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CHAPTER 1


As a child, I was utterly convinced that I was the only child in the whole world who was neither a big brother nor a little brother, and one day I asked Mother Kerstin why, and she just said: You, dear Sven, you are absolutely the only one I have ever dreamed of and wished for.


I noticed that not even a single second had she needed to think about her answer before her words just came dancing towards me like the smell of summer flowers and warm sunshine. Immediately, it felt as if these exact words had been waiting an infinitely long time to get this unique opportunity to fly out of her with lovingly ease, so they could reach the core of my soul. Instantly the waves of unconditional love could be felt within my whole body and also in the air around me.


Until this particular moment, I had often wondered if at all Mother Kerstin would have considered buying me if I had been some kind of leftover sitting on an old wooden box at Leo's flea market on a Saturday afternoon. The reason for that consideration was most of all because only at the sight of me, I was sure she instinctively would have known without any doubts, that I had the most significant potential in the world for creating quite many concerns inside of her. Furthermore, I also knew that Mother Kerstin had this profound, extraordinary talent for predicting many problems and fears that potentially could be waiting somewhere in the future. Just by merely looking at people from a distance with her eyes in their most narrow position, she already knew a lot about every possible upcoming concern or problematic situation.


When taking all my observations and experiences into account, I could actually not know for sure if Mother Kerstin on the bottom-line would consider me as some kind of excellent and valuable investment, mostly because countless times during my first 12 years, I had been given her several wrinkles of concerns. But I knew for sure: If she had paid some money for me at Leo's flea market, the final price would have been diligently negotiated before she with a big satisfied smile would have sealed the deal with a firm handshake.


Sometimes I even had wondered if Mother Kerstin would have demanded Leo taking me back if one day, she had had enough of me not being able to live up to her expectations. Back then, Mother Kerstin was tremendously concerned about money and her investments, and often she had said that at any time, she would require full value for every coin in her wallet, and I was not so sure that she considered the deep wrinkles of concern that I occasionally managed to give her, as some kind of valuable investment on the long run.


Once Mother Kerstin had bought an old pot at Leo's flea market, but shortly after, she had been claiming it only could be used for cooking burnt un-eatable porridge. Therefore, on a Saturday afternoon at the flea market, she had demanded very loudly that Leo should take the absolutely worthless cooking pot back without any further discussion. So consequently, I knew without any itch of a doubt that at any time, Mother Kerstin would demand real and sustainable value for any of her investments.


So if I had been some leftover that Mother Kerstin had bought at Leo's flea market, then she un-doubtfully occasionally would have considered delivering me back and demanding a full repay, but I never asked her directly whether I was right about that assumption. Besides, this question no longer needed an answer because every one of my heartbeats knew after the day when her loving words had flown straight into my heart and my soul that no matter what Mother Kerstin and I just belonged together.


Some questions obviously did not absolutely need an answer because they just disappeared, when suddenly the waves of Love-light & Light-love arrived. After all, love was perhaps the only answer that really matters, and maybe love would always be a kind of sustainable investment that never could be measured or put into any wallet or saving account.


In my clearest memories, I am pretty sure that it was shortly after experiencing the deep soul-connection with Mother Kerstin that many things in my life began to change.


As I remember it, I began to have a lot of thoughts and considerations about many weird topics and challenging questions that, even without any warning, suddenly could cause some odd creations of speculations-tornadoes swirling around inside my brain. After a while, these tornadoes could transform into wild spirals of newly emerging colorful ideas with kaleidoscopic patterns and vivid imaginative pictures that previously I never had thought could be possible to either create or think about.


Sometimes, it felt enormously overwhelming and almost staggering throughout my whole body to have so many whirling thoughts and spiraling ideas rotating around inside my brain. But on the contrary, it was precisely this strange condition that became the most beautiful reason for the invention of my own game that simply had to be invented, because I had an incredibly strong and noticeable need for it. It was a game where I could be completely alone with myself, but in a way, the whole world could still play a part in it.


It may sound like an immensely complicated game, but in fact, it was incredibly simple. Funny enough, I hadn't even thought about inventing a new game, it just one day unfolded and disclosed itself, and to be honest: At that time, I didn’t know that an inner need and urge easily and relatively quickly could contribute to creating its own solution.


The first step of inventing my game happened one day out of the blue when my whirling and spiraling thoughts reached an even higher speed of weirdness than ever before, and the strangest vibrations of dizziness began to pulsate in every cell of my body, and then I just closed my eyes.


Without really thinking about what I was doing and why I was doing it, I just started talking to myself, and the most amazing thing happened because, for every single word, I spoke out loud on my exhale, and for every inhale of new fresh air, the condition of feeling the dizzy weirdness in both my brain and my body slowly but steadily began calming down more and more.


It felt as if my spoken words and deep conscious breathing were working together and giving all my spiraling tornado-thoughts an imaginative soft purple velvety carpet to rest on. Suddenly out of the blue, I obviously had invented my very own method to calm down both all the spiraling tornado-thoughts in my brain and the weird feeling of strange dizziness inside my body.


After a while, when still talking to myself, I noticed my voice had invented a brand-new kind of softness in its vibrations. What had been weird spiraling tornadoes of thoughts suddenly transformed into some sort of puzzle pieces on the imaginative purple blanket in my mind, and immediately I could clearly see a logical connection between all of them. Even the strangest pictures and multidimensional images that were created inside my spiraling tornado thoughts without any instantly understandable messages emerged out of a blurred haze and became quite clear and logical. I suddenly easily could connect all the pieces in a whole new way while simultaneously feeling I was receiving some newly discovered knowledge.


That discovery made my heart pulsate wildly enthusiastic together with the vibrations of my immense curiosity. In a narrow second, I surprisingly actually suddenly understood how to connect all the strange multi-dimensional images, that I always had experienced appearing in the wake of my wildest tornado-thought-spirals, and which previously just had given me dizzy confusions.


After this incredible discovery about what talking to myself could provide me when at the same time doing my conscious breathing, it became much easier for me to understand every one of my spiraling and whirling thoughts, and even my fear and anxiety of getting dizzy inside my brain when using my imagination disappeared. Furthermore, I found out that some of the weirdest spiraling thought-tornadoes, when they were calmed down with my soft voice talking, could unfold some quite ingenious ideas and amazing inventions on the imaginative purple carpet in my mind. And it certainly wasn't common ideas and designs that could land on the violet carpet, because some of them I had never neither considered nor dared to imagine before - not even in my wildest and most crazy dreams.


Even the weirdest speculations and most speedy spiraling problems and questions became much easier for me to deal with when softly talking to myself. Most significant: It felt safe to share even the craziest and weirdest stuff with myself because no one could afterward try to make a fool out of me. And so, my very own game was discovered and invented: A game where I could be completely alone, and at the same time, my whole multi-dimensional world could be a part of it, even without anyone but me knowing about it.


