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			To Charlotte, who has given me three wonderful boys, 

			never-ending love and friendship.  

			









			Somewhere between past and future is where we live…. 

			and can make the past something not regretted but enjoyed. 

			Memory can stifle and constrain or it can free and enable. 

			Remembering becomes an active faith in the future.

			(Dr Jane Williams, British theologian)
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			Do not spoil what you have by desiring what you have not; 

			remember, that what you now have

			was once among the things you only hoped for.

		



			A text by Epicurus I found on Frederik’s laptop

			So, what did he hope for? What did he have? And why wasn’t it enough for him? How and why did he end up in a tunnel with no escape except suicide. 

			Why couldn’t we, his parents, keep him alive? How do we keep alive happy memories of him and our own joy of life when we are plagued by guilt and still do not understand that he would not live? 

			These are some of the questions this book is about. 

			We had a lovely, happy boy. Then we didn’t. He disappeared into that state of silence and depression which consumes so many teenagers and young adults.

			At last, he started to return from the darkness. At least we thought so, but one day he was gone forever with no prior warning. Just a farewell notice on his phone.

			“That’s it,” he wrote in goodbye. Yes, maybe for him, but not for us who were left with grief, loss, despair, feelings of guilt and questions. Why? Yes, why?

			He gave some answers himself in a kind of life story to his psychiatrist and in two diaries. They are two of the book’s main stories, and therefore Frederik is on the cover as the author.

			A third narrative is my comments on his descriptions and a fourth is an account of the first, chaotic time after his death.

			The fifth and final main story is a retrospective and status of what it is like to live with a child who chose death instead of life and us. 

			Deep down, I don’t feel he had the right to do that. Suicide is the most egocentric act, irreversible and often with enormous consequences for the people around the person. That’s why there are still times when I’m angry with Frederik. Angry that he didn’t give life another chance, that he didn’t give me, his mother, his brothers and others a chance to save him. Angry that he has made his mother permanently unhappy. But also angry at myself that I didn’t realize how he felt deep down and took the extra step that could have made a difference. 

			Like Frederik, I’m not good at feelings – neither at showing them nor writing about them – but a story like this cannot be written without reaching deep into your own soul. Opening the file with the script has always been a struggle. For this reason, this book has been almost 10 years in the making. 

			Frederik’s life and death are unique events. He was a complicated person, and fortunately his case is not typical. Although in many ways it is an account by and about a particular person and family, I think it contains something general. Something that young people in the same type of life crisis can use, hopefully to avoid choosing the same way out as him.

			Also, something that parents, family or people with a professional relationship with vulnerable young people can learn from. They can make a difference if they know what to look for and can pick up on the signals that all young people in crisis give out, but which are often overlooked. Signs that my wife and I did not see or did not act on in our youngest son.

			Teens’ and young people’s mental health is an ever-increasing problem in today’s society. Suicide is the leading cause of death among young men. Every year, hundreds of young people commit suicide in Denmark alone. They do it for many reasons, but often pressured by their own and others’ expectations, which destroy their hopes for a brighter future, a better life. 

			The Covid pandemic in 2020-2021 caused levels of anxiety, loneliness, and depression to rise, especially among young people. The pandemic also showed how dependent we as humans are on each other. It seems to have created a better understanding of introverts and the risks associated with social isolation. Over time, this can hopefully mean that people who are not extrovert and self-promoting get more attention and recognition.

			It was probably Frederik’s misfortune in life to be so quiet and reserved. No one – parents, siblings, family, teachers, psychologists, psychiatrists or friends – saw how unhappy he was deep down. Everyone thought he was just a quiet nature who didn’t show his emotions openly. We helped him as best we could to overcome his social anxiety, and we thought he had succeeded. He sought help from a psychiatrist in Denmark, got an outgoing job, got his dream semester in Miami and was part of a group in Miami where students with the same problem received counseling.

			No one noticed what lay deepest in him. Maybe he just looked too healthy, fit and well-groomed. Perhaps he never reached the helping hands that were held out. Maybe he didn’t grab the hands.

			I hope that young people who are struggling with life and contemplating suicide will find similarities in Frederik’s stories about a long struggle against bullying, depression, loneliness and social anxiety. That my descriptions of the years after Frederik’s death can make them think differently. Everyone has some near and dear ones who will be affected if they commit suicide, and there is, I think, always a light at the end of the tunnel, a hope for a better life, even if it continues to be a struggle. 

