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Prologue 




It was a quiet summer night in Södermalm, Stockholm. The asphalt felt cold beneath my feet, and the night's stillness was broken only by the sound of my footsteps. Suddenly, a harsh sound cut through the night, and I barely had time to react before a fist emerged from the darkness and struck my head, and my world went black. When I woke up twelve hours later, my life had changed forever. 



I am one of Europe's leading royal correspondents, with almost two decades of close collaboration with European royal houses. I have spent most of my adult life covering and reporting on families protected behind walls and protocol. That night, there was no protective wall for me. No ceremony or title could shield me from the brutal assault and rape that left me alone, vulnerable, and terrified. But I quickly realised that life would never be the same, and what followed was a journey of self-discovery and personal growth.

When I awoke with bloody hands and an aching body, a wave of despair and confusion washed over me. What had happened? How had I gotten home? It wasn't just my body that was broken – my entire world had crumbled. At first, I tried to deny what had happened. I desperately searched for a logical explanation, something that could diminish the pain and fear that had taken hold of me. But the realisation crept in, step by step until I could no longer run away. I was forced to face the darkest part of myself and found unexpected strength there.

That strength wasn't a powerful explosion of energy but an ember slowly burning deep within me. I had always been self-destructive, but after the assault, a new force awakened within me that I had never felt before. From the brutal rape, a new insight was born – an insight into my strength and dignity.

This book is my story of how, through the most painful experiences, I learned to rise, continue fighting, and finally regain control of my life.

Being a royal correspondent means living in a world where perfection and success are what show on the surface. I have watched royalty master their roles with a composure and strength that has inspired millions. That night in Södermalm, as I lay there battered and alone, I felt as far removed from that composure and strength as it's possible to be. In that abyss, I discovered something fundamental about myself – I didn't need to be perfect to have worth. I just needed to survive, and I found new meaning in that survival.

I have titled this book "Eljest". Eljest is a beautiful dialectal word from the inland of northern Sweden, where I grew up. It means to be different, somewhat unique, and sometimes even divergent. To be 'eljest' means to walk your path, even when the world wants you to fit in. I have always felt eljest, and I embrace it with pride today. In this book, you will read how this word has permeated my life, from my upbringing in Norrland to my years as a royal correspondent and author, and how the meaning of that word gradually turned from shame into a source of strength.

Sometimes, it can feel as if the whole world is against you. I think of all the young men and boys who today struggle with mental health issues and suicidal thoughts. I was one of them, and I have written this book for their sake and for their loved ones. By sharing my journey, I hope to offer something more than just my story – I want to give hope. It's not a manual on how to live life, but it is the story of how I found my way through the darkness. And if I can do it, so can you.

How do we deal with a reality where our security has been shattered? What makes us whole again? These questions are at the heart of my life, and they're questions I know many others are asking. I've been down many times, but I've always managed to get up again. That journey, with all its ups and downs, is what this book is about. It's a map of my survival, and I want you, dear reader, to understand that you're not alone and that there is hope. No matter how dark it may seem, there is a way out.

My relationship with the European royal families has been both a blessing and a curse. It has given me a platform, a voice, but it has also meant that I've lived with a constant struggle to maintain a facade. That night, after the attack, that facade collapsed. I realised that I could no longer hide behind my professional success. I had to confront what had happened, and in that confrontation I found a new kind of freedom. A freedom to be myself without having to live up to the expectations of others.

This book is the result of that freedom. It's a cry from my heart to all those who are struggling, to all those who feel like outsiders in a world that tries to force us to fit in. I want you who hold this book in your hands to know that it's okay to be different. It's alright not to always be strong, to need help, to be vulnerable. Moments of weakness teach us who we truly are.

You are not alone on this journey to survive, to live. Wherever you are on your journey, I hope this book can be a friend along the way, a little guide.

Let's start this journey together.








  
  
The rape 




Late one August night in the summer of 2023, I was struck in the head, leaving me unconscious for twelve hours. That assault would change my life, how I see myself and how I view other people. 



I hadn't taken more than a few steps when I saw someone running towards me at full speed. I turned around, and then everything went black. Twelve hours later, I woke up in bed at my flat. I had been sleeping on my stomach, which was odd as I never do that. I immediately sensed something was wrong. Looking around, I saw the entire bed was covered in blood, and life would never be the same.

It all began when one of my dearest friends, Marianne Djudic, had invited me to her birthday party at her flat near Nytorget in Södermalm, Stockholm, on 18 August 2023. The wine was flowing freely, alternating with homemade sandwich cake and biscuits. Outside the flat, the simultaneous Nytorget Festival was in full swing, a city festival with artists, performances, plenty of food and jubilant revellers. As Marianne's party began winding down, I was the last to remain, along with her eldest son Axel. We had time to discuss life's big and small moments before I decided to head home. By then, it was 3:15 on Saturday morning, 19 August.

