
Catherine: Day Out

"No Friday lessons for me." I was conversing with my brother when

Adela busted into the room, announcing the situation to the entire

world from the top of her lungs. Interrupting the conversation with

my brother was the least she did. It felt that her voice managed to

wake up everyone, who was still asleep, in the entire neighbourhood.

"You are done too, right?"

"Yeah," I doubtfully whispered, looking away from the monitor,

thinking of all the things she could have possibly planned. I knew that

joy that was overwhelming her was not only because of the lost

lesson, it couldn't possibly be.

"Good, cause we are going out," she clicked with enthusiasm, before

realizing that I was actually having a conversation. Once she did, she

lowered her voice and said: "Sorry for interrupting."

But honestly that ship had already sailed. The interruption was made

and it was one of the most abrupt I have ever seen.

"No it is fine. We were actually wrapping up, anyway. He has to go to

school," I whispered back, looking at Fred, who sent me a smile.

"Well, we will work on math tomorrow. Okay?"

"Yeah, definitely."

"Okay, Fred. Talk tomorrow. Don't be late for school and say 'hi' to

mum, okay?"

"Yeah, sure. Bye," he answered, before disconnecting the call.

Once Fred did that, I closed down my laptop and turned towards

Adela, who was comfortably settled on the bed. She was supposed to

be at university and I was curious to know why she didn't have

lessons, so I started the conversation with that. "Why are you back

early? I thought you were supposed to be at university until 7 pm.

What happened?"

The enthusiasm in her voice could in no way be concealed. It even

seemed that she had more than enough for the two of us, since

before she explained anything I felt that I was just as thrilled as she

was, for no good reason at all. "Oh, the professor is out on a seminar

this week and the university didn't manage to find a substitute. The

assistant is busy with another group, so classes are being moved for

some other time. We are supposed to schedule it with the professor,

when she returns."

"Oh, cool. Why am I not so lucky as to lose lessons?" I chuckled,

realizing that the thought I was considering at a moment of mediocre

conversation was in fact desirable. The realization caught me by

surprise. I was never the one to wish that classes were lost, though

sometimes such a break suited me very much. Yet, I was

dumbfounded at the cognition that without my knowing so, I have

actually changed my mind in relation to lost classes.

I had no time to further dwell on the question in hand, since Adela

firmly announced: "Well, I don't know about that. But since I am that

lucky, I am taking you out. To celebrate."

"What? No. I thought you were joking about that." My lack of desire to

comply her wish traceable all over my face. I was hoping to use the

day for the purpose of relaxing, in between some other errands, a er

the swamped week I had, but Adela's face was decisive.

"No, I wasn't joking and yes, we are going out," she emphasized.

I tried to object. I had other things planned for the day, so going out

was bound to spoil them. However, before I managed to say anything

at all, Adela went on with her plans: "And, it was about time to do it.

You have been here a while and I haven't taken you out yet."

"Yes, you have."

"Not properly."

"But, Adela, I had something else planned for the day," I tried to point

out, without much luck.

She heard me loud and clear, but her will was far too strong for me to

be able to break it and that was exactly what I feared. I took her less

than few seconds to come back with an answer on that.

"Whatever you planned can be done some other day. Today I take

you shopping and we have fun. And there is the end of it. I will no

longer discuss it. I am going to get changed and you should do that

too, because we are leaving in thirty minutes," she said and le  the

room in few swi  movements.

I knew that running a er her, trying to change her mind would be

pointless and practically a waste of time, so without a strong will I got

up and arranged my wild hair. I picked up my walled, placing it in the

bag, along with the phone. Just in case browsing ended with buying.

I was already dressed decently enough, for my taste, so changing my

clothes seemed like an unnecessary activity. As soon as Adela called

for me, I le  the room and before I knew it we were taking the bus

towards the nearest shopping center.

***

"So, what do you think? Are you having fun?" Adela asked me for the

first time a er two hours of walking around the shopping center,

scanning every shop, trying over hundred di erent pieces of clothing

and buying quite a lot of them.

Well, Adela did buy a lot. She was absolutely enjoying the shopping

spree. I was having fun as well, but I was nowhere close to the

number of bags she was carrying. At one point, I even had to yank

some of bags out of her hands, realizing that she had no chance in

carrying all of them even though she persistently claimed otherwise.

"It is better than I thought it would be, actually," I responded

truthfully, wondering what took her so long to ask the question I

knew I would be hearing a few times during the day. I meant it.

Shopping was never my favorite thing, but Adela managed to make it

pretty amazing. Through cheerful conversation and a couple of crazy

laughs, which made people turning their heads to see who was going

insane, she actually made it more than enjoyable.

