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         As the first snow falls, I long for the simple life. It’s the contrasts that does it. The birch twigs in spring. The summer nettles. Autumn Chestnuts. When winter comes along, all there is, is the birch twigs, the cold and heat.

         We still live apart, you and I. Only a few weeks a year do we meet. Even though I of course miss you sometimes, it feels good to be able to dream of you. As everyone else live their vanilla lives, I can move my weight from one cheek to the other, as I sit in the office chair, and fantasise about sweet bruises. I can hear your orders, dominant but still with a caring affection, which is something that isn’t a given in life.

         Isabella and Lilly. Lilly and Isabella. We’re like two fruits in one tree. You’re the apple, and I’m the pear. Different, but still so similar – the pear can be grafted in the apple tree and taking care of the apple plant. Pear on an apple tree; that is our dynamics. You’re near me and my curves. I’m your fruit to eat.

         We are to celebrate Christmas in our cabin. I haven’t met you since this summer, in many ways the hottest summer I’ve experienced. Kind Bella, slingshot Bella, unpredictable Bella, I look forward to progress with you. I long to be part of your whims again.

         To take the train in winter always takes time. I arrive one hour late; the road is ploughed but it’s snowing again. The steps I take are only half of what they should be – my feet sliding back with each step. It’s four o’clock but the darkness is already settling. Finally, I arrive at the cottage. As I turn from the narrow car road, I need my flashlight. It shines ghostly through the snow-covered firs

         as I plod the last few meters. Because of the snow, I barely see where to turn.

         As I finally reach the garden and open the gate, I start to laugh because in the garden there is the saltire, all dressed up in Christmas decorations with glitter in green and red, and a light strand. It must be driven by batteries since there’s no electricity. Candlelight shines out of the windows, from candelabras in shapes of Christmas trees. The dark grey smoke from the chimney rising to meet the sky.

         Opening the front door, I’m met by a wall of hot air. Not until this moment do I understand how cold the walk has made me.

         You enter from the kitchen, your hair in a ponytail and wearing a red turtleneck sweater with Santas on. Your sleeves are rolled up and you’re wearing an apron. One glance is enough, then the chemistry is lit again. As you throw yourself in my arms, not caring about the melting snow on my clothes, my whole body bubbles.

         “Darling, darling Lilly,” you say, your face buried in my jacket. Then you let go and hurry back to the kitchen. “The butterscotch!”

         I remove my overcoat and leave my rucksack with presents in the hall. Then I walk into the kitchen, my feet in a pair of soft sheepskin slippers.

         While you wildly stir the saucepan with butterscotch, I sit down on one of the pinewood chairs, relaxing.

         “Can I help?” I finally ask.

         You give me a cutting board with something green on. “Chop nettles,” you say before going back to the saucepan.

         My mouth falls open. Literally. “Where did you find nettles this time of year?”

         “I picked them before leaving last time I was here, and froze them.”

         You are relentless, whisking hard, your muscles strong. I think of that time, in the summer, when you spanked me with a bouquet of nettles, until all of them broke.




OEBPS/images/9788726354881_cover_epub.jpg





