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Prologue.

Had I known a month ago what I know now, this would never have happened.

I wouldn´t have been afraid to be alone, and I wouldn´t have jumped with fear every time the phone rang. More importantly, my mother would have been here.

I honestly didn’t expect things to go this wrong.


Chapter 1

Something tickled my nose. I tried to wipe it away with my eyes still closed.

Seconds later, I felt it again. I forced myself to wake up and looked into a pair of yellow eyes: my cat Mimse. She sat on my pillow looking at me impatiently. She was probably hungry.

Morning already? I looked around, still half asleep. At the other end of my room I could see a pale light seeping through my red striped curtains. That meant time to get up. The time on my alarm clock said 07.14.

I got out from under my nice warm duvet and moved my feet around the cold wooden floor, in search of my slippers. Mimse ran out of the door and down the stairs in a few elegant moves, eager to take on the new day. I followed her, slightly less elegant.

Downstairs in the kitchen, my mother was standing at the table with a nice variety of meat and sandwich spreads in front of her. She was clearly making lunch for my older brother, Alex - that spoiled brat! He was 18 and a mechanic apprentice, so you´d think he was old enough to feed himself. But our Mom was one of those efficient types who thought nothing of feeding an army, so sometimes I would let her make me lunch too. Quite often, actually.

“Good morning!” she said while spreading meat and tomato on the slices of bread.

“Morning,” I answered in my dull morning voice.

“Hey, someone´s grumpy!” Alex said teasingly.

He was standing by the open refrigerator door, pouring orange juice into his mug. I didn´t bother to answer him. I dropped onto the chair and filled my bowl with cereal.

I ate in silence. The radio played hits from the 80ies. Mom was humming along while she finished the lunch packs. Alex had disappeared into the bathroom to get ready for work, and I was quite satisfied with the lack of talk – I wasn´t a morning-person.

A loud barking came from my phone. Ina, my best friend, had sent me a text.

“Hey Beautiful! I sent you an email!” it said.

I finished my breakfast in a hurry, placed my bowl in the dishwasher to avoid one of Mom´s lectures, and ran up the stairs.

I had two new messages. One was from Ina, listing the books she wanted to borrow from me. The other message was from facebook, notifying me that Jannik had added me as a friend.

Yay! I hadn´t asked him first! He was a really cute guy from my parallel class, and I didn´t really know him that well. He was usually hanging with the cool crowd, and Ina and I didn´t belong there. We were more “neutral”, if you could call it that. We weren´t unpopular, but people didn´t exactly stand in line to become friends with us either. That was okay. We were doing just fine.

“Mia!” Mom called from downstairs. “It´s late – you need to get going!”

Oops! It was a quarter to eight! I grabbed a random sweater from the closet, threw on the same jeans I wore yesterday, and ran to the bathroom to brush my teeth. A quick look in the mirror convinced me that this was going to be a casual hair day. I tucked the mascara and lip gloss in my pocket. I would have to do my make up on the bus.

Moments later, I was running down the rainy suburban street. I reached the bus stop, just as the bus turned the corner. I had to jump backwards to avoid the rainy splatter, and my breath left tiny white clouds in the cold morning air.

Jannik was sitting in the middle of the bus, reading a book. It looked like the same boring history book I had been reading last night. I found an empty seat two rows behind him, where I could stare at him undisturbed. But just as the bus was about to leave, Mads and Emil from my own class came running, and with a lot of noise they jumped onto the seats in front of me and blocked the view. Typical! Now I had nothing better to do on the ten-minute drive than to put on my mascara.

Ina was rummaging through her bag as I entered the classroom. Her short blond hair was messy, as usual. She looked up with frustration written all over her face.

“I forgot my math sheet at home! Troels will kill me!” she said.

“And good morning to you too!” I replied with a smile.

Ina was a true drama queen, and although our math teacher was strict, he was hardly a killer! She sighed in resignation.

“I guess I´ll have to charm my way out of it again!” she said, and slumped onto the chair.

“Good luck!” I frowned. I seriously doubted her chances. Our teacher had known her long enough to see through her efforts.

At that moment, a group of girls entered the room. One of them, Malene, obviously just got herself a brand new laptop, and she carried it through the classroom as if it were a trophy.

