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Biography
Halldéra Thoroddsen was bornin 1950 and is a resident of Reykjavik. She graduated from Iceland
College of Education in 1976 and from the Iceland Academy of the Arts in 1986. Thoroddsen has
worked as a teacher, designed layout for a newspaper, supervised the arts curriculum for ele-
mentary schools, and worked as a programme director in radio. She writes poetry, short stories,
microfiction and novels. Her first poetry collection, Hdrfinar athugasemdir, was published in
1998, and was followed in 2002 by a popular collection of microfiction, 90 syni dr minni minu. A
second collection of poems, Gangandi vegfarandi, was published in 2005, the short story col-
lection Aukaverkanir in 2006, and her novel Tvéfalt gler in 2016. Tvéfalt gler (Double Glazing) was
awarded the Icelandic Women's Literature Prize (Fjéruverdlaunin) in 2016.

Synopsis

Modern life separates generations and isolates both youth and those in old age. The often over-
looked passions of old age are captured exquisitely in the novella Tvéfalt gler (Double Glazing).
Death is closing in on an elderly woman in her small apartment; her husband recently passed
away, her friends gone, her body failing and her role in society diminished. As she observes
the world through her window pane, she feels simultaneously exposed and isolated. A sudden
chance of romance swirls up into her lonely existence, filling her with exuberance but also with
doubt. Knowing that the love life of the elderly is still a taboo to be frowned upon or even ridi-
culed, she will have to find strength to go against the norm - to not back down from living life
to the fullest, like a fly in autumn still buzzing at the window.
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Sverrir er 6nnur manngerd en hun hefur heillast af til pessa.
Hann er fulltrai hins venjulega manns. Karla sem henni
hafdi alltaf fundist of skrautlausir, grunadi pa um skort a
imyndunarafli. Hin hallast @ meir ad hinu tilgerdarlausa.
Grunndvallarmanninum. Pad er eitthvad gofugt vid hann.
Ekki svo ad skilja ad hin sé haldin ranghugmyndum um
hinn venjulega mann. Hvar sem hann er ad finna. Hann er,
liklega vegna einhverrar préunarvillu, fasisti i grunninn. Hun
skynjar pad skyrt af bloggsidum sem hun les stundum. Pad er
6skop stutt { hetjudyrkunina. Sennilega vorum vid med einn
storan foringja og 6hagganlega goggunarrod i kjorlendinu.
Ognarrod sem ridladist ekki nema med styrkleikastridi {
attbalknum. Hitt er allt tilleert. Sidmenningin myndar gisna
sleedu yfir kraumandi kenndunum. Sverrir er sidadur madur,
6venjulega venjulegur. En hann er ekki fauti, hun hefur ekki
smekk fyrir fautum.

Huin missti sig einu sinni a fauta. Hann var fagur eins og griskt
go00, for fimum hondum um likama hennar, brast vid hverri
snertingu svo ur vard algleymisvima. Pau attu fatt annad
sameiginlegt. Hann var harmleikjaperséna. Hver bruggadi
honum seydinn? Og hver styrdi svipunni sem hun hlyddi i
blindni. Hin man varla eftir sér a pessu nidurleegingartimabili,
medan taumlausar fysnir satu vid vold. Ari seinna vard hun
skyndilega allsgad og skildi pa ekkert i sér.

Pessi dimmi madur breyttist { 6argadyr. A peim timum var
audvelt ad verda sér ut um eiturlyf. Kannski var sitthvad
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af olgandi listalifi Parisar 4 pessum arum ettad beint ar
apotekunum en nu er petta flest ordid lyfsedilsskylt. Hann
bruddi allt sem linadi kvol og hlift gat vid Obeaerilegum
hversdegi. Endadi i fullkomnum tryllingi. Og pegar hin hefdi
samkvamt 6llum sidabodum att ad hjalpa manninum eftir
fall nidur af paki, gat hiin pad ekki eda vildi ekki. Hin horfdi
a hann 1 hjalparleysi og hreerdi sig ekki. Engar tilfinningar
baerdust med henni, hun var kold sem is og atburdinn sér hun
enn fyrir sér utan fra eins og um einhverja adra manneskju
hafi verid ad raeda. Ekki hana. Petta var aldrei hun.

