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         Sofia listens to the wind rustling the leaves in the trees outside the window of her flat. The flat is entirely dark, it is two o’clock at night, and no lights are on. Not even the yellow streetlights can reach her as she sits on her sofa with her legs pulled up to her chest. Why, why, why had she taken Marcus back? Now she is sitting here again, crying, in her very comfortable but very ugly pyjamas in the middle of the night. Alone. Dumped. The saddest part is that she, once again, had believed that he had changed. She had taken him back three times in a year, and each time had ended up with her in tears.

         A sob escapes her and her eyes well up again. Sofia breaks a piece of chocolate from her chocolate bar and puts it in her mouth. She chews it with tears running down her face. She doesn’t even care that chocolate gives her acne. She doesn’t have to think about how she looks because nobody cares anymore. Her screen lights up, and she can see all the messages from friends and family members that have tried to contact her during the day. She hadn’t had the energy to answer them. Deep inside, she knows that they would never understand.

         They hadn’t been supportive when she had told them that she was getting back together with him. None of them had thought that it was a good idea for her to let Marcus come crawling back, again and again.

         “You are thirty, hot as fuck and single. You can get whoever you want. What are you even gonna do with that loser?” Her best friend Jonna had said to her the last time he left her.

         Sofia hadn’t even answered her then, but she heard what she said. Now when she sits here again, tired and heartbroken, she remembers the comment. Sofia swallows hard and wipes her tears. She reaches for the lamp on the floor and lights it. The soft light spreads in her neat living room. The comfortable Howard sofa, the beautiful wood flooring, the huge bookshelf full of books, her big Monstera plant and the light grey walls. She loves this flat. But she can’t stay here—everything reminds her of Marcus.

         The spot on the floor where he dropped his phone and it cracked, his favourite place on the sofa that is now shaped after his body, his favourite books in the bookshelf, the walls that he helped her paint and the Monstera that they bought together. No, she can’t stay here. Because she knows that in a few days her doorbell will ring and Marcus will stand there dressed in his best shirt, holding chocolate, flowers or a book that she has always wanted.

         He will beg her to take him back and she will. That’s why she has to leave. Sofia doesn’t have it in her to patch her heart up, only to get it crushed again. This must end. She hates it, but Jonna is right. Marcus is a loser—a hot and fun loser. Perfect in bed. With beautiful, chestnut-brown eyes. No. He is a loser, and she will never let him walk all over her again. This must end, now.

          
   

         Sofia closes the door behind her and locks it. She puts the key in an envelope, closes it and leaves it with her neighbour. She tells him very clearly who will pick it up and when they will arrive. Sofia is nervous when she walks towards the train station and leaves the flat behind. She knows nothing about these people. What if they destroy her flat, and what if there is no cabin when she gets to where she is going. Maybe it was a bad idea, this house swapping thing? She thought about it in the middle of the night and made it happen within 24 hours. And now it is too late to back out.

         She has agreed to swap her flat for a cabin in the middle of nowhere for a month. What was she thinking? The older couple who are coming to live in her flat seem like friendly and responsible people. At least that was the impression she got when she talked to them on the phone earlier and told them where to pick up the key. The woman that Sofia spoke to was nice and described the cabin as picturesque. She told her about sheep, a forest full of blueberries, a wooden boat in a lake, a kitchen garden and, most importantly, only one single neighbour that according to the woman liked to keep to himself.

         The cabin in the woods sounds like it is precisely what Sofia needs right now. She sits down in the quiet section of the train and closes her eyes. She will arrive in four hours. First, she will take the train and then she will change to a bus. Then a taxi will pick her up and take her to her destination. It is going to be a long day, but she manages to stay positive. This is good, she tells herself, this is just what I need. The hours fly by, just like the world outside the windows of the train and the bus. Sofia listens to books, solves crossword puzzles and naps.

         She tries to stay busy to keep the thoughts of him away. Still, he pops up in her mind when she least expects it. Like that time when she saw a couple holding hands, and she thought that it could have been them, her and Marcus. Or when she could smell Marcus’s cologne and though he was close for a moment before she realised that it was a completely different person with the same fragrance. She tries her hardest not to think about him, but her mind keeps circling back to him. Instead of resisting these thoughts she finally lets herself sink into them.

         She lets the sadness wash over her, and all her old brain ghosts come back. Why doesn’t he like her? What is wrong with her? What can she do to get him back—to make him stay? The bus stops and pulls Sofia out of her thoughts. She looks out the window, and when she sees that it’s her stop she stands up quickly, hits her head and hurries off the bus with her heavy suitcase. It is almost cold outside. When she left the city in the morning the air had been humid and hard to breathe, now she can feel her lungs fill up with fresh air. Her body relaxes, and her shoulders and neck feel less tense. This will turn out great. It has to.

          
   

         The taxi turns around on the narrow gravel road and disappears. She stands there alone with her heavy bag. Is this the right address? She can’t see the taxi anymore. She can only hear the sound of its wheels against the gravel growing more distant until it’s gone. All she can hear now is the wind that blows in the treetops, the flies that buzz and the sound of her breath. Nothing else. In the city she was always surrounded by the hustle and bustle of cars, bikes, people and music. It was never quiet there.

         Sofia follows the little path into the forest. She walks for about fifteen minutes before she sees a red cabin appear in the green and brown ocean of trees. Sofia picks up her pace, and she is suddenly excited in a childlike way. She looks forward to sitting down on the sofa in front of a fire, eat her tuna baguette and open a bottle of wine. But first she has to visit the neighbour to get the key to the cabin. She pictures a grey and old man. Strong, marked by time and bitter. She thinks about how the woman said that he likes to keep to himself and exhales. Nice. Because Sofia wants to be left alone—that’s the reason she came out here.
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