Of course, instinctively, I knew very well that Mother Kerstin did not absolutely need to know anything about neither my newest discovery nor my game, especially not the fact that I almost every day was talking to my own ears only. Every cell inside my body doubted that she would be able to understand why this game was so important necessary for me.


Besides, I knew very well that what Mother Kerstin neither could see with her eyes nor smell with her nose, she probably wouldn't be able to understand, mostly because that was usually the way she without any investigations and drilling narrow eyes just accepted my behavior as being reasonable, and absolutely logical.


And furthermore, my heart already contained a very stubborn promise to myself that sometimes required hard effort to keep, because I would certainly not be any intentional unnecessary cause of more wrinkles of concerns in her forehead. Still, of course, the only exception to that promise was the complete inevitable and absolutely necessary vital ones.


Although I did everything that stood in my power to hide my new and secret game, Mother Kerstin quite suddenly anyway one day surprised me while I was talking to myself in my room. With a wildly shaking head and rolling sky-facing eyes, she very loudly and between lots of other words, I couldn’t hear suddenly called my game daydreaming.


The way she pronounced daydreaming; I instantly knew that she was not in any way neither impressed nor proud of seeing me performing my very own new game. It mostly sounded as if she was talking about some rattling skeletons in a mist of stinky disgust. And as if this was not enough: The absolute worst thing was that her voice had revealed there was no free space for any kind of curiosity inside of her, where any explanation about my game maybe could have changed her opinion.


Long after the sounds of her footsteps on the stairs down to the kitchen had disappeared, I could still feel Mother Kerstin's ugly frequencies of the word daydreaming. The sound of the rattling skeletons in the stinky mist was like a cold wave of disgust that could be felt in the entire atmosphere in my room. Even inside my body, I could feel some kind of unpleasant aftershocks when recalling the ugly sound from my memory core, and definitely, neither I nor my excellent game deserved that discomfort in any possible way.


After some deep breathes, I could no longer sense any of the ugly vibrations of Mother Kerstin's pronunciation of daydreaming, and I tried very gently to whisper the same word. It surprised me quite a bit that when the word daydreaming was created by my voice, its vibrations gave me a completely different feeling than Mother Kerstin's rattling stinky skeletons version.


Once again, I said daydreaming, but this time with more sound and power, and in fact, the word suddenly sounded so amazing that I kept repeating it louder and louder several times. With my own voice and my own sounds, I could make the word daydreaming dance enchantingly both inside my body and also in my entire room, and it sounded so happy as if it never ever again would be able to vibrate like ugly rattling stinky skeletons.


I thought it was quite strange that one single word with only 3 small sounds could be performed in so significantly different ways. It didn't make any sense at all that one word both could sound so stinky disgusting and also so joyful enchanting. Maybe the reason for this significant difference was that Mother Kerstin couldn’t feel the word the same way I could. But just because she neither could hear with her ears nor see with her eyes what was happening on the inside of me when I was playing my very own game, I thought it was strange that she apparently knew what to call it.


Immediately I noticed that this simple explanation did not give my curiosity a complete calming satisfaction. No matter what reason Mother Kerstin could have for using the ugliest version of the word daydreaming, I didn’t feel it was fair. No words in the world deserved sounding like ugly, rattling stinky skeletons when they so easily could be expressed with beautiful enchanting waves full of happiness and sweetness.


That day, I thought a lot about the huge difference between the two versions of soundwaves that one word apparently could have. If everything that others can neither hear with their ears nor see with their eyes just automatically would sound like rattling stinky skeletons when expressing how they were sensing an unknown or undiscovered version of the world, there was something incredibly wrong. I didn't know if maybe the reason was that everything unknown was just impossible for people to express in enchanting ways, but if that was some kind of weird fact in the world, it really concerned me.


Perhaps I was capable of creating an enchanting version of the word daydreaming because, by doing my game, I had both insights, feelings, and knowledge that was vibrating on an entirely different level than the noisy rattling stinky skeleton coming from Mother Kerstin's lack of knowledge about what she was talking about. The more I thought about it, the more I was sure that there had to be incredibly many words hiding their uplifting and enchanting version until someone dared open up all senses, and only this way, they could get access to find these higher joyful vibrating sounds and words.


Unfortunately, I couldn't prevent Mother Kerstin from becoming more and more worried for each time she out of the blue somehow managed to reveal me while performing my game, although I became more and more creative in my attempts to hide my newly invented game.


When Mother Kerstin was concerned, she usually would get a very special wrinkle in the middle of her forehead and the more profound and more visible it was, the more burdensome her worries had become. Undoubtedly my newly invented game was the reason why her wrinkle one day had reached the deepest level of anxiety in her forehead, and one early morning it obviously had become so deep and visible that she felt it was necessary to take me to the doctor, even though it was on a school day.


Mother Kerstin had always claimed that the school was the most crucial ingredient in building a happy life because all the knowledge and wisdom I would be given there, would provide me with the most vitally important foundation for the rest of my life. Still, that school day, the visit to Doctor Bentzon obviously was the most important.


That first day of spring, the doctor was obviously the most important for many other children and adults because the waiting room was full, and everyone was sitting and sweating, while the bright rays of the very first life-affirming spring-sun were dancing through the windows.


While sitting and waiting, I imagined that the sunbeams were trying to shine all diseases and bacteria out of everyone in the warm waiting room, and when sending warm and happy smiles to everybody, I noticed that it was mostly the adults who were looking both sick and pale because every one of them had profound visible wrinkles of worries in their foreheads. I didn't know if concerns could create illness, or if deep wrinkles could be a hiding place for the most dangerous bacteria and violent infections in the world, but if that was the case, then I knew for sure that I wasn't ill at all, because I had absolutely no visible wrinkles on my forehead, only when I excessively strained my face while making strange grimaces in front of the mirror in the bathroom at home.


In a way, already, when sitting and observing, I thought something was weird because I couldn't find one single similarity between me and the other pale and sick people in the doctor's waiting room. Suddenly another thought hit me; I certainly did not hope that Mother Kerstin was the one who was ill. After intensively observing her, it was a relief to find out that besides the forehead wrinkle of substantial worry and anxiety, there weren't any obvious and visible reasons for any concerns.


We were sitting for a very long time in the waiting room. Small beads of sweat had begun to dance down my forehead, while they perhaps were searching for the best conditions for creating my first wrinkle when finally, the secretary allowed us to walk into the doctor's consultation room, where the unpleasant stenches all kinds of diseases hung heavily in the air. And it was weird because, neither the smart doctor Bentzon nor all the shiny and white things in the room were logically compatible with these stubborn unpleasant stenches that apparently somehow mysteriously enough had moved in any way.


Mother Kerstin looked very serious while telling Doctor Bentzon about me. I didn't even know there could be so incredibly much to say about me, but I noticed the doctor didn't look particularly worried, so while all the words of concerns were gushing out of Mother Kerstin, I was just sitting and smiling to the wise doctor. His face did not reveal the slightest bit of any worrying concern about me having a possible life-threatening infection, and therefore I relaxed while getting the feeling that the smart doctor probably easily could understand my newly invented game and why it was so enchantingly essential for me to play.


