
What follows is an advertising notice 

 

"Are you getting tired of your other half's behaviour? Do you feel like you can't go on any longer? Do 

you seek a possibility of how to help your counterpart understand, what is expected of him? If your 

answer is YES, we have a solution for you. Acquire the ADJUST - a device for the all-sensorial 

projection of the RIGHT attitude.  

ADJUST, that's a set of electronically controlled nanobots, which can be surgically implanted into 

your neural system, where it individually binds with the sensory neurons, and through them, projects 

the ideal image of your partner.  

Don't forget, ADJUST is based on mutual agreement, and it is foremost VOLUNTARY. Have a think 

about it, this very day; can this be of help to your own relationship? Visit us at one of our specialised 

clinics! To each of the partners, we will install his private individual ADJUST, yet together, they will 

always work in pair. Just imagine the absolute SYMBIOSIS, the perfect HARMONY. 

Let's put an end to, "Honey, I wanted so little of you!" 

No more, "Darling, “I expected something considerably different of you." 

Simply TUNE it! 

This is ADJUST- your tuned temper. 

 

Five years later, an apartment of Erik and Helga.  

Housing estate, a rented apartment on the fifth floor of a high-rise building. On a late afternoon, 

when the sun slips beyond the horizon, and a heavy cloak of dim had descended on the country, a 

tall, broody man walks into the apartment. The first to enter the front door is his thinning light blond 

hair, then his leathery briefcase on a shoulder belt, finally, his large body clothed in a warm dark 

coloured autumn coat. It is Erik, a man of a robust figure, dropped shoulders, and a weary face. There 

is precious little of space in the entry corridor, yet the man does not step out of it when taking off his 

overcoat, though it would ease his effort. Under the topcoat, he is wearing an elegant suit; however, 

he does not seem to be widely enjoying this fact.   

He takes off his coat and his shoes and walks through the door opposite to him leading deeper into 

the apartment. He enters a spacious room. It is barely getting dark outside, yet the blinds are drawn 

all the way down. Somewhere in the middle of the room, there is a conference seating group, now, 

vanished under the layer of linen, containing various sizes and states of usage, surrounded by the 

wreckage of toys carelessly chucked around.  

Some more fatigue sneaks into Erik's face. Carefully, he starts to walk further across the left side of 

the chamber along the occupied settee and towards a dining table; on the way, he battles to avoid 

the scattered ruins of toys; he feels as if he was crossing a minefield - though unsuccessfully - forced 

to hiss in pains when building blocks, metal cars, and plastic soldiers bite into his feet. 

The backside of the room is opened into the kitchen; on the parting of both rooms, there is a dining 

table, not unlike the settee, fallen under the drift of toy debris, pieces of clothing and used crockery, 

all complemented by half-read magazines, encyclopedias, storybooks, balls of wool, crayons, pastels, 



marker pens, and heaps of paper, covered with trails of pencils and crayons. Erik, tired and dogged, 

silently wades through. It resembles struggling through a swamp.  

A slim young woman wearing a slightly worn out sportswear sits by the dining table. It is Helga. A 

closer look at her face reveals several things. First, she is wearing a thick layer of makeup and an 

expression that can be on the first sight categorised exclusively as distasteful; nevertheless, it fits her 

face somehow naturally. Second, it is hard to guess her age or state of mind. On her lap sits a toddler, 

Ola, her year-old son. Helga is reading one of the magazines, dispassionately, while eating an apple. 

The young boy is playing with his video cube, wordlessly. She feeds him with a piece of apple from 

time to time. 

At long last, Erik managed to fight through the toy cemetery.  

Erik: Hello, Helga. 

Helga (Without manifesting any interest): You're late today. 

Erik comes closer and bends down, he wants to kiss Helga on her lips. She is either oblivious of that 

or doesn't want to and sits perfectly still. Then she turns her cheek, which Erik kisses at the end. 

Erik: Hello, Ola. 

He kisses his son. Ola turns at him, smiles widely, and shows him something on the video cube. 

Erik: I'm completely wasted, do we have anything to eat? 

Helga (Absently): To eat? No. 

Erik (Annoyed): That's just great! And is it really so hard to tidy up this place?! That's unbelievable.  

Helga: Erik, but I'm here all alone with Ola! The whole day on my feet and you have absolutely no 

idea what a mother has to do all day! 

Erik: I'm not calling you an ill mother, I'm merely asking whether you could tidy the apartment from 

time to time. 

Helga: And when would you suggest I do that? You tell me! Ola can't stand still not even a minute, 

and one has to run around and keep an eye on him all the time. So please, tell me when! 

Erik: You know, what's strange? Every time I see him, he seems perfectly calm to me.  

Helga: That's brilliant! Did it not cross your mind that he might simply be finally tired, after the whole 

day? 

Erik: No, it did not occur to me.   

