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EVERYTHING WITH A KISS 
AWAKENS (2011) 

The year is 2003, and the capital of Reykjavík is 
enveloped in a cloud of ash due to the 
continuous eruption of mount Katla. Indi is 
caught in a web of her own lies, severely 
addicted to cleaning and shopping and 
downright losing her struggle with everyday life. 
Rescue comes in the unlikely form of Indi’s old 
school friend, the charismatic but unstable 
Elisabet. Not everything goes according to plan, 
however, and rays of hope are banished by a 
cloud of plagues and horrors, accompanied by 
the destructive forces of erupting mount Katla. 

Thirteen years later events are being carefully 
unearthed by Elisabet’s son, David. Through 
documents and drawings, hearsay and his 
mothers’ dubious recounts he learns the disturbing truth about the fate of Indi, while 
getting to know the banality of evil and the meaning of genuine, heroic sacrifice. 

Did Elisabet have a destructive effect on everybody around her? Did the Katla eruption 
perhaps bring out the evil in people? Did the one true kiss possess some undefined 
terrible power? 

Everything With a Kiss Awakens is a powerful and imaginative story in the same vein as 
Minervudottir’s previous stories, where the narrative dances on the boundaries of reality 
and fantasy. Illustrations are by Sunna Sigurdardottir.  

299 pp. 

 

REVIEWS 

“This slips into your mind and sits there. That is the hallmark of good books – you do not 
forget them in a hurry.” (Kiljan National TV) 

 

“Mínervudóttir has long since proved herself to be one of our most fertile and original 
writers, with a unique way of presenting people’s interactions in a fresh and unexpected 
light.” (Fréttablaðið Newspaper) 
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SAMPLE TRANSLATION  

 

Book one 

 

It is best to introduce myself 

I’m going to put on record a story which you might find implausible, or maybe you won’t.  

It’s not about me, or only in so far as it deals with my need to get to grips with the truth 

and the lies about the events which took place thirteen years ago, in the winter of 2003 

when the Katla eruptions were at their peak.  I was eighteen then, confused and angry. 

At the time I tried to get to the bottom of what had happened but in the end I gave up 

and decided, contrary to my instincts, that none of this had anything to do with me.  I 

kept my curiosity at bay and got on with my life. 

Then on a dull and wet autumn evening last year, much like the one outside the windows 

this evening, I got a call which broke my pact with the world. 

Is that Davíð?  Davíð Elísabetarson? an elderly woman’s voice enquired. 

Yes, it is, I replied. 

Hello, my dear, this is María, Þorlákur’s mother. 

I didn’t catch on straightaway - her voice had altered; it sounded older and feebler than I 

remembered.  Besides, I hadn’t met her often as she lived in Akureyri and neither mum 

nor Þorlákur were keen on driving long distances.  The last time we met was at Þorlákur’s 

funeral, but we didn’t actually talk, I just hugged her and she patted me on the shoulder, 

her face stiff with suppressed grief. 

Hello there, I said. 

I’m just calling because I’m moving into sheltered accommodation. 

Yes, well that’s…  Are you pleased about that? I asked, embarrassed about the idea of 

growing old.  About death. 

You have to be, don’t you? she replied.  Well, my niece has been helping me pack up and 

I was rather wondering about Þorlákur’s things.  I can’t take them with me to the grave.  

But I can’t bear to throw them away and you were almost like a son to him… 

Yes, I replied. 

Shall I just send them on to you?  Are you still at Fornhagi 20? 

Yes, well, many thanks.  By the way, what sort of stuff is it? 

Mainly drawings, some of them are rather good.  It’s up to you what you do with it all.  

But it occurred to me you might just want to keep them. 

She’d guessed right.  I used to enjoy Þorlákur‘s stories.  I was also fond of him even I 

used to resent him for letting mum push him around.  He came on the scene when I was 

twelve and couldn’t do enough for me.  Except stand up to mum, which he didn’t dare 

do, any more than anyone else. 

I don’t really need to mention that Elísabet’s not my natural mother.  Mum adopted me in 
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Argentina and we traipsed from one country to the next before she decided to settle here 

in Iceland.  I was nine years old, had just touched down at Reykjavik international airport 

when I first heard Icelandic spoken by anyone other than my mother.  It was certainly a 

shock, but you could say my childhood was a series of shocks. 

I’m not very tall and I’m dark enough for people to remark that I’m not “a true Icelander” 

as I’ve been told often enough over the years.  Still, it’s never been a big deal for me.  

Teasing has never bothered me and I’ve never been eager to win popularity.  After we 

moved here, I concentrated on making up for the time I’d missed at school and to a great 

extent my life revolved around trying to get a decent night’s sleep – which wasn’t always 

easy.  In Elísabet’s world the partying never really stopped. 