Several times the wise doctor opened his mouth as if his voice no longer could keep all his wise words in silence on the inside, and therefore gradually, his words had maybe become more than just ready for take-off. But as I had a lifetime-long knowledge of: It was definitely never easy interrupting Mother Kerstin while she was talking about worries. I knew that once she had opened the sluice gate for the rushing river of all the worry-words stored in the deep wrinkles in her forehead, it was quite impossible to stop her before the vital moment arrived when she genuinely needed a profound deep breath of air in silence.


Therefore, it also required Doctor Bentzon several attempts for takeoff before he finally got the opportunity, while Mother Kerstin was breathing. With a raised index finger, as if he wanted to be sure that Mother Kerstin had accepted to be silent more than a single inhalation of fresh air, he said:


”Well, dear Mrs. Eriksson, I can assure you that many children have been playing with daydreaming. This is by no means a cause for any concerns at all.“


I immediately sent both the doctor and Mother Kerstin a big warm smile while hoping that they could see the sparkling joy in my eyes. Now Mother Kerstin had no reason at all for making the wrinkles in her forehead deeper than they were already.


Moreover, I noticed that the word daydreaming hadn't sounded like a noisy rattling stinky skeleton when the doctor had said it, so my game was obviously not so dangerous and life-threatening wrong, that it almost was a kind of disease. Instantly, I felt a tremendous relief that created another new wave of uplifting happiness-frequencies within me.


However, the light joyfully waves of the tremendous relief only lasted very briefly because suddenly they smashed against a disturbingly interrupting cold wall when I heard the doctor saying:


”And the daydreaming will disappear over time because all children are growing, and one day they will also have forgotten this childish nonsense.“


The doctor's words gave me such an enormous shock that it felt as if my bones immediately froze to ice. At the same split second, my eyes maybe became more wide-open than ever before, for suddenly none of my senses was sensing anything that made any sense. Besides, it felt as if time had come to a complete standstill, where I didn't know if at all I dared to take the next breath, and thereby risk pushing time to start again before I completely had shaken the experience of the inner ice-age-shock-wave out of my body.


I knew for sure that literally beginning physically shaking my body inside the doctor's consultation room wouldn't be the wisest choice. I also quickly realized that no one would survive any kind of ice-age by holding their breath, so I tried to breathe as slowly and deeply as possible while hoping that the air in the stinky room contained some sort of calming and thawing elements without any suddenly invisible life-threatening bacteria attacking me.


Until that moment, I had actually thought the doctor was an incredibly wise and smart man, but now I wasn't so sure anymore. I couldn't even believe that the doctor claimed that children are growing, and therefore, they are forgetting. It was definitively foolish to think that I ever would forget the world’s best game, but the most worrying thing was that he had been talking about children's memory loss as if it was something quite common and normal.


How a doctor could talk about memory loss as if it were the world's most natural consequence of growing up, without even either blinking nervously or looking shaky, that I definitely couldn't understand. If memory loss wasn't life-threatening, then many things in this world suddenly seemed quite daunting to me.


It indeed sounded awful that, according to doctor Bentzon, I would grow and, therefore, no longer be able to neither remember nor play the best game in the world. I wondered if children actually lost a small bit of their memory whenever they became a single millimeter higher. And precisely that thought began to scratch inside my brain after the huge ice-age-shock-wave that gave me the inner feeling that time in a weird way had been forced to fast freezing standing still, and suddenly I realized, that I might have found the answers to some questions that for a long time had made me wondered a lot.


Often, I experienced that adult people could start laughing when I actually had said something that I was quite severe and acute about. If the doctor was right about people losing a little bit of their memory for each millimeter, they grew higher, then the adults were just too tall to really understand me and my severe seriousness. But suddenly, while my whirling thoughts were creating essential answers to the long-time brewing of questions in my mind, I was interrupted because, contrary to me, the doctor and Mother Kerstin had obviously not reached any timeline with a frozen standstill ice-age-wave.


While all the words of the doctor and Mother Kerstin's loud conversation were dancing confusingly above my head, I just needed a moment for myself and to exclude all sounds, so with closed eyes and ears, I began sending loving thoughts to all my cells in my body while deeply breathing. And after some deep breaths, I made a crystal-clear decision that none of my cells should ever forget the world's best game as long as I was breathing.


In the village school, Miss Bergstrøm had been teaching me about the cells inside my body, but there had always been something I couldn't understand. I had never really understood if there was some kind of space in between the cells and whether this space just was useless waste in my body, but of course, I hadn't yet dared to ask her. But what really began to worry me while sitting in the doctor's consultation room: If there were some kind of space of nothingness in between all the cells that also over time would grow, then I would just get even more useless voids of nothingness on the inside. It made no sense that the more I was growing, the more nothingness would float around inside my body because nothingness can’t be used for anything valuable at all, but perhaps by growing and getting more and bigger voids inside, the memory loss would creep into the body that way.


I could create weird thought-spirals in my mind when thinking about the cells in my body and the spaces of nothingness between them. Still, even though I felt my mind was working at its highest pressure-speed, it was really tough to create a satisfying inner overview despite that my brain was more than ordinarily determined to find out if there was any logical purposeful and meaningful connection between the cells and the spaces of nothingness at all.


As always, when there was something I could not understand at a deep satisfactory level, my brain began creating lots of swirling thoughts trying to reach a level where something could provide me with some meaningful calmness. When that happened, I definitely quickly had to find the most possible brightest clarity before all my tornado-thoughts could begin to relax and then eventually be stopped when reaching the level of pure logical facts. I knew that this stage of sparkling clarity and the subsequent feeling of satisfaction were absolutely necessary for me to reach before it perhaps would be much too late to stop all the spirals of immense confusion in my mind.


Suddenly, I was not sure that it was a particularly good idea to grow and become taller if it just meant that all the spaces of nothingness in my body also was increasing in maybe both size and numbers. Perhaps that was precisely what Doctor Bentzon had meant when claiming that over time I would grow and thereby one day would have forgotten everything about my game, which other people apparently called daydreaming. He had talked about this without any signs of concern in his face. Still, to me, it felt as he was giving me a kind of diagnose with real threatening prospects, but what maybe was the biggest problem: He hadn't been talking about a sort of snotty cold or silly flu, which everyone in the world as quick as possible would want to get rid of and forget all about, he had actually totally doomed my game and predicted my upcoming and apparently inevitable memory loss.


It wasn't at all reassuring that over time, I would grow and thereby just unconsciously create even more spaces of nothingness inside my body that wouldn't be of any value. The memory about my fantastic game in exchange for a lot of spaces filled with empty and useless voids was undoubtedly not a very good deal, even if memory loss just was a condition that all stupid adults had to live with and accept as a part of life.