Helga: Is it my fault you spend the whole day at work and come back late to an untidy home with a 

calm child and a worn-out mother? You can't really asses Ola or myself like that! 

Erik: But that's not the point! I do not disagree with you I'm only trying to explain to you that tiding 

(he pauses), you know what, give me a second. 

He starts twisting the pins on a little screen fixed around his wrist, which looks like a wristwatch.  

Erik: Load it! 

Helga: Oh, for God's sake! 



Erik: Load it, I'm telling you! 

Helga starts tuning her wrist screen. Her eyes get glassy, then they are clear again. Helga, concentrated, 

starts watching the following scene. 

Erik: Is it really so hard to tide up the place? 

Helga: Oh, darling, do you think it's that messy in here? 

Erik: Yes, I would say so. 

Helga: Well, you're probably right. You know, that's because of me being here all day and not paying 

any more attention to it, that's why. Does that put you in a bad mood? 

Erik: That's not what I wanted to say, it's just when you come back home after a long shitty day at 

work, and the first thing you come across is this shambles, you don’t rejoice, I can tell you that. 

Helga: I'm so sorry honey, I'll get everything sorted at once. 

Erik: Well, that would make me really happy. 

Helga: And I promise you that from now on, I will try to do some cleaning every day before you come 

from work. 

Erik: That would make me even happier. 

Helga: Tell me you're not angry at me anymore. 

Erik (Smiling): Well, alright. 

The picture gets blurred and then focused again. Nothing else. Helga sits, as she was, by the dining 

table. Erik, as he was, stands in front of her with a briefcase in his hand.  

Helga: Well, I should go and do some tidying then.  

Erik: Good idea. 

Helga: Come on, take Ola. 

Erik: No way, I can't just now. 

Helga: And why the hell not? 

Erik: I just can't, I've got work to do. 

Helga: And how am I supposed to do any cleaning when I am taking care of Ola at the same time, 

huh? 

Erik: Christ, can't he just be on his own for a while? He will be crawling on the floor playing, that's 

what he'll do anyway. 

Helga: Very well, go do what you must, I'll stay here with him, and later, when you're finished I will 

do the cleaning. 

Erik: That's nonsense! I have no idea how long will it take, honestly, I thought I might work for an 

hour maybe two. 

Helga: Two hours? 



Erik: I have a report to finish for my boss, which he strictly needs today and then, there is Ola's room, 

the boy is growing like a weed, and I'm way behind schedule. I was thinking, I might do the floor 

today. 

Helga: You are always trying to find something to do around here so you wouldn't have to be with 

Ola, you’ve got me for that. 

Erik: That's entirely not the truth, I'm doing it all for you, both of you! 

Helga: I know what the truth is! And you know what? I would also like to do some work. Just today, I 

was thinking, you might keep an eye on Ola, so I could have a moment for myself.  

Erik: Some work? (Mockingly) You mean knitting, that jumper you're making for Kara? You call that 

work? Don't be ridiculous. 

Helga stoically transfers her attention on tuning her wrist screen. Eric's vision blurs and clears again. 

Helga: Come on, take Ola, I go and clean this place up. 

Erik: Of course darling, come on here, young man. 

Erik throws his briefcase in one of the corners and sits down on a sofa covered with stuffed animals. 

Helge: If it wasn't much trouble for you, could you keep him busy all until bedtime? 

Erik: Sure love, why? You need anything? 

Helga: Oh, nothing special, I just felt like I might do some knitting after I sort this place out. 

Erik: Is that the jumper you want to finish? 

Helga: Yeah! It crossed my mind. 

Erik: Oh, go on then, Ola and I, we will find some way to keep ourselves busy, won't we, you little 

creature? 

Helga: Thanks, love. 

Erik: That's nothing, and by the way, I'm sure the jumper will be absolutely fabulous! 

Helga: Oh, really? So you think she will like it? 

Erik (Sweet voice): She will love it. 

The picture changes noticeably. Erik angrily starts tuning his wrist screen.  

Helga: What the hell do you think you're doing? 

Erik: My turn! Now I'm going to show you how I wanted it to go! 

Helga: Oh, stop being a child, you know you can't do that! 

Erik: Hah! And why the hell not? 

Helga: You forgot? It's one of the basic rules of using ADJUST, we both can't tune an identical 

situation, it would lose its purpose, you know what I mean? 

Erik: Oh, that. I forgot. 



Erik takes Ola in his arms and sits on a sofa covered with stuffed animals. Helga starts tidying, and 

after a while, she sits by the dining table with a basket full with balls of wool nearby. She begins to 

knit a jumper, silently. In the meantime, Ola falls asleep. They both carry him into the bedroom, 

where he has a crib next to his parent's bed. They lay him into the crib and set a sleep mode on, then 

they go back to the living room. Helga brings some butter and pickled gherkins from the fridge, she 

cuts several slices of bread. They spread the butter on the bread and eat it together with the 

gherkins. When they finish, Helga clears the table. Erik stays seated and watches her struggling with 

the washing.   