"Yeah? You are not just saying that and being nice or anything?" she

wondered, furrowing her brows as she threw me a puzzled look.

I chuckled and shook my head, trying to reassure her that I did in fact

was telling her the truth. "No, I mean it. I never thought I would say

this, but I would do it again. And that says a lot."

"Good, then I managed to do my job as a host," she forcefully

exclaimed, another set of people turning towards us.

"Jesus, stop drawing in attention. It is becoming embarrassing," I

whispered under my breath, trying to compose myself and silence

the laughter that was threatening to escape. She burst out in laughter

at my words and I joined in, despite the flushing of my cheeks. It was

then, a er what seemed to be an interminable laughter, when I

noticed that I was far too hungry to continue with the shopping. I

turned towards Adela, and froze on the spot, saying: "There is just

one problem, though."

I could imagine the grimace I must have had printed on my face,

given that Adela cut the laughter short momentarily and looked at

me with worry, asking: "What kind of a problem?" She truly appeared

to become sad, so much so one would believe we were discussing a

question of life and death.

"I am famished," I replied a er a dramatic pause of few seconds,

cocking my eyebrow and addressing her a smile. "Can we go and grab

a bite somewhere?"

"Oh, God. You actually tricked me to believe that something was

wrong," she laughed. "You are going to pay for that. Big time. Now,

follow me. I am hungry, as well. Just let's get something to eat."

Adela made her way towards a small restaurant and I followed her

without saying a word. I didn't know anything anyway, so my

comment would be frivolous. We took a seat at the first empty table

we located, since most of the restaurant was already occupied,

feeling grateful that we could drop the bags during lunch and have

our arms relax. The waitress came to bring us the menus and when

we made the decision she returned to get the order. We thanked her

when a er a short wait she brought our food. We were le  alone.

Being hungry as I was, I didn't wait for a second to start my meal.

Neither did Adela, for that matter. However, conversation managed to

spring up even though we were both focused on our plates.

It was me that started it. "If you take me shopping once every week, I

think it would be unavoidable for me to build up some biceps,

wouldn't you agree?"

"Don't be mean, but you just might," she replied, once she swallowed

the bite. "Not sure if it would suit you though."

"Wouldn't it? I would think that it would be perfect," I teasingly joked,

a smile not lacking to dance on my lips.

Adela did send me a shy smile, incredibly so for her open character.

Apart from the smile, the only reaction or comment I received from

her was a disapproving shake of the head, before she expertly

changed the topic. "So, what was that about your brother and math?"

"Oh, we are going to work on some unclear things tomorrow." I

construed.

She sounded shocked when she asked. "But, you did that the

previous weekend. Why again?"

"Oh, that was for the test. This time around is for the homework. He

had some di iculties with it, so I am going to help," I explained.

"Oh, okay. And when are you going to study?" she worriedly asked.

"Tonight I think. I can't leave it all for Sunday. When are you going to

study?" I returned the question.

"Tomorrow. I don't have much. I will be done in no more than five

hours."

I was about to ask what she had on the studying list, but then I saw

that her face went all blank in just few seconds. It was the first time to

see Adela so flabbergasted. Before managing to ask what the reason

for that was, I felt a hand resting on my shoulder ever so gently.

When I turned around, I was met by the smiling face of Bård. His gaze

landed on mine almost immediately and he so ly whispered: "Hey."

"Hei." I echoed back, and as much as I was surprised to see him there

– a smile began playing with the corners of my lips. I got up, my gaze

locked in his. I could hear that Adela got up as well. It seemed like the

right moment, so I took the opportunity to introduce them.

"Professor," I hesitantly began. He did tell me to call him Bård, but I

hadn't done it by that moment and therefore was uncertain whether

it was truly meant. Before I could continue, he corrected me: "Bård.",

his gaze already telling me everything.

I smiled at him, before turning to Adela saying: "Adela, this is Bård.

Bård, Adela." She shot me a quick, nearly undetectable and yet

puzzled look. Everything about her said astonishment, which had me

incapable of perceiving what laid behind the expression. She shook

her head, ever so slightly, before turning towards Bård. I furrowed my

eyebrows in question, but since she didn't do anything else and her

gaze had already le  mine, I decided I must have misinterpreted her

expression and decided to let it slip for the moment. He stretched out

his arm and they shook hands.

What had me by surprise, being yet another thing I couldn't grasp the

hold of, was Adela mumbling out: "Hey, I... Uhm, it's... It's nice to

meet you."