			Frederik’s texts were in Danish, but he made exceptions in his diary from Miami. Most of the emotional passages were written in English. It is not unusual to create distance from big emotions and fateful decisions in this way.

			I would like to thank Liz Jensen and Jenle Hallund for taking the time to read an early draft and give me valuable comments and advice.

			My wife Charlotte has read the manuscript and supported me throughout the process. It showed that our memories were sometimes quite different, but not contradictory. I have made every effort to describe everything as accurately and truthfully as possible.

			Frederik was one of life’s quiet existences. Someone who didn’t draw much attention, but as his texts and comments from teachers show, someone who had great potential that was just never realized. The book is my silent tribute to him and a way to keep him alive in my memory.



			Aalborg, December 2024

			Uffe Westerberg
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			Frederik spent his last months in Florida, at the University of Miami. He studied biochemistry at the University of Copenhagen, but had applied and was one of only two students from Denmark to get a semester in Miami. 

			When will you be home? his mother asked in the last WhatsApp conversation we had with him. He didn’t answer. He only had a few hours left of his life, and ”home” was for him Miami. We realized this when we read the diary that Frederik wrote from October 28 to December 17, 2014. In it he recorded his experiences, thoughts and plans. I found it on his iPhone. 

			On October 14, he had contacted the Student Counselling Service and told them that he was lonely and had social anxiety. The very next day, he became part of a group of students who met for interviews with the counselling staff once a week. He also filled out a questionnaire, and the answers showed no immediate danger of suicide or the risk of harming other people. On the other hand, his answers scored high on the subject of Social Anxiety and to a lesser extent on Depression and Academic Distress.

			Frederik refused personal counseling, but participated in seven of nine meetings for his group. On November 5th, he did not show up, and he cancelled on December 10, which was the last planned meeting for the group before the Christmas holidays. 

			He didn’t tell us that he had sought help. He didn’t even mention the weekly meetings in his journal, but perhaps they inspired him to start the journal. It follows here, unedited, but with a few explanations of abbreviations, concepts and names. It is the development in it that is important in order to understand how he – and probably others in a similar situation – through a form of self-hypnosis developed an increasing tunnel vision that shut out all solutions other than suicide.

			I have read the diary countless times. In some cases, with professional glasses and repressed emotions, because the text needs to be included in a book. Most times as a father who is shaken and ashamed every time: this is my child, my boy, and I knew or realized nothing. After all, we were so similar that I should have reacted and acted on the few times during his time in Miami when my shit detector picked up something. Not just have dismissed it with ”it’s Frederik”, or ”he’ll probably grow out of it just like you did”. Not just have chosen the easy solution.

			Afterwards, it doesn’t help to repent or feel guilty. It is in the present that one must act, even if one has to act on the basis of an intangible emotion. Maybe that (or I or we) could have saved Frederik.

			Alone and depressed in Miami

			
				
					28/10

				

			

			Start on diary. 

			Tells mom about Cali (California, ed.) and Hawaii (he had a plan to surf there after the semester, ed.). 

			Sitting in stacks 7th fl. 

			Protein Exam 2

			Halloween at Pearson. Floor crawl.

			One RA (Residential Assistant, ed.) takes pictures of me while another RA rolls toilet paper around me. 

			Says to a black girl who loves pizza, ”upstairs”, ”on every floor”, when she asks me and someone else where there is pizza. 

			
				
					29/10

				

			

			Heat match in the evening.  

			
				
					30/10

				

			

			Waking up at night. Peyton is sitting and working. I think he’s up because he can’t sleep because I snore. He’s still sitting there at 8.30 a.m., so he’s probably been sitting there all night, I find out later that he had to hand in his assignment at 12 a.m.. 

			At 507, Latina, who also lives at Pearson, asks me if we had a quiz for today. I must have looked surprised when she laughs and apologizes for making me uneasy. 

			Homecoming concert in the evening. 

			Everyone is dressed up in the evening and going to 		Halloween parties. 

			
				
					31/10

				

			

			Sitting on a glider in front of Mahoney-Pearson for most of the day

			and prepares for 323. While I’m in the toilet and have left my bag and papers outside, a girl comes over and sits down opposite my things. The first time that I have seen any person sit down at a glider where there was someone they did not know. She talks to someone shortly after I get out there, and it sounds as if she is 	from abroad. 

			First day when I fall asleep during my nap. 

			Homecoming in the evening. Parade, boat burning and fireworks. I think it’s pretty cool and gets a little school spirit. 

			Halloween is today. 

			People are also dressed up today and going to parties. 

