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         The line to security in Copenhagen Airport is long and moves at snail pace. I narrow my eyes and try to enter a minimal zen-state, but my sweater itches my skin like a scouring pad in all the places that the tank top leaves exposed, and the heat makes my cheeks simmering pink. I can’t fathom why humankind seems to have agreed that wool is a breathable material. In any case, these retired fur tufts make my whole body feel like I’m in a pressure cooker. But I have to keep the sweater on because I decided before leaving home that I didn’t want to check in my baggage. So, I’m keeping within the limits of hand luggage. Which is pretty difficult to do with a winter wardrobe – even if it is only for a weekend. And even if we rent our equipment once we are there.

         The line moves another sorry inch. Disheartened, I kick the fat-ass suitcase, which is almost as roly-poly as Uncle Mogens after Christmas. So much for saving time at check-in by only bringing hand luggage.

         Finally, I get there.

         “Now it is your turn, miss,” the security guard grins at me.

         He is actually pretty hot. Well-built and with a playful look in his eyes. I pick up my suitcase and turn my head coquettishly in an attempt to bring out the old me. But it probably looks more like a tic. The old Anya feels like ice-ages ago. I used to always be the outgoing type. The one that everyone thinks is a little too much when she’s wearing stilettos and holding a cocktail. But who doesn’t care because it’s all fun and games.

         “Voila, Madame,” he says as he lets me through.

          
   

         I miss the outgoing, flirty Anya – a carefree ‘You only live once’-type of person with an ‘As long as we don’t die’-philosophy. The past few months have been dark. Jonas has left me in a glum chaos where everything feels insurmountable. I can’t be bothered to do anything. Literally anything. Just want to lie under my duvet with closed blinds, and don’t even feel like gobbling down Ben & Jerry’s or watching chick flicks. I just want to be left alone by everyone. Including myself and my thoughts. That’s why I feel most comfortable in bed at the moment. That’s why having to go on this daft ski trip is the last thing I want to do. But maybe it is exactly because I don’t feel like doing anything that I said yes to Maria. In a desperate attempt to get some peace. Because I got sick of listening to her begging.

         “Just come visit me over the weekend,” she tempted over skype. “Then we can go skiing up in the mountains outside of Barcelona. Mountain air and snow is a good way of cleansing. I promise you, your soul will be like new when we are done.”
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