It didn't seem to strike him as a strange thing, but given that he didn't

know Adela whatsoever it was comprehendible. He only, through a

smile, replied: "Nice to meet you too." The very next moment he

turned towards me and in whisper asked: "Map girl?"

I chuckled, somewhat astonished that he still remembered it. Adela

looked at me puzzled at the question and I was placed in the middle

of an awkward situation.

"You didn't have to say it right now," I teasingly reproached him. "But,

yeah, that is her."

"Sorry," he whispered. But the grin on his face spoke so little of being

sorry.

"It is okay," I uttered, when addressing him another smile. 'Why does

his smile have to be so captivating, entrancing, so perfect...?' I tried to

gather up myself, shi ing my gaze over to Adela to get his smile out of

my head, only to find her captivated into a similar trance.

Her eyes finally flickered from Bård's face and over to mine, as Adela

finally asked: "Wait, map girl?" I was beginning to wonder what took

her so long. She was absolutely not being herself, not since Bård

approached.

"Yeah, I kind of showed him the map of the university you drew," I

said, my tone nothing but apologetic.

"Oh, shit. Why would you do that? Oh, God, so embarrassing," she

mumbled.

"Nothing embarrassing about wanting to help out," Bård tried to

point out. Looking her with those blue eyes, along with the smile on

his face was more than enough to calm down Adela. But, just when I

thought that he did a good job, he thought it would be the perfect

timing for a mischievous joke: "But, that map was rubbish."

It was true, but he could have bothered to find a better choice of

words. Luckily, Adela laughed it o . She nodded her head, completely

agreeing with him. I just hoped that Adela wouldn't give me hard

time because of it later.

"Are Matthew and Jane with you?" I asked, trying to change the

course of the conversation and avoid yet another sarcastic comment.

Adela shot me a puzzling look, staring at me as if she was trying to

ask 'How the hell do you know that?' Yet she commented nothing.

"No, uhm, Mary and Vegard picked them up yesterday," Bård stated.

"Oh, so you are here alone?" I went on. It was rather obvious, but

there was always getting to the wrong conclusion and the question

was only a way of making sure.

"Yep. I thought of grabbing a bite."

"Then you are at the right place." Adela teased. Adela smiled shyly

when Bård grinned at her. She did however recover soon. "Well, join

us," Adela said through a smile, her outgoing character finally getting

back to normal. "There is no point for you to sit alone."

Before agreeing he looked at me asking: "Is that okay with you?" His

consideration surprising me, time in time.

"Yeah," I nodded. And then Adela once again shot me another

puzzling look, raising her eyebrow questionably. I was sure then that I

was missing something.

Bård however didn't seem to notice or at least he did a good job

pretending of not noticing it. "Well I will go get my order, because I

don't think anyone will come since you had already ordered and I will

be back," he swi ly said, before turning around and heading for the

counter.

When Adela estimated that he was on a safe distance and not being

able to hear us, she shot me another similar look and in a whisper

asked: "How do you know him?"

"He is my architecture professor," I said, wanting to return a question,

but before being able to say anything else Adela mumbled:

"Unbelievable, I have lived here all my life and I have never met him.

And you get here and in no more than a month you get to meet the

hunky."

I inclined my head slightly. "How do you know him?" I asked her,

puzzled by her words. All I could think is that she might have some

sort of crush on him. She was certainly behaving like she did.

"You are kidding me, right?" she looked at me, half-shocked.

"Kidding you about what? I am serious."

"You know who he is, right?" she whispered, her finger pointed at

Bård.

I flickered my gaze towards him, only to find him leaning over the

counter conversing with an employee. Then, it dawned upon me that

if he would happen to turn around and look in our direction, he

would notice Adela's finger right away.

"Put your finger down," I hurried, pulling her hand down towards the

table, before saying: "Yeah, I know who he is. He is my architecture

professor, like I said."

"And?" she stretched the word, her voice all but without intent. "What

else?"

"What else? Nothing else." I smiled, thinking that she was pulling one

of her teasing jokes.

"You really don't know, do you?" she asked me, confusing me. I had

no idea what was that I didn't know or what I was missing out on.

"Know what?"

"That guy over there and his brother are the most famous people in

Norway," she informed me, a tiny smile playing on her face.

"What? What are you talking about?" I spoke, my face altering into a

shocked expression. I could feel my fingers trembling on my lap, as I

tried to form another set of proper words to further enquire, only to

find myself incapable of pronouncing a single sound.

"You really didn't know, huh?"

"No," I said, trying to gather myself up from the shock of the

information I just received, being a little hurt he himself didn't tell me

in the first place for a completely unknown reason.