After the decision about not accepting and risking losing my incredible game, I already knew that I had to prepare a plan for how to get rid of all the increasing amounts of spaces of nothingness that invaded my body for each and every little millimeter I grew and got taller. The empty, useless spaces of nothingness on the inside of me simply had to face my most significant and profound resistance. Quite frankly, they had to get entirely out of my body, for I did not want any spaces of nothingness to grow inside my body, and not at all if it meant that one day I completely would forget everything about my newly invented enchanting game and therefore would not be able to play it anymore.


For the future, I already knew that my decision would mean even more secrets, that indeed I would need to keep hidden from the outside world if my brilliant plan was to succeed, and at the same time, I thought that is was totally unfair that children even before graduating school should begin fighting against unacceptable memory loss.


Right after we visited the doctor, Mother Kerstin and I went to the warm and fragrant bakery shop and bought the chocolate-muffins that we later enjoyed eating in the kitchen. We only used to buy muffins at the bakery when we were celebrating birthdays, so the fragrant investment surprised me, but maybe Mother Kerstin thought there was something we should celebrate now spring indeed had announced its arrival. But even though we were eating the baker's delicious chocolate-muffins without any of us being born on this day of the year, something else in the kitchen was very different.


Mother Kerstin, who usually surrounded herself with all kinds of sounds, sat in complete silence. She was not talking, not singing, and not humming, and, I felt that her entire body had reached some kind of very seldom point zero. I thought since her wrinkle of concerns no longer was particularly visible in her forehead, perhaps her body had reached some sort of silent point zero because all her worries had somehow been released and had flown away. Her quite unusual, totally silence already infiltrated me when I was eating the first chocolate-muffin while trying my best to be quite quiet, and after the second muffin, I thanked Mother Kerstin with a long silently hug.


When with a hug feeling her heartbeat and hearing her calming breathing so close to me, my eyes could always start shining just like the happiest Sun. And when her smile and eyes were returning the same vibration of joy, I knew for sure that we both could feel the frequencies of happiness inside, and that was why I knew that some feelings indeed could vibrate much stronger in silence. So not to disturb the silence unnecessarily I whispered:


”I'm going hiking for a little while.”


And Mother Kerstin responded whispering:


”That sounds like a brilliant idea, my dear.“


I don't think I ever told Mother Kerstin where I went on my hikes or what I was doing upon my very own hilltop, but I actually think that even though she never asked me directly, she might have had a clue anyway.


With my binoculars and my backpack containing a bottle of juice from last summer's harvest of elderflowers which had spent the whole winter in Kerstin's pantry treasure chamber, I opened the front door and took the very first steps on that hike that much later turned out to be the very first step toward many extraordinaire fantastic adventures.


It was on this very first day of spring, the Sun regained power enough to awaken nature from the icy-cold winter's sleep, and it meant that for the very first time this year, I could go all the way up to my very own hilltop.


After the long winter, where the paths up to my hilltop had been totally impossible to walk, I really was longing for reaching the top, where the most significant overview always could be found. Especially after the visit to the not so smart anymore doctor, I was quite sure that my very own hilltop was the only place in the world where without doubt, I would be able to keep my discoveries, my game, and my thoughts totally secret to anyone in the whole world. Therefore, it also had to be the absolute best place to create both a brilliant plan and an effective technique so I could get rid of all the spaces of nothingness, which was absolutely necessary, especially after the doctor had predicted that they over time would give me severe memory loss.


On closer reflection, perhaps it was also incredibly important that I had my very own sacred secret place upon the hilltop where I could be alone without any invading influences from other people's spaces of nothingness. In a way, it was a very brilliant timing that the first day of spring just appeared precisely the same day when I indeed felt an intense need for the most clear-minded overview and to be totally alone on my very own hilltop. And no doubt that it was quite necessary to find an extraordinary brilliant overview if I ever could manage to create some kind of method that could eliminate all the spaces of nothingness between my cells and prevent the slow invasion of memory loss.


At that time, I thought that these spaces of nothingness had to contain some kind of dark emptiness, and that would be an entirely useless waste of space and complete unnecessary darkness to carry around inside my body. I had previously not been particularly aware of the possibility of any kind of waste inside my body, but I already knew that some tremendous insights and wisdom could come quite unexpectedly and sometimes in weird ways.


Once I fervently had wanted to impress Anna-Sophia, who at that time was living in the house next door. She was the most beautiful girl I had ever seen. Her long blonde hair always floated around her like an adventurous veil, and she could even dance like a real ballerina on the very tip of her toes while looking like a princess from such a beautiful fairy tale that no one in the world had dared to write in a book yet because probably any word could cause her magical enchantment to disappointingly disappear.


Sometimes I had been following her at a decent distance when walking home from school, and always regardless of any season, the wind behind her had the mysterious fragrance of fantastic breezes filled with multi-colored summer flowers.


Anna-Sophia had her own balcony from where she could look directly down to our garden. Every sunny afternoon, she was sitting on her balcony up in the air above our yard and drinking tea. From the window in my room, I often sat watching Anna-Sophia on the balcony while thinking about my possibilities of being able to impress her, but it was difficult to imagine how to impress a girl that I didn't even dare talk to. After many days and nearly endless speculations, the world's best and most brilliant idea suddenly appeared out of the blue together with a perfect scenario, and then it stood crystal clear in my mind how I really could show Anna-Sophia my best talents without any need for speaking to her at all.


For several hours I worked extremely hard in the garden and sat up a giant obstacle course while considering in every small detail all the jumps and acrobatic exercises that I would show the princess when later she would appear on her balcony with her afternoon tea.


Precisely at the exact moment, when she had settled down with her teacup on the balcony, I started my brilliant show. I made the most whimsical high jumps and acrobatic moves while imitating the exact same sounds that I knew all the great circus artists were creating when the loud drum whirls were raising the vibration inside the circus tent. I noticed that Anna-Sophia drank a lot of tea that afternoon until I had to realize that neither my fatigued legs nor my gradually rustier voice would impress anyone anymore.


I never really got any visible proofs of whether my acrobatic efforts had amazed Anna-Sophia because when I lay exhausted on the lawn and looked up at the balcony, she was long gone. Shortly after, she and her family moved away, and that was perhaps the very first time when I really experienced the feeling of quite useless waste of time and energy.


On the very first day of spring, while walking toward my very own hilltop, I was thinking about all the useless waste in the world, especially the spaces of nothingness and Anna-Sophia. Somehow all 3 topics were strangely connected in my mind. If I just had known for sure that Anna-Sophia had been impressed by my outstanding acrobatic performance, then all my efforts might not have been stored in my memory as a substantial and grey feeling of useless waste of time and energy.


On the other hand: Knowing something with certainty might, in fact, not always last a whole life anyway because maybe old memories and dusty beliefs are governed by the same kind of natural law as a soft, fresh grape, that over time would shrink and become a hard dried raisin.