Sker sig d hnifi, heitt bl60 bryst ut d hvitt skinnio

Ja petta var hin. I1l og g6d i einu. Hluti pessarar eilifu barattu
sem had i hverri svitaholu, 4 milli yfir og allt um kring. Hvi
skyldi hun ekki taka virkan patt i pessu villta studi? Varla
var honum Kristi fornad fyrir einhvern tittlingaskit. Pad veeri
hrein médgun vid gudslambid ad fremja ekki alvoru gleepi.

Hun spjallar enn vid Gudjén, svona er hun fjéllynd, spyr
hvernig honum litist 4 stoduna. Veit hverju hann svarar, , Pessi
strakur. Hann er natturulega rosalega beisikk. Venjulegur
leeknageei. Lattu mig pekkja pa. Lokudust inni { niu dra nami
a peim tima sem peir hefdu att ad taka ut proska. Komu heim
med pessa einu uppdhaldsplétu fra gelgjuskeidinu og settu
hana 4 foninn uppur pvi pegar peir fengu sér i glas”.

»Svona svona, vidradu fordéma pina annars stadar.”
»Jaja, hafou petta eftir pinu hofdi, pad hefur oft reynst vel.”

Pannig taladi Gudjon gjarnan pegar hann gafst upp fyrir
henni. Ekki svo ad skilja ad hun hafi radid 6llu. A0 hennar
mati helgadi hun lif sitt Gudjoni og strakunum.

Lif hennar snerist um ad frjévga hverja stund. Fylla dagana
af mikilveegi og song. Bagja burt vonleysi og doda. Pad var
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ekki litio lagt 4 eina konukind. Var 4 timabili farin ad anda
tyrir allt umhverfi sitt, taldi pad skyldu sina. Par til hun fékk
andarteppuna, pa d6 hun einhvern veginn sjalfri sér um hrio,
sagdi engum fra pvi. Heetti 6llu um skeid og viti menn, pad
tok enginn eftir andlatinu. Allt gekk sinn vanagang.

Greniilmur, annar glugginn heidinn, hinn kristinn

Hreidurgerd, hvener er henni lokid? Pau hafa augastad a
ellihtsii Vesturbaenum. Seekja um kaupleiguibid med adgangi
a0 pjonustu, atla ad hreidra um sig i furdulandi ellinnar, par
sem erillinn er tmdadur og allt gengur varlega fyrir sig. En
pad er stutt i beeinn og pau geta tekid a moéti gestum. bPau voldu
sér Vesturbeaeinn eftir strangar samningavidradur. Hin hefdi
heldur viljad kaupa ibud i Lindargdtuheimilinu en Sverrir er
gamall Vesturbeingur og getur ekki gleymt pvi.

Hus fullt af gémlu félki gengur pvert 4 fegurdarskyn hennar.
Hugmyndin er leidinlegri en kvenna- og karlaklibbar,
leidinlegri en barnaheimili. Af hverju héfum vid sammeelst
um ad hafa petta svona leidinlegt? Blindud af draumsyn,
par til afskreemingin blasir vid. Alltaf of sein til ad hondla
fegurdina sem geegist fram ur hverri glufu. Pad tekur Sverri
langan tima ad sannfera hana um raunsxid sem i pessu
felst. T peirra st6du geti hjélparleysid tekid yfir med engum
fyrirvara. Veruleikinn blasi vid, petta sé bara spurning um
tima.