			
				
					1/11

				

			

			Homecoming football game vs North Carolina 12.30 p.m. 

			Space Jam in Cosford Cinema. 

			
				
					2/11

				

			

			Sitting outside before brunch in jeans and sweater. Very cold. 

			Last soccer match

			
				
					3/11

				

			

			323 Exam II. 

			New computer. 

			Flu shot.

			
				
					4/11

				

			

			Have woken up early (7 a.m.) the last few days due to winter time.  

			
				
					6/11

				

			

			Wake up before 7a.m. and can’t sleep again. The first time I 	experience what others often do, actual exam stress. 

			Cancer midterm exam.

			Innate exam III.

			
				
					7/11

				

			

			Lying by the pool.

			Volleyball in the evening. 

			
				
					8/11

				

			

			Holds the elevator door for TF in the morning.

			Scavenger Hunt with Pearson on South Beach. I talk relatively much with Ali and Lisa. Lisa gives me her chicken breast while we eat lunch. 

			It’s been a long time since I’ve talked to anyone so much, even though I didn’t really talk to them that much. But it was a lot compared to how little I have talked to others in the last long while. 

			22 Jump Street in Cosford Cinema. 

			See TF again in the afternoon. 

			
				
					9/11

				

			

			Volleyball. 

			Mom and Dad write about Christmas. 

			
				
					10/11

				

			

			Dumb and Dumber 2 in Cosford Cinema. 

			
				
					11/11

				

			

			New groups for cancer. Sitting in the middle between the other two when we answer together. 

			Seeing Ali from last Saturday at the entrance to Pearson. She says hello, but I can’t see her very well because I just put in lenses. I only find out that it was her after she walked past me. 

			
				
					12/11

				

			

			I walk past Ali along Stanford Dr. on my way to the library after dinner, but I don’t think she recognizes me, because I’m wearing glasses and because it’s dark. A car also honks just before we pass each other, so she looks to the side.  

			
				
					14/11

				

			

			Lying by the pool. 

			Pep rally at SAC patio. 

			Basketball game in the evening. 

			
				
					15/11

				

			

			FSU day. 

			Talking to Mike/Sage and his black friend. He attends UCF and is in Miami to see his cousin who is a cheerleader. Talking about the World Cup and soccer. He thinks that Denmark is the capital ”or something like that” of Germany. 

			
				
					16/11

				

			

			I dream that I’m home in Denmark for Christmas and I’m very depressed about it and can’t handle it at all.

			Talk: Danny asks if I’ve been playing soccer when I walk past him, Roxy and Hannah in the hallway in the afternoon, after I’ve been out for a run. 

			
				
					17/11

				

			

			Lying by the pool. 

			Sitting in the library in the evening. 

			Talk: not with anyone. 

			Without faith in the future and in life  

			On 18 November, Frederik mentions thoughts of suicide for the first time in his diary. The next day, the name “Mad Hol” appears. Frederik was on Facebook when he stumbled upon the story of Madison Holleran, a successful and popular student at Penn State University in Pennsylvania. 

			She was an accomplished athlete and soccer player, and also a student with high grades. In many ways, she resembled Frederik, except that she had many friends and a close relationship with her parents. She couldn’t stand the pressure of having to become successful in all fields and ended her life by jumping off the roof of a parking garage on January 17, 2014. 

			Her story received a lot of media coverage and was instrumental in both Penn State and other universities being pressured into initiatives that could improve the study environment and student counseling. 

			November 18 was a month after his first meeting with the Student Counselling Service, where he did not mention suicide as something he was considering. He also did not tell us that he had sought help and does not mention it in the diary.

			
				
					18/11

				

			

			Quite depressed in the morning. Thinking that I am not going home

			to Denmark. And that I wouldn’t be able to do it. I decide that I have to end it all before that, while I can bring myself to do it, but feel better in the evening. 

			Am about to run into Spanish girl on bike next to dining hall; We say sorry to each other. 

			See knee girl in the dining hall this evening. 

			Talk: only with group about quiz for 367. 

			
			
			19/11

			

			Reading about MadHol by chance through fb (Facebook, ed). 

			I don’t believe that my life will be a success. 

			This thing they call life and that I have 60 or 70 years left of. I’m not going to be able to do that very well.

			I am not going back to Denmark alive.

			I’m gonna make the most of it. I’m not going back. 

			How to Train your Dragon II in Cosford Cinema. 

			
				
					20/11

				

			

			Hear about FSU shooting. 

