there are also three six-unit rows of terraced houses and a few rather pretty wooden houses from the early twentieth century, the oldest dating back ninety-eight years, built in the year 1903, so dilapidated that big cars drive very slowly past it. The biggest buildings are the slaughterhouse, the Dairy, the Co-op and the Knitting Company, none of which is pretty, but on the other hand, we have a nice little pier extending into the sea, built with concrete footings fifty years ago, no ships or boats ever dock here but it’s fun to pee off the pier, to listen to the funny sound as the stream hits the water.

The village is more or less in the middle of the district, with countryside to the north, south and east, and the sea to the west. It’s nice to look out over the fjord, even if it’s nearly devoid of fish, and has always been so. In the spring, the fjord attracts jovial, optimistic waders, sometimes you find a conch shell on the beach, while, in the distance, thousands of islands and skerries rise like a jagged row of teeth from the sea – in the evening, the sun bleeds over it and our thoughts turn to death. Perhaps you’re of the opinion that it isn’t healthy to think about death, that it drags a person down, fills him with hopelessness, is bad for the circulation, but we believe that one literally needs to be dead not to think about death. Have you, on the other hand, ever considered how many things depend on coincidence – maybe everything? It can be a damned uncomfortable thought; there’s seldom any sense to coincidence, making a person’s life little other than aimless wandering – sometimes seeming to go in all different directions before stopping, frequently, mid-sentence – perhaps that’s precisely why we’d like to tell you stories from our village and the surrounding countryside.

We’re not going to tell you about the whole village; we won’t be going from house to house. You would find that intolerable. But we’ll definitely be telling you about the lust that binds together days and nights, about a happy lorry driver, about Elísabet’s dark velvet dress and the man who arrived by bus; about Þuríður, who is tall and full of esoteric desires, about a man who couldn’t count the fish and a woman who breathed shyly; about a lonely farmer and a 4,000-year-old mummy. We’re going to tell of everyday events, but also of those that are beyond our understanding – possibly because there are no explanations for them. People disappear, dreams change lives, folk nearly two hundred years old apparently decide to make their presence known instead of lying quietly in their places. And of course we’re going to tell you about the night that hangs over us and draws its power from deep in space, about days that come and go, about birdsong and the final breath; it will probably end up being quite a few stories, we’ll start here in the village and end in a farmyard in the countryside to the north, and now we begin, here it comes, the cheerfulness and loneliness, modesty and irrationality, life and a dream – yes, dreams.]
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