Erik: Leave the dishes and come to me. 

Helge: What do you mean by that, the dishes will not wash by themselves? Now you want to 

discourage me from cleaning, although you were tuning me a lesson on that subject just moment 

ago! 

Erik rises up and saunters towards Helga; as she stands by the sink, he takes her into his arms and 

presses his body against hers.  

Helga: Beat it for god’s sake! 

Erik: Oh, come on. You can't be angry at me anymore, not now when I have such loving intentions. 

Helga: I'm telling you to beat it! 

Erik: So you are angry at me? 

Helga: I'm not! It's not about being angry, I want you to stop it that's all. 

Erik: Come on, don't be like that. 

Helga: I'm not like anything. I want you to stop it, we'll wake up Ola! 

Erik: Don't be such a bore. Ola is in the bedroom, he has the sleep mode on; we wouldn't wake him 

up even if we were doing it right next to him anyway, although you don't want to have sex in the 

bedroom anymore. 

Helga: Erik, I don't want that! 

Erik: He can't hear us here, we're in the kitchen! 

Helga: I don't want to have sex with you at all, you understand, not in the bedroom, not here! 

She breaks away from him and wants to leave the kitchen.  

Erik: So you don't want to, is that it? Well, that's just fucking splendid. 

He turns his attention on turning his device. Helga starts watching a new picture. 

Erik: Just leave the dishes and come to me. 

Helga (In embarrassment): Oh stop it, what if Ola hears us? 

Erik: He won't, he is in the bedroom, the sleep mode is on; it will be fine. 

Helga: Well, he is in the bedroom, and there is such a mess on the sofa - 

Erik: I want to do it right here. 



Helga: Here? In the kitchen? 

Erik: Yeah, you don't want to? 

Helga (Playfully): Of course I do, if that’s what you want? 

Erik (Affectionately): I do, I want that very much. 

Helga turns her back against him and leans her forehead on a cupboard with lunch service.  

Helga: Come on then. Come to me! (Roughly) I want you to bend me over the cabinet and fuck me 

from behind. Come on, don't undress me, just roll down my panties and stick him right in! 

The picture gets vague and transparent again.  

Helga: Well if that's what you want, then be it your way. 

Erik struggles with his trousers, trying to take a wide stance and bend Helga into a position in which 

he could be able to penetrate her successfully.  

Helga: Please, don't moan. 

Erik (In tightened voice): Shut up and don't worry.  

Then it's over. Helga leaves the kitchen to take a shower. Erik takes a beer out of the fridge and walks 

into his study. He barely starts writing his report when Helga enters the room. 

Helga: Got a moment? 

Erik looks up at her from the papers.  

Erik: What is it? 

Helga: I just wanted to tell you that my parents are coming this weekend. 

Erik: Not again? Why goddammit? 

Helga: What do you mean, why? They're my parents, I still can invite my own parents for a visit, can I 

not? 

Erik: Of course you can. I just wanted to know, why are they coming again so soon? After all, they 

were here last weekend. 

Helga: Well, does it matter, when were they here last? 

Erik: It kinda does. Otherwise, I wouldn't be having this conversation with you. 

Helga: So you have a problem with that. 

Erik: And if I do? 

Helga: Amazing, and what kind of problem would that be? 

Erik: Look, I only think that your parents don't have to visit us so frequently, that's all. To be honest 

with you, I would be happy if they weren't.  

Helga: That's getting better and better, could you be more specific about that? 



Erik: Let's say they can be pretty exhausting, and one desperately needs a break when one spends 

the whole weekend with them. I honestly don't have the constitution to spend every goddamn 

weekend with them!   

Helga: Why don’t you simply say you don't like them? 

Erik: It's not that I don't like them! I approve your dad, sort of, although he only comes here to drink 

my expensive whisky and sleep the rest of the day. Your mum, well, let's say she sucks the entire 

oxygen from here, flying around and twittering; the two of you giggling together idiotically, chittering 

and backbiting everybody from the neighbourhood. She's constantly criticising something and 

incessantly asking me weird kinds of questions I don't know the answers to. It's just tiring! You know 

what?! Let's do it like this, you tell them to come, and I'll take the weekend off and go somewhere, 

rent a cabin or anything, what do you say? Sounds like a compromise, doesn't it? 

Helga: It definitely does not! You won't go anywhere, they are my parents and Ola's grandparents, so 

they are in fact your parents too since you married me. You will be here, and you will behave, and 

that's the end of it! 

Erik: There is no reasonable way to talk to your parents. I'm telling you. 

Helga: That is but your problem. 

Erik: And what if I won't play along? 

Helga starts tuning her ADJUST device without any hesitation. Erik keeps staring into the void. He 

barely looks at his apparatus.  

