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         A lonely blackbird, clear and stubborn, wakes me up early that Thursday morning. The alarm clock on my nightstand shows 06:26 AM. I snuggle down in the warm bed and pull the cover over my head for a moment. Then I remember that I’m alone in bed at six-thirty in our shared bedroom. Ex-shared bedroom. When the clock shows 06:27 AM, the warm sensation has disappeared, and it’s impossible to fall back asleep, just like it has been for the past fourteen days. It feels strange and unnerving to stay in bed, and the lonely bird outside the window annoys me. It flies away from the window ledge as I open the blinds. A black shade sits down in the tree instead.

         Vilma won’t be here until two o’clock. Seven hours. Unbelievable. What are you supposed to do alone in an apartment for seven hours?

         Gustav’s three remaining moving boxes stand in the hall. Thinking about the fact that they will stand there the entire midsummer weekend annoys me immensely. I know I will have an eerie feeling the whole weekend, like when you forget to shut off the coffee brewer. The only difference is that most coffee brewers shut themselves off these days, but Gustav’s moving boxes won’t pick themselves up. He needs to swing by and get them.

         My packed bag is standing next to the boxes. Everything is folded and organised. A clear sign that I have been bored and alone, longing for today so much that the days have moved even slower. Even though things haven’t been right between us for at least a year, he was always around. Even when he was distanced, annoyed and cold, he would walk around in the hall in this exact apartment and reply whenever I asked him something. That’s the worst part, the silence. It’s just the blackbird and me this sunny morning at 06:39 AM. I have never wanted to go to the cottage this bad. And I usually really look forward to it. Like a child. I miss the scent, the feeling that washes over me as soon as I get out of the car. The sound of dried pine needles and gravel under my feet. I miss the sound of the wind rustling through the trees by the promenade like a melody.

         Gustav never felt like he belonged at the cottage. It always made him uncomfortable and stiff. “It’s just a weird vibe here,” he would say. I hated that comment and the tone in his voice when he talked about the cottage. I know what he meant, of course, I do. It is a weird vibe about the small cottage that neither Vilma, mom, nor dad ever felt. They have always walked around there as if it’s just another cottage. Whereas I have always felt the other things.

         Whenever I’m there, I can hear the wind shrieking in the woods and down by the reeds. It became a whistling, a humming, a violin string. Always the same melody. And to me, it’s the melody of my childhood. Just as safe, just as secure. I know it backwards. I hum it when I’m nervous, when I’m scared and when I’m happy. It comes to me when I have sex, it plays in my dreams.

         When I was a child, I was afraid of the whistler, the one I knew was watching me. Fearful that someone would be standing outside the window, behind a tree in the woods, scared that someone would grab me under the water. When I was a child, my father took me in his arms and told the story. He whispered in my ear: “It’s the Neck”.

         I was terrified of finding him, and I always looked. Walked deeper into the woods, to the creek that ran through it. By the time I was a teenager, I had learned to walk it with closed eyes. Only by following the melody. It felt just like someone held my hand, and I can completely relax, knowing that someone is guiding me. One time, I walked into something, felt something warm and soft rub against me. Another hand, a finger grazing the lifeline in the palm of my hand. The first feeling – fear that someone else was there – was conquered by the euphoria and excitement that filled me. I had opened my eyes and gasped from shock and desire. Nobody was there, but I could feel him behind me. The sort of heat that only radiates from another body standing close. I could hear him breathing.
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