Mother Kerstin had very often said that going to school was the most essential ingredient in the foundation of life, and especially after the visit to the doctor the first day of spring; it became even more challenging for me to understand that. I began to think a lot about that school perhaps was a place where children were kept under surveillance, while all their spaces of nothingness were growing. This way, adults could be absolutely sure that the children slowly and steadily would lose their childhood memories bit by bit. And then no children would never ever be more intelligent and have more significant amounts of memories than their parents because all the spaces of nothingness until graduation could in invisible ways and in total unconsciousness increase in silence without anyone ever noticing it. What maybe was happening in invisible silence without anyone in the world noticing it that would also be quite hard to protest loudly against but back then I didn't dare share these thoughts with anyone.


While walking toward my own hilltop, I couldn't figure out if the school deliberately was preventing children from finding their very own method to get rid of all the spaces of nothingness, and perhaps that was the main reason why children first started school when the spaces of nothingness really had begun growing and increasing. Maybe the school was just a place where all children were supposed to sit still and just wait for all the spaces of nothingness to have spread throughout their bodies so that they could contain the entire useless waste, and that was why I suddenly couldn't figure out, why the school was so damn important. I didn’t know who had actually made that decision about the importance of going to school from the very first beginning because it seems that everyone just agreed to it without asking any kind of questions.


Perhaps there was something that the adults were trying to hide from the children because they actually feared that the children would discover the fact that over time everyone would get more and more spaces of nothingness inside. Maybe I had found such a big secret that no adults would ever dare to reveal it to each other or to their children. On the other hand, perhaps the adults just had lost so much of their own childhood memories caused by their increasing and substantial personal spaces of nothingness, that they didn't even know or remember anything about it anymore.


These kinds of spiraling thoughts my brain could suddenly continuously move around while creating bigger and bigger circles and spirals that sometimes felt like endless and unwieldy speculations. Especially after visiting the doctor the very first day of spring, I felt my intelligence indeed had been challenged by all the nonsense my ears had heard, and obviously, my brain suddenly was working at an extremely high speed that also was creating much hotter rotations of intricate speculations than ever before. I didn’t know why, but something had really scared me at the doctor that day, so maybe the fast-moving energy came from the vibrations of my deepest fears.


From my very own logical perspective, the multiplication and the increasing of all spaces of nothingness inside my body meant that over time I would get more and more empty voids within me, and it seemed to me absolutely not either fair or reasonable that min body should deal with that kind of useless dark vacuum. I didn't just want to grow up and get more spaces of nothingness if the result was that my body also was getting some more and more stupid useless waste of space that one day like a big black hole in the universe would swallow all my childhood memories and also even my game.


Miss Bergstrøm was the youngest teacher working at the old village-school by the river, where all the children wearing home-knitted socks went to school, and they all had, as far as I remember, clogs on their feet. All the children wearing thin socks and real leather shoes were going to school in the big city. I thought it was a weird and strange way of dividing children, but perhaps I was the only one in the world who had noticed this peculiar difference between what children were wearing on their feet and where they went to school.


Most of the time, I really liked Miss Bergstrøm. She had very long beautiful red-brown hair, which was always artfully and neatly arranged behind her neck as if this big hairball was supporting her holding the head straight up in the air at the end of her spine. Because her head obviously had to contain everything, she was supposed to teach us, I thought it maybe was quite heavy and needed the support of the hairball. I didn't know if Miss Bergstrøm maybe had fewer spaces of nothingness on the inside than other adults, but she wasn't particularly tall, and she was always wearing a pretty elegant black dress, and I was pretty sure the length of the dress was deliberately chosen so no one would be able to see her socks because compared to everything else about that woman, home-knit socks definitely didn't fit into the logic of her overall expression at all.


When thinking back, I am actually quite sure that it was right after the visit to doctor Bentzon and the first day of spring that quite weird things and some uncontrollable chain reactions started to have significant influences on my relationship with Miss Bergstrøm.


My very own hilltop was the best place in the world because I got a special feeling up there that it was possible to see the whole world and, at the same time, be completely alone without anyone suddenly disturbing and interrupting me. Inside my memories, I no longer have any clue about when walking up to my very own hilltop the very first time. Still, though, I very clearly remember that particularly intense feeling that something almost was attracting me up there like a magnetic field matching my deep inner urge to release every occurred concern and afterward to obtain the best calming and satisfying overview.


Upon the hilltop, I could feel the softness of the grass and, at the same time, be so close to the clouds that nothing confusingly or disturbingly could reach me, and perhaps precisely, therefore, I could get the most brilliant ideas and thoughts when being up there. That kind of out of the blue experiences was definitely best when enjoying them all alone without any foggy thoughts about the possibilities of unnecessary disturbing interruptions. It even turned out that when I was alone on my own hilltop; my very own game had the absolute best conditions for inventing brand-new ideas and creating the most incredible bigger pictures of both my talents and the whole world.


The trip up to my very own hilltop was quite strenuous at such an early time of the year. First, my walking led me through the small forest, where winter had removed all the traces of there ever had been a path. I had to fight through the remains of nature's winter wildness to get to the bottom of the first small hill.


The small hill I could climb up in a few minutes if straining myself and holding a firm grip on the roots and branches sticking out between the soil and the black granite. While climbing, I had to watch out for the pebbles that suddenly could begin to roll under my feet and hands, causing a lot of other small stones also wanting to move. I knew that a single second without awareness could create an entire avalanche of pebbles trying to prevent all my struggles to succeed in reaching my final goal at the top of my very own hill.


Previously, I actually experienced trying to climb up a hill when nature was about to change from autumn to winter, and that gave me a crucial lesson. It was on the last day of autumn when I felt just before reaching the top of the small hill. At that moment, my legs suddenly slipped under me because of countless small avalanches of pebbles that suddenly began to roll as if they all together had decided that they would prevent me from reaching the hilltop that day. Despite my many attempts reaching out to anything that could prevent my fall downward, I ended up lying at the foot of the small hill with several bleeding cracks and wounds.


On the sliding ride downhill, I had been attacked by several small pebbles, where some had been drilling holes in my clothes, and some of them had even given me some quite visible wounds. Some of my injuries were disclosing that my blood was trying to push some of the pebbles out again. When looking at my own blood struggling with the stones, I suddenly felt a severe pain that lasted the whole painful run back home, and it first minimized bit by bit after Mother Kerstin had cleaned all my wounds and served hot chocolate in my favorite cup.


That last day of autumn, I learned that nature changes its laws for what is acceptable and allowed when the seasons are shifting. I thought there might be a particular law about hills not allowing any kind of climbing when they had spent the entire autumn getting ready to welcome winter, and if anyone tried to violate that law of the hills, avalanches of pebbles would make an enforcing protest.