Helga: Go on, play it! 

Erik: Fuck it! I won't! 

Helga: What do you..? You have to! 

Erik: No, darling, I don't have to, and you know that perfectly well, there is no mention about that in 

the rules. 

Helga: As you wish, but you know what you're risking! I will play you something hideous! 

Erik: Do you really think it can be more horrid than watching myself nodding to that parent's visit and 

on top of that confessing how I'm looking forward to it? I don't think so. 

Helga: So you're not going to play it?  

Erik: I already told you no. 

Helga: Last chance or I'll go gruesome! 

Erik: If it's worth to you to push through the weekend with your parents, then go for it. 

Helga: As you wish, you should have just played it and not be so cocky. 

Helga presses a couple of buttons on her device, Erik's apparatus blinks several times and nothing 

else. The picture stays the same. 

Erik: So what have you got on the store this time? 

Helga: You'll see you pathetic man. 



Erik: Pathetic man? Now I can see that you've loaded the live munition. 

Helga: It's definitely more live than you are you little shit. 

Erik: Little shit? I really don't think that's appropriate. 

Helga: Isn't it? And how would you call yourself, after you spat on my parents in front of me, yet 

when they are here, you run around like a loyal little dog? You would never be able to tell them 

anything into the eyes. 

Erik: Well, what would you want me to do? Insult your mother and father? 

Helga: They're certainly not pulling their punches when they're talking to you! So instead of crying to 

me about "How could they tell you this and that," you might find some balls to come on strong and 

say what you really feel about them! Now stop complaining, chicken shit! 

Erik: Is it necessary to use all those words?  

Helga: What? Like you're a pussy? 

Erik: And others, I don't think that continuing in this charade can be anyhow contributing to our 

relationship, and so I would suggest we quit this nonsense. 

Helga: And what if I don't? What will you do, huh? You hit me? 

Erik: What you're babbling about, you know I would never hit you. 

Helga: Of course you wouldn't, not because you don't want to, but because you couldn't, you little 

pussy!  

Erik: Helga, I think that is enough. 

Helga: Maybe it would help if I turned around, huh? Maybe you could hit me then. Perhaps it's just 

because you're scared when people are looking at you and when they do, you think you might not 

stand a chance! No wonder, seeing you, everybody could floor you like a little boy. It's all about the 

advantage, you see! Do you want me to turn around, honey, so you have a chance? 

Erik: Okay, Helga, you made your point, now stop it, will you? 

Helga: Oh, come on, isn't that what you want? What you like? Do you want me to turn around? You 

see, when you're at it, you can shove your dick in. That's two birds with one stone, literally! Now, 

what do you say, You can beat me down and fuck me at the same time, you know you like it better 

from behind, don't you; at least you don't have to face me. If you were to fuck me and look me in the 

eye, you wouldn't even put him up, because you would be worried I will knock you down, you 

coward! 

Erik (In growing desperation): Helga, please, stop it! 

Helga: From behind, darling, isn't that how you enjoy it? Where did you find out about that anyway? 

You never had wanted to fuck like that before? I know where it comes from. All that porn you 

secretly watch at your study every night when you pretend to be working. And in fact, you're 

wanking off, aren't you? You make me sick, you perv.  

Erik: Helga, I beg you! Stop it! 

Helga: But darling, it is set for another two hours.  



 

Two days later. Erik and Helga are invited to dine with their friends, Tomas and Kara. Their modern 

loft is located in the heart of the city, the whole front wing opened to the street is glassed; flashes and 

echoes of Friday night seep in. The minimalistic design of the apartment is in noticeable contrast with 

its proportion; in height, each of the rooms could contain two floors, in width is the flat separated 

merely into three rooms. The four players of our little drama are seated by the table in the dayroom, 

a vast chamber, which contains an open kitchen on the left, and a living room with a lounge suite, 

glassed fireplace, and walled television with the measurements of the dining table, on the right. To 

get into the other quarters, whose purpose we can anticipate to be a bedroom and a bathroom, there 

are individual doors on each side of the blazing fireplace.  

The premises gives the most sterile impression - everything is polished, unnaturally, even though 

there is a visit on the schedule of today. Neither books, magazines, newspapers, nor a piece of 

arbitrary clothing, used crockery, lay in the visual field, making it difficult to deduce anything about 

the character of the tenants. There is no embellishment, decoration, no paintings or sculptures 

anything that could be of accessory nature. A mistrustful observer might conclude that the hosts only 

popped in to stay overnight. On the borderline of kitchen and day room, on an elevated podium 

covered with black stone floor tilling, there is a dining table. Four figures sit around the table, four 

friends - Erik, Helga, Tomas, and Kara. 