Fortunately, my wife, Védís, likes peace and quiet.  She works in a bank and in her spare 

time she likes knitting, reading and listening to music.  Our two daughters, Ingibjörg and 

Sólveig, have inherited their mother’s quiet temperament, or maybe they are just well-

balanced because we’ve taken good care of them. 

As a social worker I can make use of my experience.  I go into homes where there are 

problems and  try to act as mediator, offer the family members a framework for how to 

relate to one another and to care for their children.  On top of that I have a part-time job 

in a centre for youngsters who’ve had a difficult upbringing and have problems at school.  

So my working day is fairly long.  I am indeed “a true Icelander” in so far as I find it 

normal to do little other than work. 

About a week after the phone call from Akureyri I received a parcel in the post.  It was a 

large banana box, with the Chicquita label stamped front and back, and was carefully tied 

up with fine string.  I left it lying in the car boot for a few days.  It wasn’t until Sunday 

morning when we’d finished drinking coffee and reading the papers that I thought about 

it again.  The girls were playing in their room, Védís was curled up on the sofa with a 

book and I had nothing particular to do. 

I tidied up in the kitchen and wiped down the table before I heaved the box onto it and 

began to empty the contents: drawings, newspaper cuttings, photos of me and mum, 

Katla erupting and the devastating grey ash covering the east of the country, outlines for 

cartoon stories and loose sheets of paper with Þorlákur‘s dense writing. 

I thumbed through his things for some time before I remembered my papers and 

documents which I’d brought to Fornhagi but hardly looked at since.  They were 

probably in a similar sort of box in the garage.  I spent over an hour searching for them 

amongst all the clutter only to discover they weren’t in a box but in plastic bags scattered 

around the garage. 

I took the bags into the kitchen and began sorting them out in order to feel I’d got a grip 

on it all.  Jón’s notebooks were there, blue exercise books – five in all; along with Indi’s 

diary where she’d jotted down her cleaning jobs in ink.  This last find was the most 

intriguing of the whole collection, because Indi had written in pencil in the spaces 
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between the cleaning jobs, page after page of personal accounts which I first thought were 

her childhood memories.  But I hadn’t read very far when I realised this had nothing to 

do with growing up in the Icelandic countryside but touched on a totally different reality – 

and a much more alien one.  When I first found the book (in the glove compartment of 

Indi’s car on the evening she died) I couldn’t stop reading it.  There is something rather 

disturbing and at the same time entrancing about these accounts, which are not quite 

fantasy or fiction, nor are they connected to Indi’s youth, although it might look that way 

at first glance. 

The bags also revealed pictures which mum had given me in her day: of herself, of 

Þorlákur, Jón and Indi.  And newspaper cuttings about the eruption of Katla which lasted 

for twenty five months, from the end of November 2001 to the beginning of 2004, and 

left its mark on everything back then.  Now I find it amazing how quickly we got used to 

the ash.  Some days you were wiping grit from the corners of your eyes, coughing it off 

your chest and crunching it between your teeth.  The haze shrouded the sky but society 

continued to revolve around politics and the economy with a good dose of personal 

triumph and tragedy thrown in.  People died and babies were born. 

Sólveig, my younger daughter, wandered into the kitchen and looked wide-eyed at the pile 

of yellowing papers on the kitchen table.  What are you doing, Dad? she asked, pushing 

her dark fringe to one side with little restless fingers.  Dark-haired and brown-eyed like 

me, but her skin is fairer. 

I’m looking back on things that happened in the old days, before you were born, I replied 

and scooped her onto my lap.  I showed her some of Þorlákur’s harmless drawings and 

again I felt that same surprise I had after I became a dad, at how Elísabet could neglect 

me in the way that she did. 

Here are Adam and Eve, I said. 

They’re naked! squealed Sólveig pointing at Adam’s willy. 

Here’s King Bluebeard, you must be careful of guys like him when you are older and this 

is Elísabet, your granny, I said and passed her a picture of Elísabet and Indi holding wine 

glasses and laughing at the camera. 

Is she dead? she asked. 

No, darling, I replied. 

Is this granny? she asked, pointing at Indi. 

No, but she’s called Ingibjörg, like your sister. 

Is Ingibjörg called after her, like I’m called after granny Sólveig? 

Yes, darling, I replied quite truthfully.  I named my firstborn after a woman I hardly knew.  

I thought it was the least I could do since mum was the indirect cause of her death. 

Of course I didn’t know exactly the course of events which lead to Indi’s death but it 

formed a dividing line in mum’s life.  Shortly after Indi died, mum and Þorlákur split up 

and a few years later he died of a heart complaint. 
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