Behind the first small hill, which may not even be so large that anyone else but me would call it a hill, the small forest-lake appeared. The reeds that had survived the cold icy winter were standing around the forest-lake, and some of them looked like tall thin glass spikes because of the tiny layer of ice that still was covering them, and I knew that these fragile glass spikes easily could crack the silence around the forest-lake if a stubborn early spring breeze suddenly decided to come by. On the lake's surface, the very last flakes of winter's ice were still floating, and I noticed that not all the happy songbirds had yet returned from their winter trip to the sunny Sun in the south.


After the walk around the forest-lake, I reached the bottom of the twin hills, which was the name that I had given them. They looked like two identical hills that wanted to let the world know they were inseparable, and from the small waving valley between them, I could get the very first glimpse of my very own hilltop.


As always, my climbing all the way up to my very own hilltop gave me a tingling sensation of heat throughout my whole body, and for every single step I took towards the top, all my cells were rejoicing more and more. Every time my efforts culminated in a kind of personal redemption when quite exhausted and sweating, I was lying down on the grass on the hilltop and could intensively feel my whole body and all my cells were very much alive while I was just breathing profoundly deeply. Even just breathing was quite an extraordinary experience when being so near to all the white fluffy clouds and the sky-blue sky.


The feeling of happiness when climbing up my very own hilltop was superbly best at the exact second I reached the top and my final goal because then all my cells inside my body began to tickle my soul, while my lungs joyfully were sensing the cleansing from the thin blue cold air. Every single time reaching the top of my very own hill felt like a victorious gift for my body, mind, and even my soul.


The sensation of being the world champion of my own hilltop was terrific, especially when celebrating reaching my goal while intensely noticing the journey of delicate sweet elder-flower juice from its very first touch on my taste buds and all the way down my stomach. Immediately I felt an almost indescribable bubbly joy that made every single step of my sweat bursting efforts un-doubtfully worthy of that huge sensuous moment.


I took off my very long scarf and unbuttoned my winter jacket so that everything inside of me much better could feel the crystal-clear coolness of the air around the hilltop, and thereby sensing the enjoyment of victory in every cell got even better and more intense. Afterward, I was standing on my feet with a renewed strengthened body and stretching my arms up toward the clouds while sniffing the clean and clear sky-blue air in through my nose. It was as if the air around the hilltop contained a lot of fresh sky-blue energy and even also some quite different vitamins than Mother Kerstin's vegetables. Actually, it felt like the clearing cold, and thin air was purging and refreshing all the inside of my body, and thereby, some free space for an indescribably great vibrating bubbly joy was created, that maybe was extraordinarily emphasized by the long-lasting sweet aftertaste of last summer's elderflower juice.


As I on this particular first day of spring stood, with my arms stretched out into the sky-blue sky, as I had done many times before, something very different and quite surprisingly happened. Entirely out of the blue, a whole new fresh idea was suddenly invented, and it was that kind of brand-new invention that I didn't feel any need to wonder a lot about before instinctively just performing it.


I already knew very well that some new ideas must be grasped and carried out immediately while still being quite raw, rough, and unspoiled. Such fresh out of the blue ideas and inventions can easily be destroyed by unnecessary worries and peculiarly intricately foggy thoughts, and since standing alone on my very own hilltop at that moment, no consideration for possible annoying curious eyes from others was necessary to consider.


And indeed, it was the right decision, because shortly after I got extremely surprised. One second I was standing, making the exact same moves and profound breathing, as I had done countless times before, and in the next second, something totally different and entirely unexpected happened.


Explaining a multi-dimensional idea and the following instantly performance of it, while trying to remember all the essential details of the logical timeline and following chain reaction usually takes much longer than when it actually initially was created and carried out. Still, some brilliant ideas really need to be honored with both the required time and the necessary amount of words.


First, I stood with my arms up in the air and inhaled a relatively massive amount of cold thin air through my nose, precisely the same way as many times before. But when my exhalation came out of my mouth, it left my body with an exceptionally loud sound, and surprisingly without any prior considerations, I had apparently added a loud noise to my exhale and out of me vibrated loudly the amazingly sound: HAAAAAAAAAR.


After sniffing the cold air in through my nose and letting the air out of my mouth with an even longer and louder sound, I had a new experience of what happened inside my body in the subsequent second, and then the most unique fantastic idea became extremely crystal-clear to me.


The more times I repeated this, the louder and shorter my HAAAAR-sounds became, and gradually I felt that performing my exhale with these rather loud sounds caused all the cells in my body to bubble more and more joyfully for each breath I took. I was breathing in the cleanest and most fresh sky-blue air of nature and gave nature all my great sounds in return, and I felt a whole new kind of enriching vibrations inside every one of my cells.


When afterward lying on the grass on my very own hilltop and feeling all my cells in the body have been filled with a new version of bubbling and sparkling joy, I began to understand another layer of this brilliant multi-dimensional idea. It felt more than just amazingly impressive because I hadn't even thought about my worries regarding the spaces of nothingness, and nevertheless, standing so near to the sky-blue sky, I had found an incredibly genius solution out of the blue.


I was sure that with all the great sounds my exhale could perform, I had been able to push all the spaces of nothingness out of my body, leaving no room for the emptiness and the useless waste that otherwise over time would have grown and prevented me from playing my brilliant game and keeping my memories. I felt completely renewed and fresh inside my entire body, and at the same time, I also knew exactly the feeling about having invented and even performed a brand-new invention that perhaps I was the only one in the world who had ever discovered.


Suddenly, I noticed my level of enjoyment had changed its vibrations, and as if the Sun was shining far more bright than before, and even the blue color of the sky seems to have gained a new kind of more transparent frequency, and smilingly I just enjoyed the moment, because there was no doubt that it felt like my body had gotten rid of almost infinite many spaces of nothingness.


My binoculars were of the utmost importance on my hikes, especially when being on my own hilltop because using them there the whole world could come much closer to my eyes, and it became even possible to take a closer look on the narrow road around the forest-lake, which I called for my very own path because I was sure it was my steps and my feet that actually had created it.


The binoculars had become mine by a marvelous, miraculous coincidently incident, and I still clearly remember the unforgettable seconds when my hands the very first time were touching them, and I sincerely felt they belonged to me.


There are seconds in life that, to the extreme level, contain such great sensual multi-dimensional enjoyment that they take up much more space in our memories than they initially did in real-time, and I believe these extraordinary seconds on the bottom line matter the most from our souls' perspective. Perhaps some seconds are so small and fast passing because we only provide them superficial attention, but I could for sure easily imagine that each and every second would love to be something special because thereby they could be remembered for something big and extraordinaire.


I think maybe the reason there are so few unique and significant seconds in life is that people always think about what they achieved yesterday or what they need to accomplish tomorrow, and then they lose the attention of those seconds, which are present precisely here and now. But I actually believe that every second of life could be quite memorable and valuable if they were provided with the feeling that they were worthy of considerable attention because what value has time at all if not also the seconds can be counted as an essential value. If seconds are the glue that binds time together for us, then in my optics, they deserve much more valuable attention.