Kara is a tall, dark brunette with eyes as anthracite. Her figure, perhaps too slender, looks on the first 

sight unbelievably fragile, yet only until she talks or makes a move. From each of her word and 

gesture, erupts a stream of vigour and confidence. She smiles a lot, and it suits her, even though it 

carved quite a few wrinkles around her eyes and mouth. It might be said, she is sexy, titillating, yet, at 

the same time she emanates manly respect.  

Tomas, on the other hand, is a considerably fine-grained man of soft and smooth features. He looks 

much younger than Erik, although they are the same age. Perhaps, his hair plays a part in that, firm, 

light-brown, shortly cropped, which in contrast to Erik's hair continues to stay where it belongs. 

Tomas wears a three-day beard, his hands and nails are cultivated, and he is lean and arches his back 

when sitting. He speaks sporadically and often uses only short sentences. He mostly gives the 

impression of not having the slightest interest in the present conversation and observes his manicured 

fingers lengthily instead.  

 

Kara: And so I told him to get stuffed! 

Helga: Seriously? 

Kara: You bet! 

Helga: And they fired you. 

Kara: What? Of course, they didn't. 

Helga: Well, how could they not? You tell your boss to get stuffed and he thanks you afterwards, or 

what? If it were me, I'm out of the door that very minute. 

Kara (Laughing): Don't be ridiculous. The poor fellow got to admit the truth - and I'm not mentioning 

the fact that it later really turned out to be the truth. Poor little thing, I say to you, all he needs are 



just two simple things - second opinion and a good dressing down. Perhaps he is being neglected in 

this particular area at home.  

Helga (Shocked): Kara, how can you speak like that? 

Kara: Very smoothly, watch me. (She gifts everyone around the table with a disarming smile) It is 

painfully simple - all the man needs is to have a proper wife. When they don't have one or let's say, 

their misses overlook them, they go all miserable and gain the impression that they can do what they 

want, and so they do, at work, at home, everywhere. But in fact, the thing men secretly miss is a 

second opinion, and from time to time raising your voice. Do you really think that only man can give 

a good dressing down? Incorrect, the comb and the top cock post, that's something you have to earn. 

You're not up to it? Chop chop, hide that comb, and back to the cage little chicken.  And that is 

something you must do regularly. For example, back at my job, it's a routine. I call it, weekly 

meetings. (She bursts into laughter) 

The others join her bashfully.  

Helga: I just admire you. 

Kara: Babe, leave that admiration and learn something. 

Erik (Sarcastically): That's just fantastic! 

Helga: Don't be a jerk. You might have taken something of it too, then you needn't wring your hands 

at home and tell your boss instead that you should get a raise years ago.  

Erik remains silent as everybody else.  

Helga: What about you, Tomas? You take it so stoically. You must hear such stories every day, is that 

so? 

Erik (Through the corner of his mouth): Most probably he experiences them too. Given the fact, he 

lives with her.  

Helga (Continues): So what, what do you say? 

Tomas (Inexcitedly): Job stories are indeed a common topic. But you all know Kara, the way she 

handles things. I'm not much surprised by that anymore, and so is her boss I would say. Maybe that's 

why they work fine together.  

Kara: Damn right.  I shaped him as I deemed useful. That's it, lady and gentlemen, a universal cure. 

You should listen to me, that's experience talking here. 

Helga: And how do you cope with that Tomas, to have such a strong woman by your side. Has it not 

gotten into you? 

Erik: Very simple, primarily not to overlook him, and a second opinion, dressing down, hide the 

comb, you know the rest. One can get used to it pretty quickly.  

Tomas: I must disappoint you, my friend. I don't recall a single moment Kara had to try anything like 

that at home. I'm not sure how to put it, but let's say that Kara One goes to work and Kara Two stays 

at home with me. The two of them never meet, if you know what I'm saying.  

Kara: To be honest, there is no need to exercise such skills on Tomas, I don't even think I've ever had 

to. He is such a sweetheart, aren't you, sweetheart? 



Tomas: Yes, I guess I am.  

Helga: Again, something you might learn, darling. Look, that's what I call loyalty to a woman. Nothing 

like your endless complaining.  

Erik: Could you stop doing that? Or at least leave that until we’re back home? 

Helga: Why should I? They are our friends, and we are having a conversation together. Kara and 

Tomas can talk about their relationship, but we can't talk about ours? Or are you scared again of 

speaking frankly?  

Erik: Christ, stop with this nonsense, would you?! 

Helga: First, it's my parents, now this, and I wasn't even pressing the money raise business.  

Kara: What's with parents? 

Helga: Oh dear, they're supposed to come this weekend, and Erik has a big problem with that. When 

I tried to speak to him about that, he simply failed to explain to me where the trouble lies.  

Erik: But that's absolutely not true. 

Helga: And then I told him if he’s got an issue with my parents to have it out with them, but he said 

to me that's entirely out of the question. Isn't that cowardly? 

Erik: For fuck sake, stop it, Helga! 

