ROKLAND

A novel by Hallgrimur Helgason

Too smart for his hometown. Too angry for the big town. Too frank for his country.

BÖDDI

Böddi is a man of spirit in the age of materialism, a champion of classical poetry and philosophy in a society drifting towards illiteracy. He’s on a crusade against today’s culture with all its lazy-cute and cosiness; a shouting prophet in a whirlpool of fast food, easy music, and brainless entertainment.  

STORYLINE

After 10 years of study in Germany, Böddi returns to his hometown of Krokur in North Iceland, a town that is way too small for such a big mouth. Before he knows it, Böddi is sacked from his teaching position at the local high school, after taking his students on a weekend-trip to the highlands where he makes them sleep in a cave in the middle of winter, to give them a direct experience of a classical Icelandic Saga. “One fucking week-end without a TV or computer games. As if it wasn’t good for those brats?!” 

Böddi takes revenge by writing an outrageous satire about Albert, the headmaster, on his blogsite, as well as sleeping with his daughter, a burnt-out blonde called Dagga. Out of work and out of sympathy, Böddi becomes more and more isolated in his mother’s basement.  A sailor's widow, Dóra is a quiet little creature who spends her days at the fish plant and her nights in front of the box. They live in an old house called Rokland (Stormland), named after the storm that blew off its roof back in the forties. At night Böddi seeks refuge at the local Hotel, which is run by the good old-timer Keli, an alcoholic adventurer, whose favourite offering is “ice-cream with Viagra” and favourite saying is “I check into rehab every year, except one year, I didn’t go two years in a row.” 

Since his return, Böddi has been hopelessly in love with the local beauty who works in the town’s only bookstore, a porcelain-faced girl named Laura Maria. Every week for two whole years he has tried asking her out, without success. Even so he feels like he’s betrayed her when he learns that the headmaster’s daughter is pregnant with his child. 

Böddi’s world is shattered once more, as his mother dies the same night his “unwelcome” baby is born. Full of anger, he writes her obituary on his blogsite, blaming TV for her untimely death. “Every night, from August 1981 till January 2005, mom watched the whole fucking evening program on Channel 1. Six thousand Hollywood movies is much more than a lethal injection. No human soul can withstand such an amount of rubbish. Sooner or later she had to crash.” 

His younger brother Viddi comes up for the funeral. He’s an actor living in Reykjavik, the capital down south, and stands for everything his brother hates. Uneducated and unread, he’s always blabbing away in the national media, riding on his small fame as a has-been actor and big-time bachelor. To Böddi’s dismay, his brother lives off reading commercials and dubbing cartoons. “Prostituting his vocal chords”. Viddi is Krokur’s biggest celebrity, as the guy who lends Winnie the Poo his voice. The actor dreams of bigger things however; he wants to make his own movie. Viddi is constantly trying to involve his brother in some project of his, buttering him up with jokes that he can’t possibly understand. “Did you hear about Paris Hilton’s new lover, Radisson Sas?”

A reluctant father, Böddi can’t avoid walking around town with his baby in a carriage.  This forces him to make one last try for Laura Maria, the girl in the bookstore. When she denies him her love, he makes a dramatic turn and asks Dagga, the mother of his child, to take him in. “Those who have a baby together should be together.”  But she rejects him too. “I’m not gonna be your new mother.”

Come summertime, Böddi manages to land a job supervising a summer camp for teenagers. He’s way too electrifying for those sleepyheads, however, and during an outing he loses it once more, when he forces a small fourteen year old boy,  who happens to be Dagga’s nephew, to go swim with him in the freezing cold North Atlantic ocean. The boy almost drowns and by now Böddi is a complete outcast in his hometown.

He’s lost his job, twice, his mother, his love and his respect. On top of it all, the family house, Rokland, is sold to an old adversary of his, a slick marketing guy, who has made it big down south, and will only be using the place for his summer vacations. As Dagga checks into a Reykjavik hospital for the treatment of an illness related to the difficult birth of her child, Böddi ends up in room 21 at the Hotel, with his four month old son who bears the name of his grandfather, Albert, the headmaster. Meanwhile Keli, the Hotel-manager, has hit the bottle and lost all his customers and credibility. One day Böddi finds him in the laundry room trying to shoot himself in the head. Böddi saves him from suicide and Keli asks him to keep the gun, so he won’t try it again. 

The Hotel is no place for a toddler either and when the baby boy ends up in a drunken ball on the ground floor, passed around like some curious trophy by drunk and dancing sailors, fatherly love is awakened in Böddi. Gradually he starts caring for the child, only to get a call from the local hospital: He’s in for a DNA-test. 

The result shows that he is NOT the father of his child. 

Böddi has lost everything and now loses his mind. When he finds himself on horseback early one morning and realises that he still has the gun in his pocket he decides to ride down south, on Highway No.1, all the way to Reykjavik where he plans to kill the Prime Minister and seize power himself. He will bring about a spiritual revolution in the land of materialism. His first decree will be “no watching TV inside”. 

A man on horseback on the country’s main highway is an uncommon sight and, after his first day on the road, Böddi makes the news. The day after Viddi shows up by his side in his brand new SUV and wants to shoot a documentary about his brother’s ride down south. “This is it, man. This is our moment! This is how Michael Moore got started.” Reluctantly Böddi accepts his brother’s plan and continues his ride into the bright Icelandic summer-night, with his brother trailing behind in a jeep. 

The battery in the camcorder runs out and they look for a recharge at a deserted farm. There they start talking and Viddi brings Böddi the news of Dagga’s tragic death.  Böddi is taken by this but tries to hide his inner turmoil, by cursing the bitch who wrongly made him the father of her child. In a show of solidarity, Viddi opens up to his big brother and tells him how paranoid women can get. “They’re more or less crazy, like for example that girl in the bookstore back home.” Böddi finds out that Viddi has been having it off with Laura Maria, the love of his life! He snaps, brings out the gun and kills his brother. 

The horse is appalled by it and gallops away. Böddi is left alone on the deserted farm.

He dozes off inside the old farmhouse and is somewhat surprised to discover the body of his dead brother the day after, still in its place out in the yard. As he bends over the body, Viddi’s cell-phone rings. Illogically Böddi answers. A TV host asks him to be a guest on his programme that very evening.  One of Viddi’s last deeds was to book his brother on this light talk-show, with a soft spot for oddballs like “the guy who decided to ride a horse all the way from Krokur to Reykjavik”. Before the day ends, Böddi finds himself sitting in a TV studio, next to Iceland’s version of Kelly and Regis. He wears his rubber boots and windbreaker for the interview and gives strange answers to questions he finds ridiculous. 

“Wellbeing is hellbeing!”

When the hosts want to finish the interview, Böddi brings out his gun  and points it at them, demanding more airtime. He holds the whole TV studio hostage and starts a revolutionary speech in front of the cameras. It’s his last one. His mental condition spins out of control. In a few minutes the place is invaded by the police force’s special unit. When Böddi realises he’s being surrounded he starts shooting. As a result he’s gunned down. 

The revolution is over.