Slightly tipsy, I started my seven-minute walk home. There was no trace of the Nytorget Festival. Everyone had left the area, which felt empty and desolate. I turned onto my usual route along Bondegatan, feeling cheerful – both from the good red wine and a successful evening spent with so many wonderful friends. That's when the blow came, everything went black – and I woke up at home.

My first instinctive reactions were to check for my mobile phone, bank cards and keys. Yes, everything was in place. On the kitchen table lay a taxi receipt with the information: journey from Södersjukhuset to Folkungagatan. Time: 05:15. Blimey! Had I been to SÖS (Södersjukhuset Hospital) during the night? What on earth had I been doing there? Confused, I rang yesterday's party hostess Marianne and told her what had happened. She told me to immediately log into 1177 (the healthcare portal) to see if there was anything in my medical records. There I found the peculiar information: "admitted as emergency, left against our advice". This was becoming increasingly bizarre. Suddenly, I had two tiny fragments of memory. One of talking to a woman in a lit room, and another of sitting in a taxi on my way home. I felt everything becoming more and more unsettling. Despite having been properly drunk throughout my life, I'd never had memory blackouts. Never ever in my entire life. At the same time, I felt something in my underwear. Good Lord, I thought. Had I soiled myself as well? But it wasn't faeces, it was blood. Lots of blood.

I rang Södersjukhuset to ask if there was more information about my visit during the night. But no. When I then told them about my discoveries at home, all the blood and the pain I was feeling in my body, the woman at the switchboard asked me to wait a moment. I was then transferred to the "Emergency Department for Rape Victims". Rape victims? I was taken aback. Of course I hadn't been raped. "Who would want to rape an ugly old poof?" I heard myself say, loud and clear. The kind woman on the other end wanted to book an appointment so we could talk properly. I agreed and also promised not to shower or change clothes before my visit. "Bring clean clothes with you instead," the friendly voice on the phone advised. Done deal. I ordered a taxi to Södersjukhuset in Södermalm, Stockholm. I took the lift to the fourth floor on rather unsteady legs and rang the doorbell. A sweet woman opened the door and asked if I was Roger. She then told me she was the one I'd spoken to on the phone an hour earlier. She led me to a carefully furnished consultation room. It wasn't the usual sterile hospital environment, which I could undoubtedly confirm, having had a frequent visitor's pass to hospitals in Sweden throughout much of my life.

The safe environment and shown kindness provided calm, despite the enormous anxiety and uncertainty I felt in every cell of my body. What the hell had actually happened to me? I quickly thought that perhaps I had fallen and caused the injuries myself – since I'm terribly clumsy. That could absolutely be a possibility, and moreover, a logical and bearable explanation. Soon it was time for a medical examination. The kind nurse had been joined by another pleasant woman who turned out to be the doctor. I went into an examination room and the first thing I saw was the large gynaecological chair along one of the walls. My stomach turned when I thought of all the women who had been forced into it over the years, violated and severely injured.

As a bloke, you don't need to sit in that chair, but the examination that awaited me was nevertheless very exposing and difficult. The ladies examining me spoke calmly to me throughout, explaining how the examination would proceed. They essentially described an episode of the crime TV series "CSI". They would document all my new injuries using a camera. And there were quite a few. As soon as we could locate an injury together, they placed a measuring stick in the form of a sticker under the wound, which was then photographed.

They quickly found two large bleeding open wounds on the back of my head, strangulation marks around my neck, scratch marks on my chest, bruises on my hands and finally, a large bleeding wound near the anal opening. Having your bottom examined as a gay man isn't particularly strange. Most gay men get that when they do their "10,000-mile service" with healthcare to rule out or discover any potential STDs. But this time it was incredibly distressing, and the open wound they found was stinging and very painful.

The medical staff then took care of my bloody underwear. They were immediately sent to the police laboratory for DNA testing. I was also examined with swabs for thorough forensic evidence collection. After this, I could finally take a shower, and it was the warmest, most wonderful and longest shower I'd ever taken. For the first time since the assault, a sense of calm settled in, and like all the rooms in the Emergency Department for Rape Victims, even the bathroom was warm and cosy, decorated with beautiful tiles and green plants. Apparently, there had previously been a patient hotel in these rooms, which is one of the reasons why patients are spared the sterile and dreary hospital environment. After the shower, I received a much-needed snack consisting of a sandwich, a couple of biscuits and a cup of tea before I got my first of three hepatitis shots. These are given to provide the body with extra protection against various diseases.

You could say that normally I'm a bit of a medical nightmare. A patchwork of illnesses. Because I take blood-thinning medication for my irregular heart, I must always be carefully examined – if, for example, I've fallen or been physically injured in other ways. Since I had two bleeding wounds in the back of my head and difficulty breathing after the strangulation attempts on my neck, it was important that I got X-rays of my head and chest as soon as possible. As I'm fairly used to spending time in A&E, I was well prepared for these examinations to take a long time. That same evening, the Midnight Run was taking place around Södermalm, which led to major road closures and very few patients making it to Södersjukhuset. Therefore, I received help relatively quickly. The doctors could confirm that I had no internal bleeding and could thus go home after a couple of hours. I had also found out that I had indeed been in A&E the night before and that I had snuck home because I wanted to sleep in my own bed. That explained the two tiny memory fragments I had from the previous day where I saw myself in a taxi heading home and talking to someone at the hospital. Since healthcare has no right to force patients to stay, I was free to go home. However unwise that decision may have been. When I finally lay in my bed at home, the real shock set in. It took quite a while before I could finally fall asleep, and before I did, I decided to report this vile assault to the police.