Adela turned her head, hastily mumbling: "He is coming back. I will

tell you later." I managed to look the same way only to notice that

Bård was approaching us only moments before he rejoined us. His

order in his hands, as he took a seat and placed it before him.

"Thank you ladies. For receiving me on your table," he said, sending

me a smile.

"Anytime," I whispered, knowing that he was the only one that would

get it. Adela wasn't aware that it has become our word. If she knew,

she'd tease me for God knows how long.

But, that was not the only reason I said that word. As much as I would

want to pretend that everything was just fine, I was taken by surprise.

My hands were shaking so much, and I felt a lump in my throat along

a combination of feelings which were enough to convince me that if I

would try to pronounce something longer, my voice would break in

the middle of my thought.

"Nothing to be thankful for, though. It is a pleasure," Adela cheerfully

said. "So are you on a shopping spree as well?" She was recovering

from the first shock quite nicely, since she had it so well passed on to

me.

"No, but by meeting you I feel as if I had fallen into one," he teased,

fixing his gaze on the group of bags that laid on the chair.

"Yeah, well it is the first time I managed to get Kate out of the house.

So, we are going crazy."

"Crazy, huh?" he asked, teasingly smiling at Adela, which in my

experience was a horribly dangerous move.

"Yeah, well she hasn't seen anything of Oslo, except the environment

around the house and the university. We did manage to check the

neighbourhood the first week she arrived, but nothing more than

that. So, I am being a good host and I am trying to force her to go out.

It was close to a failure," Adela continued, relating everything just as I

expected her to.

"Oh, really?" he asked, directing me a look. I knew that he realized

that I didn't mention the trip he gave me to Adela. In an instant my

cheeks started blushing. Not knowing where to look, I lowered my

head placing my gaze on the plate, as Adela confirmed: "Yeah, really.

You know the thing is our schedules are opposite and we have no free

time to go out. Otherwise, she would have been dragged out."

The lunch went as normal as possible, a er the shock Adela gave me.

However the more I thought about it, the more I became aware that

everything about him was screaming a 'celebrity'. That was an

explanation of so many things, first of which his appearance. It was

no surprise that such looks could reach the celebrity grounds.

The more I thought about it, the less astonishing it became. When we

took care of the check, we le  the restaurant and Adela waited no

more than a second to say: "You know we will keep on with the

shopping. You are free to join us, if you want to that is."

Bård smiled at her and said: "No, I thank you. I have intruded for the

lunch, but now I believe you can continue on your own."

"Okay, cool. See you around," Adela said. She gave up so easily, but I

wasn't even going to mention it. There was no way, I would force him

to come along. He wouldn't, couldn't have been able to bare it.

Besides, doing so would make it uncomfortable.

"See you," he nodded in Adela's and then in my direction, before

turning around and leaving us alone. She followed him with her gaze

until he got mixed with other people, and as soon as he was out of

sight, Adela enthusiastically clicked: "Oh, my God. I just had lunch

with Bård Ylvisåker."

" We just had lunch with Bård Ylvisåker," I corrected her.

"Shut up," she jokingly said, rolling her eyes. "I need to gather myself

up."

"Okay. Whatever."

A er few minutes of silence and watching Adela constantly changing

her expression between confusion, astonishment and happiness, she

finally spoke: "Why didn't you tell me that you knew Bård Ylvisåker?"

"I didn't think he was important. I also didn't know he was famous.

And that you had a crush on him." I shrugged my shoulders.

"I don't have a crush on him," she cut me short. "I am just a huge fan,

both of his and his brother's. They are like amazing."

"Yeah?" I asked, my curiosity peaked. "So, what exactly is it that they

do?"

"Oh, well, technically they are a comedy duo. But they have done all

kinds of TV shows, radio shows and they have a talk show on TV. But,

their music is really good. It is comedy music, made to make people

laugh, but it is fantastic."

"Right, so they sing as well? Any good?" I was trying to sound as

steadily as I could manage, but it was rather clear that I was honestly

wishing to know more.

"Any good?!" she exclaimed. "They are bloody brilliant. You know

when we get home I will play you their best songs. They don't have a

lot of songs, but I will limit it to two or three, unless you ask for

more."

"Okay, sure," I agreed.

"Wait, you don't know their biggest hit either? The song which went

viral on youtube in a second?" she wondered.

"No."

"Oh, that you are going to love," she uttered, as we continued our

shopping experience. But, honestly I couldn't wait to go back home,

and see for myself what Adela was trying to tell me.
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