Meira a0 segja kettirnir renna til d svellbunkunum

Simon vinur hennar bregst @vareidur vid fréttinni um
elliibudina. Hringir margsinnis fra Paris. Segist hafa séd
petta fyrir, fra pvi ad hann sa Sverri fyrst. Innst inni hafi
hann greint kviksetningarperra. Hun er lengi ad réa Simon
og skynjar varnarviobrogd hans gagnvart eigin umkomuleysi.
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Bidsalur daudans er bjartur og fagur. I skodunarferd um
ellihtsio spjalla pau vid nokkra ibua. Simon hafdi fullyrt ad
veeg hlandlykt svifi par yfir votnum en pau eru blessunarlega
varin af skynjunarskorti ellinnar. Peim list vel 4 og hlakka
til. Ur einni ibud hljémar ténlist. Pad er ekki um ad villast
»Return to sender” med Elvis Presley. Ny kynsldd er sest ad a
elliheimilinu., , Blessud sértu sveitin min” 4 nu { vok ad verjast.
Pau skipuleggja framtidina eins og astfangnir unglingar. Liti
a veggi, gluggatjold.

Sélskinstundir i febriiarmdnudi: tveer klukkustundir, hiin eydir
peim i Tryggingarstofnuninni

Raupid er allsradandi, pad er ssmmerkt med peim ibtium sem
pau spjalla vid. Hvad kemur yfir f6lk & pessum aldri? Skyldi
hun vera ordin svona? Hun reynir ad gaeta sin 4 grobbinu, pvi
htn hefur merkt petta hja gamalmennum. Meira ad segja pabbi
hennar sem hafdi neman smekk, datt i grobbid undir lokin.
Pau raupa af heilsuhreysti, uthaldi og unnum hetjudadum.
»Ekki hefdi madur vilad petta fyrir sér fordum.” ,,Hvad synist
pér ég vera gamall?” Karlarnir eru verri, fallid er herra hja
peim. Pau minna hana 4 yngstu bérnin sem huin kenndi.
begar pau byrja i skdla, adur en pau leera ad fela. ,Sjadu mig,”
»sjadu mig,” hljomar ur hverju horni og kennarinn a fullt
fangi med ad svara, ,,ég sé pig, pu ert parna i fullum rétti. bu
ert til.” Svona eepum vid visast alla sevi, sjadu mig, sjadu mig,
sjadu mig.

Vist veit hun pad. Geld ast sem ekkert frjovgar nema
sjalfa sig hefur aldrei verid vel séd. Vid heimtum tilgang i
gjordir okkar, holdum okkur heljargreipum i skiljanlegan
soguprad. Hredumst pad sem hnokrar hann. Pradinn
um okkur { samhenginu, sem er longu ordinn farsi. Astir
gamalmenna eru ekki heilbrigdar hjonabandsastir sem mida
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ad uppfyllingu jardarinnar. Slikar dstir tengjast heldur ekki
estetik og hyllingu holdlegra nautna i hugum félks, pvert a
moti pykja peer heldur okreesilegar pegar gleer ellin a { hlut.
Sjalft imyndunaraflid verdur feimid vid hugmyndina um
krumpud og purr gamalmenni ad ridlast hvort 4 6dru med
adstod sleipiefna. Kynlif er pad eina sem pvi dettur i hug,
enda andsetid af pessari einu hugmynd um brautir 4 milli
manna. Erfingjar verda 6rélegir. Astfangnir gamlingjar eiga
pad til ad eyda i lystisemdir og gleyma hoéfudskyldu sinni i
genabarattunni ad tryggja kyni sinu framgang.

AZour, sendlingur og tjaldur, brimandi erétik i fjorunni d
Eidisgranda

Kristin ur hjéonaklubbnum, st godumlika, ris upp ar kor sinni
til pess ad vara hana vid. Hin hefur aldrei 4dur haft samband
a0 fyrra bragdi. Madurinn sé areidanlega besti madur og hin
samgledjist henniinnilega. En hun sé bara personulega ekkert
fyrir svona samkrull 4 gamals aldri. Sjalf hafi hin hafnad 6tal
bidlum. Hun vilji umfram allt vardveita sjalfstaedi sitt. Peer
eru gegnsajar astridurnar hennar Kristinar. ,,Eg er ekki svona
manneskja,” segir hun og kemur upp um sig i afneituninni.