Even though I was sitting on my very own hilltop with my binoculars in front of my eyes and looking out into the world, it was suddenly hard for me to fully enjoy the view, because I began to wonder a lot about my decision regarding definitely not accepting the increasing and multiplying of the annoying spaces of nothingness within my body.


As some of my thoughts again began whirling around making spirals, I suddenly realized that the world had to contain many different spaces of nothingness, and obviously, some of them were even much more visible than others. One place where the spaces of nothingness were quite evident was between all the words inside books, but there were undoubtedly also spaces of nothingness that were much more hidden. Maybe there were spaces of nothingness hiding in all kinds of people and between their words, but I wasn't sure if these were like some sort of bacteria that I could get infected by. But there was absolutely no need to take any chance, so I decided not to talk to anyone unless, of course, I would be directly asked about something.


At that time, I didn't know if all my concerns about the spaces of nothingness were particularly well-founded, but my game and childhood memories were far too important and vital for me to risk any invisible attacks from other people's black holes of memory loss at all.


Suddenly another new idea emerged out of the blue, that created a much more cheery wave inside me: I would squeeze every space of nothingness out of my body every day, precisely like I just had done, and maybe that newly invented technique could even be much more effective if performing it while standing upside-down and thereby gain support from Mother Earth's gravity. I didn't know if performing this exercise eventually would prevent my body from growing taller than it already was, but that would undoubtedly be the absolutely least and most minimal problem in the world, cause saving my brilliant game and my childhood memories from being forgotten and deleted was all and everything that really mattered.


It made a massive difference in making some significant decisions because afterward, with the binoculars in front of my eyes, I could indeed enjoy the overview of the whole world while feeling the satisfaction of the inner reassuring courage of being me. I was convinced that performing my newly invented method of squeezing and exhaling every space of nothingness out of my body had some invisible but quite brilliant side effect because afterward surprisingly quickly I had also managed to make a satisfying decision, that even had caused an instant soft feeling of calmness and determined courage inside. Looking out from my very own hilltop, the view looked more than ever outstandingly incredible, while feeling the great pulse of pride of being able to create such a surprisingly excellent chain reaction all by myself.


Somehow it really felt as I had gotten much more free space inside my body that subsequently could be used for even more joy, brighter sensations and even more bubbling enjoyment of all sorts, and I was sure that all the useless spaces of nothingness had fled out of my body on the waves of the loud sounds I had performed. No doubt that my body and my curiosity already excitingly were looking forward to testing the technique while standing upside-down. As I thought further about my newest experience, I just had to smile that kind of high-vibrating smile, that could be felt throughout the whole body, because I had actually had a problem that for a while hadn't been given me any anxious thoughts, and at the exact moment when I no longer felt the heaviness of concern about this, the most brilliant solution just came to me entirely out of the blue. If getting rid of problems was so incredibly easy, I would never have to worry anymore.


Mother Kerstin and all the other adults in the world could indeed benefit from that kind of wisdom, but I had already decided not to say anything, and on further reflection, it would be unbearable to reveal my own gained genius knowledge and insights to anyone if ridiculing laughter would be the only response I would get. Besides, the most important thing for me was using my energy on performing and testing my newly invented method and thereby making a determined effort in preventing the spaces of nothingness from multiplying and increasing in my body.


In silence, I was sitting on the grass and celebrated the enrichment of the happy clarified moment with the rest of the elderflower juice and listened to the sounds of wild nature vibrating all around me. While gently touching the binoculars, I wondered what it could tell about the journey it had had before it suddenly landed in my life, because of the scratches and the small deep crack in one of the lenses; it looked like it must have experienced a lot before it became mine.


In fact, the reason why I got my binoculars was Mother Kerstin and her talent for making an outstanding deal, because it was her who had bought the small bedside table with the little drawer at Leo's flea market.


Long time she had considered buying the bedside table, and finally one Saturday, Leo had surrendered and sold it to her for a few coins. Mother Kerstin had carried the bedside table home and up the steep staircase to her room, and when she had washed it with lavender-scented soapy water and placed a small vase with a single pink rose on top of it, she had said:


”Is it not just beautiful? I've always wanted this beautiful bedside table.“


I wondered why she had been pushing Leo to lower the price for so long if she so severely had wanted it, so I asked her:


”Wasn't it a little silly to wait so long before buying the bedside table? You might have risked someone else had bought it.“


”No, that it's not how things work, dear Sven. This beautiful bedside table belongs right here. Can't you see that?“


Immediately, I had realized that there was no reason to think further about it because I have always been able to feel when Mother Kerstin was right, even though I sometimes didn't quite understand why.


After I had asked her permission to open the little drawer, the unforgettable second had unfolded right before my eyes, because when gently pulling the drawer out, just there the binoculars had been lying as if they only had been waiting to be found.


Mother Kerstin had clapped her hands, and with immense excitement, she had said:


”Well, can’t you see it, Sven? I was entirely right. The bedside table belongs right here with us because both of us have got superb value for my investment.“


I had never before in my life owned any binoculars, but immediately a new-born pride began to flourish inside me, and these uplifting waves just felt even more significant when touching the binoculars, picking it up, and then the magnificent moment occurred when placing it right in front of my eyes.


It was such an incredible and magical moment when putting the binoculars in front of my eyes, and then suddenly experiencing my eyes and view could reach much further out into the world than ever before. This kind of new discovery was amazingly terrific because, for the first time in my life, my eyes through the binoculars could reach much further out without my legs absolutely needed to move.


Precisely on this very first day of spring on Mother Earth, nature was shining quite brightly through the lenses of the binoculars, and in this fantastic way, I was attracting all the colors around me into my eyes and further into my whole body. Inviting the vibration of all the colors of nature into my body and just sitting with the calmest breathing was absolutely the very best way for me to sincerely enjoy the earliest days of spring. In this way, all my senses could really feel the power of everything in nature that was ready to germinate and bloom with full force and the bright shining support from the Sun.


From my very own hilltop, I could see the whole world around me; at least that was how it felt while looking all over the landscape through my binoculars. Even the big city on the horizon seemed like a collection of miniature dollhouses, and the sizeable tall fir trees almost resembled small matches. The large granite blocks far away looked as if they were just some small stones, and also through the binoculars, I saw how the Sun allowed the last remains of the winter’sice on the mountains to flash like sparkling diamonds before there melt and returned as water to the core of Mother Earth.


On the other side of the village, I could see all the fields with light green grass where the sheep were already preparing for the arrival of the small lambs, which soon would be jumping and dancing around. Between the light-green fields, there was quite a different kind of area called the Stone Field. For some strange reasons, there was a sizeable tall rock standing right in the middle of the field surrounded by 12 big stones. Some people in the village thought the Stone Field was a magical place, but no one knew for sure how and when it had been created. Every year all people from the village came celebrating Midsummer Solstice Night there, and as far as I knew, that tradition with the huge bonfire and the celebration of light had been held for ages.