Life can change for all of us in a second. In my case, I had to make a choice. Either I would fall apart or I would move forward. It was about living or dying. Making that decision isn't obvious and is much harder than it sounds.



So what does it mean to choose to live on after a violent crime? In my case, I made a decision. I had a very strong desire to move forward, and one of the reasons I could do so was that life up until that event hadn't been particularly easy.



I would report the crime to the police! Not primarily to catch the perpetrator but to show myself that I have an inviolable worth. I quickly mobilised my inner circle; I needed to place the event outside myself by articulating it to others, in my own words.



I contacted my old counsellor who over the years had become a close friend. She's a professional at listening, she's trauma-trained and the world's best fellow human being. I feel very strong trust in her, and she's the one with whom I'm most open and transparent.



I also did something as simple as buying my favourite chocolate. I allowed myself ordinary everyday luxuries, and I think everyone who feels bad should think about that. We need to spoil ourselves sometimes.



Naturally, it was also important to prepare myself for many and long treatment periods after the trauma, but in different ways, life had prepared me for this event.








  
  
Growing up 




I was an odd bird growing up in a time and a world very different from today. I felt early on that I didn’t belong in my home village. I experienced self-hatred, and I linked my self-hatred to my sexuality. It got to the point where I tried to end my life. I was looking for a lifeline to dream myself away into another reality. That world became the royal house. 



I was born in 1974, a year that was eventful in many ways, both at home and abroad. Sweden finally won the Eurovision Song Contest with ABBA and their entry ’Waterloo’, in which US president Richard Nixon was forced to resign after the Watergate scandal, and there was a worldwide petrol shortage due to the international oil crisis. Carl XVI Gustaf had only been King of Sweden for a year, the military junta in Greece had been forced to relinquish power, and Björn Skifs was number one in the US charts with ’Hooked on a Feeling’ with the group Blue Swede. Sweden was a completely different country then than it is now. We weren’t a member of the European Community, and travelling abroad wasn’t very common. There were only two channels on television, and all Swedes watched the same programme simultaneously.

I grew up in a small inland municipality in Västerbotten called Norsjö, geographically about 80 kilometres from Skellefteå and 75 kilometres from Lycksele. When I was born, my mother took a taxi to the hospital in Lycksele, and I made a rather undramatic entrance a few hours after midnight on 20 November 1974. The taxi driver was terrified that my mother would give birth in the car, as she was travelling alone and my father had to stay at home to look after my older brother. But to the great joy of my mother and the taxi driver, they arrived in Lycksele long before I did.

Norsjö, like most other small municipalities in Sweden, has big problems with depopulation, and at the moment, there are less than 4,000 people living in my home municipality. When I was growing up, the situation was very different. In my neighbourhood alone, there were children in every house and always someone to play with. My family consisted of my parents and my brother, who was four years older than me. There was also usually a long-haired dachshund in the house.

Norsjö is a village full of creativity. For over a hundred years, the people here have shown artistic talent and a great interest in sport. Ernst Alm and Oskar Lindberg, the winners of the first two Vasalopp (a Swedish cross country-ski race), came from Norsjö. So did Martin Lundström, who won two Olympic gold medals in cross-country skiing in St Moritz, Switzerland, in 1948. He was a relative of mine and a very likeable person. Other sports that have been popular in Norsjö are ice hockey, football, and volleyball (which is still a sport in which the local team has national success). Every summer, there’s a big beach volleyball competition, and the whole community comes alive.

Look at Norsjö’s page on Wikipedia under ’famous people with links to Norsjö’. You will strangely find me alongside such greats as singer Tommy Körberg, Swedish Academy member Torgny Lindgren and author Stieg Larsson, the man behind the international crime thriller ’Millennium’.

Another fun fact about Norsjö is that this is where they came up with a “Keyhole Label” to put on healthy food in Sweden. In the 1980s, the so-called “Norsjö project” aimed to improve public health in areas such as cardiovascular disease and diabetes by getting people to eat better and exercise more. In 1985, local shops started labelling healthy products with the Keyhole label, which is now alive and well in all Scandinavian countries. I still remember how, as ten-year-olds, we would sigh loudly at some of the healthy and sometimes not-so-healthy dishes served in the school canteen.

At first, my childhood in Norsjö was very safe and harmonious. I had lots of friends and a loving family. My grandmother called me Glader (Happy), after one of Snow White’s dwarfs, because I always had a smile on my face and life seemed relatively carefree. However, this changed when I reached puberty, and my everyday life became tough in many ways.
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