Folk kemur yfirleitt pannig upp um sig. Petta hefur hun
oft greint pegar hun hlustar eftir pvi { heita pottinum i
Sundhéllinni. Pad er gjarnan andsteda pess sem pad heldur
fram um sig. Pad eru afar fdir ad reyna ad segja sannleikann
um sjalfan sig heldur ad leyna svivirdunni sem gin vid:
augljosum gollum sinum. Hver segist vera 6fundsjukur. Ekki
hun Kristin.

Synir af sér fullkomid keeruleysi, fer i rauda kjolinn

Pad kemur uppur durnum ad Sverrir er ekki ekkjumadur
eins og hun hélt, heldur fraskilinn. ,bad bara klaradist,” er
pad eina sem hann vill um pad segja. Hann segir ad konan sé
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besta manneskja en dalitid osjalfsteed og litil 1 sér, hafi alltaf
purft mikla hjalp.

»Hvernig pa” spyr hun, ,er hun barnsleg?”

»Kannski dalitid. Eg heilladist af hjélparleysinu fordum og
fegurdinni.”

»,Og hvar er hun?”
oI Ameriku.”

Sverrir flytur inn til hennar & medan pau bida eftir ibudinni.
Ast peirra er laus vid ymsa kvilla, valdabaréttan er vids fjarri.
Pad veri hegt ad bua hana til en pau skortir til pess astridu.
Samvinnan gerir peim kleift ad segja séguna um hvert verk,
til pess parf a0 minnsta kosti tvo. Pegar tGtvarpid segir peim
fra verdfalli hlutabréfa 4 fjarmdlamoérkudum heims, talar hun
ekki bara vid sjalfa sig og teekid heldur vid Sverri. ,Pa er na
gott ad eiga ekki of mikid af pessu,” segir hun, ,peir reyndu
ekki svo litid ad selja mér pessa snepla sina, langadi i ellilaunin
min.” Pau leggja sig fram, efa takt og samhljom. Hvort elskar
hitt meira og su valdastada sem af pvi hlyst er halfvegis ut {
hott { peirra samkeppnisumhverfi.

Klukkurnar i Hallgrimskirkjuturni spila laglinu, alltaf jafn
falska

Forstjori ellihtissins segir peim ad pad verdi i mesta lagi ars
bid, pad sé svo mikil umsetning hja peim. Pau kima beedi
vid ordalagid en forstjérinn sem er kona um fimmtugt
virdist halda ad pad feli stadreyndir lifsins. Pad er eins og
allt pjoofélagid sé a flotta undan pessu 6pzegilega ordi. Enda
hofum vid afmarkad daudanum bas utan alfararleidar.
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Translated from Icelandic by Philip Roughton

This story deals with, among other things, the gap between generations in our
society and the isolation of both youth and old age. The main character is a
78-year-old widow. She has fallen in love with a man named Sverrir, and they
are planning to move together into an apartment in a retirement home. In this
excerpt, the widow ponders old, disturbing memories, makes up a conversation
with her late husband about her new fiancé, and then goes with Sverrir to take a
look at the retirement home where they are planning to move.

Sverrir is a different type of man than she’s normally been
attracted to. He’s representative of the ordinary man. Of
men she’d always found too unadorned, suspected of lacking
imagination. Now she finds herself ever more inclined
towards unpretentiousness. The fundamental man. Who
has something noble about him. Not that she has any delu-
sions about the ordinary man. Wherever he’s to be found.
He is, probably due to some evolutionary mistake, basically a
fascist. She senses this clearly in the blogs that she occasion-
ally reads. Hero worship is never far off. We probably had
one big chief and an unwavering pecking order in our primal
habitat. A repressive order that never became disorganized
except through intratribal battles for dominance. The rest is
learned. Civilization forms a thin veil over these simmering
instincts. Sverrir is a civilized man, unusually ordinary. He’s
no brute; she has no taste for brutes.

