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         “What are you doing for Midsummer?” Malin asked. 

         “I was supposed to celebrate on the west coast with my extended family. But most of them are going abroad this year, so we decided to postpone the celebration until next year.”

         “So… you won’t be celebrating at all?”

         Malin sounded surprised. 

         “I mean, the Midsummer party is still on. But my closest family members won’t be able to make it, so I actually decided to stay at home instead, because...”

         “In the city?”

         A regulatory violation in Malin’s world. Looking at her face, I could see that she was trying to figure out how to respond to this. She was a bit dramatic.

         “Yes.”

         “You can’t do that,” Malin said and laughed, flashing me her characteristic, big smile. “We’re going to Dalarna. Me and Marcus are bringing Therese and Jessica. You should come, too.”

         Malin and I got to know each other through university, as we’re in the same literature class. Therese and Jessica too, but I don’t know them as well as I know Malin. I considered her offer for a moment. Considered if it would feel odd to go with her to her cabin and celebrate this holiday with them. But then I just said: 

         “I would love to.”

         And I meant it. 

         That’s when we decided that I would join them on their trip to Dalarna. 

          
   

         *

          
   

         When I step out of the car, I’m greeted by the most beautiful Swedish idyll imaginable. The sun is high, shining between a couple of fluffy clouds scattered on a bright blue sky. The birches are high and golden green. Further down the slope, a lake spreads out with a magical, magnificent splendor. The water is glistening. The heat grazes my naked arms and legs like a friendly touch. The summer is showing its best sides. And I instantly fall in love with this place. The cottage we’re staying in is so dreamy. Red façade, white corners and paned windows. A beautiful place, well taken care of – it looks like something straight out of an old painting. 

         “You can take the guest room,” Malin says. 

         “But what about Therese and Jessica? Do they have a place to sleep?”

         “They’ll take the couch and the mattress. And Markus sleeps with me.”

         I step into the room and make myself at home. The room is decorated in white and blue colors, and the furniture is old but in good shape. I crack open a window and hear the buzzing noise from bumblebees and bees in the tall grass outside. I can’t hear so much as a whisper from the city and my obligation – all of that is remote and distant. I sit down on the bed and let the calmness and countryside harmony sink in and wash over my body. It settles in inside my chest, and I feel at home. 

         We spend the rest of the day planning for tomorrow. We clean, we help organize the kitchen. Later that evening, Jessica cries:

         “Seven different flowers! We need to pick seven different flowers and put them under our pillows and then dream about the person we’ll marry one day.”

         “Let’s do it!” I say enthusiastically like a child. “We have nothing to lose!”

         Everybody laughs. We go out together. Markus stays inside, but the rest of us go out into the meadow and look for seven different flowers. We’re all surprised to learn that it’s easier said than done, but eventually we did it. The night had come crawling by then, and there was a fog around the lake, stretching beyond the birch stems and the pine trees. A breeze sweeps across my legs, and the grass is wet as we walk barefoot through it on our way back to the house. Eventually, we say good night and I go to my room. I reverentially put the flowers under my pillow. Can’t help but smile. This tradition must be a hundred years old. Picking flowers to dream about the one you’ll love and be loved by. Wasn’t there something similar about a well, too? That you would see her face if you walk up to the well at a specific time, probably midnight, and look down into the water? Just superstition, of course. But still beautiful.
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