Once, I tried to get the biggest and most massive stone in the middle of the circle on the Stone Field to tell me why it precisely was standing there. I had put my hand on the big rock and asked it directly, and for a long time, I was waiting patiently for an answer, but nothing happened. Then I tried the same with all the 12 other stones in the outer circle, but none of them told me anything. Finally, I went back to the most massive boulder in the middle, and I considered touching it one last time to be absolutely sure there was nothing it wanted to tell me. But at the very same moment when my hand was approaching the big stone, an exceptionally violent wind came out of the blue and almost overturned me.


Immediately I realized something quite interesting. None of the stones had wanted to tell me why they were standing on the Stone Field; so of course, they had asked the wind to assist them in saying what was necessary. So, I just gently touched the massive boulder in the middle of the circle and told it that I understood, because everyone has their right to keep their secrets.


The heat of spring reached a remarkable level in the air around me, and my nose could sense the temperature rising, even though I was standing upon my very own hilltop so close to the sky-blue sky. My ears began noticing that the singing-birds were slowly moving toward their full volume of spring, and my eyes saw that the Sun's strength indeed was increasing.


When nature was blooming everywhere, it was almost unbearable for my body to be wrapped up in winter clothes, because when sensing all the beautiful vibrations of spring, my body just wanted to dance barefooted. My body also knew very well that dancing was the absolute best way to shake off all old memories about the cold darkness of winter, and I didn’t know a better place to shake a past and previous winter season entirely out of my body than my very own hilltop because high-up in the air, it was just incredibly unique when experiencing dancing with all the sensory-saturating impressions, the breezes, and all the fresh cool air under the shining Sun.


After my barefoot happy-spring-dance, I examined all signs of spring with the binoculars. Everywhere there were visible and clear signs of nature being enormously busy because the Sun suddenly intensely had decided that the last remnants of winter had to be steamed away as quick as possible. All the leaves in the wild nature around me were vibrating with purifying light-green colors, while all the small new growths on the fir trees looked like tiny new fingers, which tilted up and down to the rhythms delivered by the fragrant spring-breeze.


The very first flowers were already stretching toward the sky while preparing for a summer, where they would impress the world with the most beautiful scents and colors once again. Every multi-colored vibration caught by my binoculars were dancing through the lenses and further into my whole body, once again providing my collection of spring memories with a new chapter from Mother Nature containing the brightest and most beautiful colors and frequencies.


While sitting in silence and looking through my binoculars, I was feeling the great pleasure of all the beautiful impressions that spring was providing me. Suddenly one of my eyes was hit by a sharp flash of light coming through one of the lenses. My very first thought was like the frequencies of disappointment and sadness because maybe my binoculars suddenly had been damaged and weren't able to function anymore, and that would have been a quite unbearable loss, especially now spring finally had arrived.


The sharp flash of light had lasted less than a second, but for several minutes, I had a noticeable heartbeat of worries and minor pain in one of my eyes, while carefully examining the binoculars for possible damages. The little but deep crack in one of the lenses that I knew had always been there was the only damage I could see, and that tiny crack could not at all have been the reason why the sharp flash of light suddenly had hit my eye so sharply and hurtful.


When again looking down at the fir trees with my binoculars, the sharp flash of light came back and hit my eye through the cracked lens. This time it was followed by a rainbow light flash, which made the experience even more unimaginable but indeed also quite extraordinary magical. I turned my binoculars in different directions several times, but only when directing them toward the fir trees, the mysteriously flash of light reappeared. It became even more baffling when discovering that without the binoculars, neither the flashing light nor any signs of the rainbow light were visible. It was quite evident that something mysteriously was going on between the fir trees that had created the bright flash of light that my eyes weren't able to see without my binoculars.


For every time I was putting the binoculars up in front of my eyes and was looking down on the fir trees behind the small forest-lake, the flash of light lasted longer and longer while changing colors as if it was trying to gain enough strength to expand and create a gradually brighter and bigger rainbow.


Shortly after, suddenly, the flashing light stopped, and the next second it had transformed itself into a high-vibrating bright rainbow of dancing multi-colored light. Without the binoculars in front of my eyes, I still couldn't see anything unusual between the fir trees. At that moment, I realized that it was only through the cracked lens that it became possible to see the dancing rainbow-light, and that insight really got my curiosity to vibrate intensively. Simultaneously I became extremely interested in finding some explanation and understanding of this strange phenomenon, which had hit me right in only the one eye through a tiny crack in the lens of my binoculars. When there was something that I couldn't quite understand, my curiosity could begin to vibrate quite impatiently. That vibrational wave would become more and more significant until the moment when finally, I had managed to find all the answers that could create some kind of logical explanation and an overview that made sense and thereby fully satisfied my curiosity. But when not quite quickly finding a satisfying logical explanation for what was going on between the trees, my big-toe began its usual annoying itching, and of course, I knew instinctively that no matter what, I indeed had to solve the mystery as soon as possible. I knew for sure that neither the high-vibrating curiosity nor the itchy big-toe would stop their pulsating persuasion-power if not as quickly as possible, I would find some satisfactorily answers that could make them both calm.


Especially one of my earlier experiences with my itchy big-toe, I remember quite clearly. It was an ordinary Sunday when I realized that my big toe wouldn't stop its annoying itching until it was satisfied with my efforts regarding solving a severe problem. In fact, it was the intense itching in the big-toe that woke me that morning, so before I even got out of bed and put my feet on the floor; it was already annoyingly reminding me of a severe problem that needed my full attention. Still, I also already knew very well that going to church with Mother Kerstin would get in the way of finding a solution as soon as possible. And at the same time, I even sincerely doubted that it would be possible at all to solve my problem and thereby take the full responsibility for the very unpleasant mess I had created.


The problematic trouble that had given my big-toe the opportunity to become annoyingly itching was caused by the disappearance of my red cap, and after a whole day and the following night, it was still missing. On the bottom line, I was the main reason why the red cap had become so unhappy that it under no circumstances wanted to be found again. Almost all night, I had prepared my giant excuse for the red cap, and the moment I woke up in the morning, I was already hoping that if I told the whole true story, maybe it would understand and accept my heartfelt apology and also be able to forgive me.


In the kitchen, while eating breakfast, I very slowly and maybe a bit inaccurately tried to explain to Mother Kerstin about my extremely annoying big-toe itching, of course, without revealing anything about the original cause. There was absolutely no reason to make a Sunday morning so complicated that Mother Kerstin suddenly began the process of developing another deep wrinkle of concern in her forehead. But it was quite tough to find the words that convincingly could explain to her why I found it so extremely necessary to stay at home instead of going to church because of a big-toe making an unbearable itching. Such a coincidence is actually totally impossible to explain to a mother who herself never had experienced any kind of essential vital messages caused by itching in her own big-toe. I even ended up taking off my socks, showing her the annoyingly itching big-toe, but in no way, this woke up any understanding of my problem in her.
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