She lost herself to a brute once. He was as beautiful as a Greek
god, ran nimble hands over her body, each touch sparking a
dizzying euphoria. They had little else in common. He was a
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character in a tragedy. Who concocted his potion? And who
wielded the whip that she obeyed blindly? She barely remem-
bers herself in that period of humiliation, when unrestrained
lusts reigned. A year later she suddenly sobered up, and could
barely understand what she’d been up to.

That murky man turned into a wild beast. In those days, it
was easy to score drugs. Maybe something of the swirling
artistic life in Paris in those years was derived directly from
the pharmacies, but now most of it requires a prescription. He
swallowed anything that eased pain and could protect against
unbearable mundanity. Which ended in perfect madness.
And when she, according to all moral standards, should have
helped the man after his fall from a roof, she could not or
would not. She stared at him in his helplessness and didn’t
budge. No feelings stirred within her, she was as cold as ice and
still envisions that incident from the outside, as if it involved
an entirely different person. Not her. It was never her.

Cuts herself with a knife, warm blood breaks out onto the white
skin

Yes, it was her. Bad and good at the same time. A part of the
eternal battle waged in every pore, between above and all
around. Why shouldn’t she take an enthusiastic part in that
wild party? Christ was hardly sacrificed for peanuts. It would
be a blatant insult to the Lamb not to commit real crimes.

She still chats with Gudjon — promiscuous as she is — asks him
what he thinks of the situation. Knows his answer: “That guy.
He’s really basic, of course. A regular doctor dude. I know the
type. Got locked into nine years of study at a time when they
should have been doing some maturing. Came home with
that one favorite album of theirs from adolescence and put it
on the record player every time they drank.”
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“Easy there, you can air your prejudices elsewhere.”
“Fine, suit yourself, we know how well that always works out.”

This is how Gudjon usually spoke when he yielded to her.
Not to say that she controlled everything. In her opinion, she
devoted her life to Gudjon and the boys.

Her life was about making every moment fertile. Filling the
days with importance and song. Fending off despair and
numbness. Which was no small thing for one little woman.
For a certain period, she did the breathing for all of her sur-
roundings, considered it her duty. Until she could no longer
breathe, and then died to herself for a while, without telling
anyone. Quit everything for some time, and sure enough, no
one noticed her death. Everything went on as usual.

A fragrance of evergreens, one window pagan, the other
Christian

Nesting, when is it finished? They have their eyes on a retire-
ment home in the west side of Reykjavik. Apply to lease an
apartment with access to facilities, intending to settle down
in the wonderland of old age, with all the hustle and bustle
stilled and everything proceeding cautiously. But it’s a short
distance downtown, and they can have guests. They chose the
west side after tough negotiations. She would have preferred
to buy an apartment at the home on Lindargata, but Sverrir
grew up on the west side and can’t forget it.

A house full of old people is completely contrary to her aes-
thetic sense. It’s a duller idea than women’s and men’s clubs,
duller than day nurseries. Why have we agreed to such dull-
ness? Blinded by a dream, until the distortion comes into full
view. Always too late to catch the beauty that peeks out of
every chink. It takes Sverrir a long time to convince her of
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the reality implicit in this. In their position, helplessness can
take over without warning. The reality is apparent; it’s simply
a matter of time.

Even cats slide on the ice

Her friend Simon is livid at the news of the retirement home.
Calls repeatedly from Paris. Says that he saw this coming,
ever since he first set eyes on Sverrir. He'd perceived that,
deep down, the man had a fetish for being buried alive. It
takes her a long time to calm Simon down, and she senses his
defensive response to his own forsakenness.

This waiting room of death is bright and beautiful. On a
tour of the retirement home, they chat with several residents.
Simon had insisted that a faint smell of urine lingered over
the place but, luckily, theyre protected by the diminish-
ment of the senses in old age. They like it and look forward
to it. Music drifts from one apartment. There’s no mistak-
ing ‘Return to Sender’ by Elvis Presley. A new generation has
settled in the retirement home. ‘Bless You, My Countryside’ is
in a tight spot now. They arrange their future like teenagers
in love. The colours on the walls, the curtains.