Helga: You don’t think so? Then go on, tell us you're not a coward. 

Erik, reconciled, starts to tune his wrist screen. Kara and Tomas sit, indifferently watching the scene. 

Helga’s vision gets blurred. 

Erik: I just don't believe it! What I think is that you shout at him all the time and everything he can do 

about it is to sit here like dumbass, playing a loyal dog. Poor fellow, she’s shaped him alright, the 

same way she did with her boss. 

Helga: I think so, too, darling. We both know Kara, she has always been like that. It would only 

surprise me if she were different at home. 

Erik: No great example follows from that one.  

Helga: Of course not, I value your opinion, darling. I would never wish for you sitting at home looking 

like a dead fish, waiting for me to tell you what to do.  

Erik: I'm glad to hear that, for a minute there I thought that you will start again about your parents or 

my work -  

Helga: Oh nonsense, we talked about the parents, no need to go through it again, let alone that 

we're with friends now. And the job, darling, I know you do what you can, and I believe that sooner 

or later, they will have to promote you, after all, you've been there the longest from the entire office. 

I know I sometimes push hard, but now I realise everything seems much easier when one only 

observes it from the outside. 

Erik: I really value what you just said. 

Helga: That makes me happy. 



The picture goes back to the present. Erik is rubbing his hands together. Kara and Tomas exchange a 

knowing glance.  

Erik (Cheered up): Now, tell me, do you really think these things are helping us? 

Kara: What things? 

Erik: Well, the tuning machines for christ sakes, the ones we let them put inside us. 

Kara: You mean ADJUST? 

Erik: Of course I mean the fucking ADJUST! 

Kara: Jesus, what made you think about that? 

Tomas: That's actually quite interesting; I assume that I have never really thought about it.  

Erik: The thing is, I've been thinking about it for quite some time. Do you want to hear what I've 

realised? 

Helga: I’d say you'll tell us even if we wouldn't. 

Kara: Go on, Erik, I'm interested. 

Erik: I think what it does is, that it changes who we are. It distorts our behaviour, and we can no 

longer be what we would like to be.  

Helga: What you're describing that's adulthood, you surely can't blame ADJUST for that. 

Kara: Incorrect, what Erik is describing, is a relationship. You can't deny that in any kind of human 

relations, one ceases to be one hundred per cent oneself. It is merely impossible, space is needed to 

be given to the other person, as is required to change oneself, distort - as you put it - a part of our 

behaviour so it's not in the way of the other half. One cannot be one hundred per cent oneself unless 

one wants to be one hundred per cent alone.  

Helga: That sounds horrible. 

Kara: Yet that's how it is. 

Tomas: It may be a bit oversimplified, but in its essence, it is true.  

Erik: Jesus Christ, I'm talking about that device! In a relationship, we had always been doing what we 

wanted, and the other one either accepted it, or there was a quarrel, and you had to make peace and 

find your way back, and then it went back to doing what everybody wanted. 

Helga: Maybe that's why it all ended up like this. 

Erik: You're not listening. What I'm saying is that it used to be more about us. Now it's all strange, it 

feels as if we have been living somebody else's lives.  

Helga: That's bullshit.  

Kara: I see what you're saying, Erik. You think that ADJUST is doing more harm than good.  

Erik: More or less, yes. 

Helga: Than why are you using it? 

Erik: How could I not use it, when it's in my brain?! 



Kara: Well, nobody forces you to use it, or not? 

Erik: That is easy to say. If I would want to be incessantly ridiculed and re-played as a dull variation of 

a perfect husband, then maybe.  But I have to defend myself, to express myself. How can I push 

through what I want if I won't be using ADJUST? 

Kara: Hmm, that is an interesting question. 

Helga: I don't find it that interesting. How do you do it, Kara, or do you agree that using ADJUST is 

worthless? 

Kara: Well, honestly, we don't use ADJUST. 

Helga: You what?  

Erik: How the fuck's that possible? 

Kara: The fuck I don't know. Yes, we have got it implanted and functional, but I can't remember the 

last time we had to...darling, do you remember? 

Tomas: I would have to think about it a little. (Laughing) That's weird. I have no clue! 

Erik: Let's say that you're not using it, then you're able to enforce something without ADJUST? Just 

like the old days? 

Kara: Well, the thing is Erik, I don't believe that we've ever felt the need to, as you so marvellously 

call it - enforce - anything. We've just been doing things together, in mutual agreement, without 

pushing anything through.  

Helga: That sounds amazing! But the thing, that you guys are not using ADJUST, that's really 

something.  

Erik: Then why have it in the first place? 

Tomas: Who doesn't, these days? 

Kara: Touché. 

Erik: I just don't get it. You claim that you don't need ADJUST anymore, but why do we still need it? 