“Wow, how cool!” another girl whined, as Malene flipped it open. I watched with ill-concealed envy, but my pride kept me from walking over and join the crowd.

My own laptop was an old wreck handed down from Alex two years ago, so it was ready for retirement. I had already found a perfect replacement on the net, but I had a tiny cash problem! So, I had tried to sell mine through flyers at the local supermarkets, but without any luck. This moment I decided to put an ad in the online newspaper “The Marketplace”, when I came home.

But here and now, I needed to focus on equations and geometry, as our teacher entered the classroom looking very determined.

Chapter 2
Mimse was leaning affectionately against my legs. I was sitting on my bed with my laptop in front of me, searching for “The Marketplace” homepage. It took me a little while, as I couldn´t type very fast with a sandwich in my hand. But I was starving, and I wouldn´t risk letting go of the food as Mimse probably would gobble it up before I could stop her. That cat was chronically hungry.
Fortunately, it was easy to create the ad. I already had photos of the laptop from the flyers, so I just had to ad information on the age, model and condition of the computer, and how to reach me.
A couple of minutes later my laptop was on sale at a pretty high price, but I needed a great deal of money to fulfil my dream. Anyway, I could always change the price if I needed to. So now, all I had to do was lean back and wait for all the buyers to call me!
I turned on the radio and fed Mimse the remains of my sandwich. “I can make you happy, you know you´ll never leave me – together forever – we´ll never be apart!” the radio blasted. That song reminded me so much of a holiday we were on when Dad was still alive. That braindead pop song was playing non-stop from the disco next door to our hotel.
Hearing it again sparked a flash of longing, and I went over to the bookshelf to look through some old photo albums. “Spain 1999” Mom had written in pink ink on the back of one of them. That would be the year that song was popular.
On the first page, there was a bunch of photos from the airport. The next page showed us all: Dad smiling with his arm around Mom, and his black hair combed back. Alex was standing next to him with a dripping ice cone in his hand. Mom looked young and carefree and with no grey in her blond hair, and I was just a little kid hanging on her arm. In the background, you could see the bright blue front of the hotel.
Several of the photos showed Dad, tanned and healthy, playing with Alex and me. It must have been the year before he got sick. I actually didn´t remember him very well, and yet the photos reminded me of something safe and good. We were a happy family, that was easy to see.
In a way, we still were. Alex wasn´t home much, obviously. He had his job and his friends. But he wasn´t a lousy big brother. Mom was busy working, but often she worked from home, so she was here most of the time. Me, I had Ina and school, and right now, I also had the dream of Jannik! I really didn´t think that much about Dad, although I sensed that Mom missed him a lot.
“Hello, I´m home!”
I could hear the door slam downstairs and Mom coming in.
“Mia! Can you come and help me?” she called out.
I put the photo album aside and went downstairs to the kitchen to help her unpack the shopping bags. She had bought a lot of greens and other healthy stuff, and just one single bottle of coke. How typical of her. Alex and I had to cook family dinner once a week, and when it was his turn, he didn´t use many vegetables! I was probably a little more health conscious, but still my cooking wasn´t quite as green and lean as Mom´s.
“What´s for dinner?” I asked, while trying to make space in the refrigerator for the kale and beets.
“Chicken breasts with roots and a salad,” she replied. She had put the kettle on for tea.
“Have you finished your homework?” she asked.
I sighed. A typical question and an equally typical answer.
“I´ll do it now,” I mumbled and went upstairs again.
I couldn´t resist checking for replies to my ad. Four people had seen it so far. One person even asked me if I would swop the laptop for a scooter! No thanks! I needed cash to buy a new one.
An hour later, I had finished most of my homework except for a couple of pages in my French book. That could wait until later. I checked the ad again. Three more had seen it now. That looked promising. Another one had sent me a mail. This time a girl asked me if I would sell the laptop for a ridiculously low price. Very funny. I told her that the price was non-negotiable. Not that much, anyway.
I realized I needed to start my French homework. Then it hit me that I hadn´t checked my facebook all day. Maybe Jannik had written something?
Unfortunately, he hadn´t. I could see that he had lots of friends, and of course, many of them were girls. Luckily, there were also several really good photos of him.
OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
Annette Dollard

Ctrl Alt Del