Sunny moments in February: two hours, she spends them at the
Insurance Agency

The bragging is ubiquitous; it’s common to the residents they
chat with. What comes over people at this age? Is she like that
now? She tries to beware of boasting, because she’s certainly
noticed it in old people. Even her father, who had good taste,
fell into boasting towards the end. They brag about their good
health, their stamina, and their achievements. “I would have
dealt with this just like that back in the day.” “How old do
you think I am?” The men are worse; the downfall is more
drastic for them. They remind her of the youngest children
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she taught. When they start school, before they learn to hide.
“Look at me,” “look at me,” sounds from every corner, and the
teacher has her hands full answering: “I see you, you're there
in your full right. You exist.” I'm sure we shout this all our
lives, look at me, look at me, look at me.

Of course she knows this. Castrated love that fertilizes
nothing but itself has never been appropriate. We demand
purpose in our deeds, we cling to a comprehensible plot. Fear
anything that forms burls in it. The plot about us in context,
which has long been a farce. Love between old people isn’t
healthy-marriage love, whose aim is to fill the earth. Nor do
people connect such love with the aesthetic or the celebration
of physical pleasures; on the contrary, it’s considered unap-
petizing when see-through old age is involved. Imagination
itself shies at the idea of crinkled and dry old people humping
each other with the aid of lubricants. Sex is the only thing
that comes to their minds, possessed as they are by that one
idea concerning connections between people. Heirs become
uneasy. Old-timers in love tend to spend money on luxuries
and forget their primary obligation to the struggle to ensure
the continuance of their genes.

Eider, purple sandpiper and oystercatcher, churning eroticism
at the seashore on Eidisgrandi

Kristin from the Couples’ Club, that benevolent woman, rises
from her bedridden state to warn her. She has never before con-
tacted her of her own accord. He’s probably the best of men
and she’s sincerely happy for her. Personally, however, she has
little interest in this sort of mingling in old age. She herself has
rejected numerous suitors. Above all, she wants to maintain her
independence. They’re transparent, Kristin’s passions. “I'm not
that kind of person,” she says, exposing herself in her denial.
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That’s how people typically expose themselves. She has often dis-
cerned the same while listening to others in the hot tub at the
Reykjavik Swimming Hall. They’re usually the opposite of what
they claim to be. There are very few who try to tell the truth about
themselves; instead, they try to conceal the looming disgrace:
their obvious flaws. Who admits to being envious? Not Kristin.

Displaying perfect carelessness, she puts on the red dress

It turns out that Sverrir is not a widower as she thought, but
divorced. “It just ended,” is all he would say about it. He says
that his ex-wife is the best of persons, despite being a bit clingy

and fragile; she always needed a lot of help.
“How s0,” she asks, “is she childish?”

“Maybe a little. I found her helplessness and beauty attractive
back in the day.”

“And where is she?”
“In America.”

Sverrir moves in with her while they’re waiting for the apart-
ment. Their love is free of various defects; there’s no trace
of a power struggle. It would be possible to create one, but
they lack the passion. Cooperation makes it possible for them
to tell the story behind each task, and that requires at least
two. When the radio informs them of falling stock prices
in the world’s financial markets, she doesn’t simply talk to
herself and the device, but to Sverrir. “Then it’s good not to
have too many of those,” she says, “they tried quite hard to
sell me those scraps of paper of theirs, wanting to get their
hands on my retirement pay.” They put in a lot of effort, prac-
tice rhythm and harmony. Which one loves the other more
and the dominant position that this can create is more or less
absurd in their competitive environment.
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The bells in the tower of Hallgrimskirkja church play a melody,
as out of tune as ever

The director of the retirement home, a woman of around 50,
informs them that they’ll have to wait a year at most - they
have such a quick turnover. They both smile indulgently at
the director’s phrasing, as if she seems to think that it con-
ceals the facts of life. It’s as if all of society is on the run from
that uncomfortable word. We’ve even marked out a stall for
death off the beaten track.
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