What are we doing wrong? I mean, what should we do to stop needing it? I really want to stop using 

it, it is horrible, but at the same time, I have to use it. Otherwise, I would sentence myself to infinitely 

watching her transforming me and agreeing to not lay a finger about it, I just can't! 

Helga: Erik, stop this, you're starting to be really irritating.  

Erik: I'm just saying that I would do anything to go back to where we were before we started needing 

this thing. Back to the time when we were real, the way we wanted to be. Imperfect, yes, but real. 

Not this lie! 

Helga turns her attention toward her wrist device, Erik's vision starts to transform. 

Helga: So what do you think about them not needing the ADJUST? 

Erik: Well, it's definitely interesting, but I can't really imagine it. 

Helga: What do you mean? 



Erik: You know, it sounds marvellous the way they talk about doing things together and the mutual 

agreement, don't get me wrong, it's fantastic. I just can't imagine myself living without ADJUST. 

Helga: Do you think we really need ADJUST that much? 

Erik: My opinion is that we've not yet come to the stage of not needing ADJUST anymore. For it to 

become superfluous as it seems to be for Tomas and Kara. After all, we both do have a specific idea 

about one another. Consequently, we would like the other person to fulfil this idea to a certain point. 

If ADJUST can help us to accomplish this, teach us how to be more in mutual agreement, not just 

every man for himself, then I would say I'm glad we have it. 

Helga: That was very beautifully said. So you don't mind that Kara and Tomas don't need it anymore 

and we still do? 

Erik: When it's helping us to be happier? Of course, I don't, after all, it's our goddamn relationship, 

isn't it!? 

Helga: Now, you're making me very happy. 

Erik: Always, my love. 

 

Half an hour later, Tomas and Erik are leaving the two women in the apartment, and they're off for a 

beer. They don't walk very far, after about five minutes walk, they arrive at a two-storey building 

bearing a name of the Town’s Brewery. Both men appear to be reasonably familiar with the 

establishment. It is hopelessly full inside, it's Friday night. Nearly impossibly packed. They manage to 

seize a petit table for two in one of the many rooms. The surrounding is considerably loud, yet the two 

men don't appear to be disconcerted by that fact. They can talk in peace.  

Erik: It really beats me? 

Tomas: What's that? 

Erik: The thing with ADJUST, how is it that you don't need it?! 

Tomas: We just don't. We're not using it if you like. 

Erik: Then explain to me why to have it implanted in the first place? 

Tomas: I don't know Erik. Kara came with the idea, back in the days when it started to be a thing. You 

know that everybody went for it, so did we. 

Erik: So it was Kara's idea? 

Tomas: Most likely. Listen, I don't really mind if I have it or not. I did not care much then to have it 

implanted, and I don't care much now, and as I was saying, I don't remember the last time I used that 

bloody thing, so what's the big deal? 

Erik: So, what else is Kara's idea, because it seems to me that a great many things. 

Tomas: That is possible. 

Erik: And that's it? I hoped you might have something more to say about that. 

Tomas: What would you like me to say? Are most of the things in my life Kara's ideas? Yes, so what? 

You know her, I do too, we all know how she is. It suits her, and believe it or not, it suits me also. 



Erik: And does it really? 

Tomas: Trust me that a lot of pleasant things are consequent upon the fact that I consent with this, 

so yeah, it suits me right. 

Erik: What do you mean? You keep your mouth shut and you gain something out of that? 

Tomas: Try to view this logically, not emotionally Erik, I won't stay in Kara’s way, it has always been 

like that. From the very first day I met her, I've known the way she is. I've learnt that if I tried to push 

through things my way, it would end up badly for me. Look, I like Kara, and I'm doing better with her 

than without, so I really would not want to change this for some wild household.  

Erik: You mean like mine? 

Tomas: I did not say that, did I? 

Erik: And you don't mind, doing everything her way, not being yourself? 

Tomas: It may sound utterly ridiculous - and think of it what you wish - I couldn't care less. It does not 

matter to me, it never has. Being yourself, that's bollocks. When I'm on my own, I am myself, when 

I'm with Kara, I spare my thoughts for myself, and when she asks something of me "Yes, darling, of 

course, dear, you look splendid my love, and I'll gladly go to dinner with your parents. 

Erik: You can't be serious.  

Tomas: Watch me. The sooner I give her what she wants, the sooner she gets bored and leaves me 

alone. 

Erik: You have to be more specific on that one. 

Tomas: Do you genuinely believe that if we would be perfect as our wives wished us to be, that they 

would want to spend with us every single minute of every single day? 

Erik: I don't know. 

Tomas: Of course not, they all grow tired of that. Sooner or later, perfection starts to be boring. And 

so it is with Kara, the minute she finds out that at home, everything is according to her ideas, she 

pops off, to see her friend, family or whatever, and you know what? I don't care. And do you want to 

know why I don't care? Because it means that I can do what I want. And so I do. 

Erik (Totally perplexed): Like what? What do you do? 

Tomas: I don't know, screwing, I guess. 

Erik: What?! And what about Kara? 

Tomas: We haven't been sleeping together for years. You know, we have stopped expecting anything 

from each other in this department, and it suits us, I must say. 

Erik: So you're screwing some other woman. 

Tomas: Several, to be exact. You can't imagine how many sexually unsatisfied women are there. And 

you know what the funny part is? Frankly, it is because of ADJUST - you just don't feel like doing it 

any longer, not after all the things you've done to each other. What do you know, maybe even Helga 

is seeing somebody like that. 

Erik: Go fuck yourself! 



Tomas: I'm sorry, I only meant it as a joke. 

Erik: Oh yeah, would you think it would be funny if Kara started fucking with some other guy? 

Tomas: Don't be foolish, of course, she is fucking somebody, I'm not so naive to think it is only me 

who has found another person for sex.  

Erik: And that's not affecting you like at all? 

Tomas: I love Kara, have you been listening to what I was saying? I told you I would never wish for 

anybody else. The fact that we don't sleep together can't change that. 

Erik: But, what you're saying, that's all a lie. 

Tomas: Maybe, but a very advantageous one.  

Erik: Tomas, this is something I can never accept. Let's say you love Kara and maybe you're willing to 

sacrifice yourself for that relationship, but I hate Helga. Step by step, day after day, with every other 

tuning it's getting to the point of intolerability. I can't bear this anymore, I think I will just leave her. 

Tomas: And that would be a cardinal mistake, brother. 

Erik: Why should it be? This isn't a way to live. 

Tomas: And how do you think you would live after leaving Helga? You find another one, and it all 

starts anew. 

Erik: You don't know that. 

Tomas: That is where you're wrong, my friend. Think about it. How long has it been since the 

beginning of ADJUST, five years? I would say that you and Helga have it implanted since about that 

era, as Kara and I; it was a trend back then, for partners in crisis. By contrast today, it is no longer a 

sheer fashion, it's a custom. Fifteen years old teenagers beg their parents to buy them the implant 

and live with it their whole adult life. You and Helga had a chance to live a natural relationship before 

ADJUST, you fucked it up, yet you had the opportunity. You loved her once, you can't deny that. 

Unfortunatelly, that sweet part is over, all you arrive at is trying to change each other to a better 

picture. Now, try to think about it, your new mistress, the one you may find as a substitute for Helga, 

she's got ADJUST for a couple of years already. She'll show you what she's capable of, without pulling 

any punches. No introductions, no romance, no getting hands and experimenting with each other, 

but straight to the point. Your new woman will show you the way she wants you to be, and she won't 

hesitate a minute. Tell me, do you think you'll sooner love her or hate her? 

Erik: I don't know.  

Tomas: Well, then think about it, go back home and thank me later. 

 

Morning the next day. The apartment of Erik and Helga. Bedroom. 

 

Helga: You know what, I completely forgot to tell you that I'm not going to make tonight's dinner 

with your folks. Kara and I are going to the new place in the centre, I promised her. They open the 

site tonight, drinks food and stuff. It totally slipped my mind. 



 

Erik: But, you promised me. They're really looking forward to seeing you, we haven't been there for 

so long. What am I going to tell? It will seem strange if I show up without you.  

Helga: Well, I promised Kara sooner. I have no idea how it will seem to them, but I just can't come, 

that's it. 

Erik (Reconciled): Okay, I'll explain to them that you have some work to do.  

Helga: Would you? That's sweet of you. 

Erik (Cheerful): How do you plan to get to downtown anyway? How about I drive you there? 

Helga: That would be great, I planned to call a taxi, but there is no need to trouble yourself. 

Erik: Don't be silly, there is no trouble at all.  

Helga: Alright, darling, and would you tell your parents that I am really sorry and also something like 

that there is no excuse for me the next time? 

Erik: I will don't worry, and I hope you and Kara will have a wonderful time tonight.  

Helga: I'm sure we will. Shit, there is one more thing I forgot, I would like to have lunch with mum 

tomorrow, she called me today all sentimental, apologising for ages about the last time they didn't 

make it and how she would like to see Ola, you know how she adores him. 

Erik: Sure darling, we will go to visit your mum tomorrow.  

Helga: What, you want to go too? 

Erik: Of course, why shouldn't I? It’s your parents. 

Helga: Well, it's not a set lunch, sweetheart, we planned it just between words, nothing serious.  

Erik: So you don't want me to come? 

Helge: I'm not saying that I don't want you to come, I just think that it might do you right if you could 

spend some time on your own. I know that you've been talking about finishing Ola's room for some 

time so if I would take him with me, you might finally have space for it. 

Erik: Darling, that's very kind of you. 

They kiss each other. 

Helga: Well, I'm terribly happy that it all ends up so lovely. 

… 