			On the way back from breakfast, I swipe my card at the entrance of Pearson while a super pretty girl opens the door. We both take the stairs, and when she goes out to the second floor, she holds the door and smiles, and I smile back. 

			I hope that this will get attention and make people, who can’t make it in life, get help. Choosing the same date and end as 	MadHol may backlash, but will probably result in more 		attention to the matter.

			I have done what I wanted and have gotten to the US and Miami and I will go to Hawaii. After that, it will end. There is no life for me in Denmark. I have to end it while the best time for it is there and before I go back. 

			I have made my decision. I am not going back. If I go back, everything will be as before and I will get nowhere. 

			I actually feel, it’s ok that it all has to end. Which MadHol was, too, it seems.

			Am in the elevator with Hannah (RA at 7th) in the afternoon. She asks, how are you? and we’re talking about Thanksgiving break. She might think that I looked a bit alone and sad, but when we talk, I smile a lot, and she probably gets a different impression. Actually, fine with me, as long as she sees that I’m happy when I talk to others.

			
				
					21/11

				

			

			If MadHol was so perfect, but still made an end of it all, what does it look like when I’m not like that at all, but still do the same thing. But that doesn’t make it worth living. So, in a way, I’m so depressed that I can’t even put an end to it all. But I still don’t want to go back to Denmark. On the other hand, if MadHol was so perfect, then I can probably also end it all when I won’t be able to succeed in life. 

			I’m just not cut out to live a proper life, where I achieve a lot that can make life happy. And if that’s how it turns out, then I’d rather stop here. 

			If I go back to Denmark and live on and time passes, I won’t be able to do the things I want to. And if I can’t, then I don’t want to be here. It’s best to end it over here, where I have the chance to do it and where I can bring myself to do it. 

			
				
					22/11

				

			

			I am not going back to Denmark alive. 

			If I go back to Denmark, it will only go downhill from there. 

			If I can’t end it all over here and go back to Denmark, it will be 	a huge defeat. 

			If it is to look like a planned event, it must happen over here (the same day as MadHol). If I do it in Denmark, it will be much too difficult for me, and it will look spontaneous and unplanned. 

			Others may also conclude that I was not happy to be back and then start asking questions. 

			
				
					23/11

				

			

			Last volleyball game.

			From the outside, it may look like I have some obsession 		with MadHol.

			I’m not going back to Denmark. 

			I’m still reasonably sure that it has to end. I’m not going back 	to Denmark. 

			I’m not one of those people who succumb to performance pressure or make too high and perfectionistic demands on myself. My 	demands on myself and my life are not particularly high. I’m doing well in some respects, but I’m far from as high an achiever as so many others. From the outside, it may seem that I do not feel that I can live up to my own demands about how my life should be in the future. But I think that if I can’t live up to my own demands, which I don’t think are very high, then it’s not worth continuing. 

			It’s not a cry for help, because I don’t believe that whatever help there is can be of any use or change my mind. 

			I have lost faith in the future and life. And I don’t see what can change that. 

			What can one say when one reads these frank reflections? It is terrible that a young person can write such a matter-of-fact description of his own situation and his reflections on the future or lack thereof. 

			It was to get much worse.

			A break for Thanksgiving

			In October, Frederik and I discussed what he was going to do during the Thanksgiving holiday, when the university shut down completely for a week. The university was supposed to have arranged for foreign students to stay with employees and their families, but for some reason it didn’t happen.

			Charlotte and I then insisted that he visit one of our friends, either in Washington, D.C., or in California. We couldn’t make the trip to Florida ourselves, because 	Charlotte had just had surgery on her back, and we were also in the process of planning to move from Rold to 	Aalborg, where we had taken over my mother’s house and had it rebuilt. 

			Instead, we suggested that I could come to the US and spend Christmas with him before he went on to Hawaii.

			Frederik chose to spend Thanksgiving in California and arranged the trip. In Los Angeles, he rented a car, a smart, red Chevrolet Camaro convertible, and drove up the coast. Along the way, he continued the diary.

			
				
					24/11

				

			

			There’s nothing wrong with being in the US. But things don’t last forever. So, I’m going to make the most of things and then end it. I’m like some terminally ill patient who has some bucket list to go through before dying. 

			I think that 7500 kroner (around $1000, ed.)  is a bit much to spend for 4.5 days in California. But it’s really just about making the most of the last time.

			Arrived in Cayucos. It’s actually good to be here. 

			On the way up here, I got a little bit of cold feet when it came to finishing it all. Was probably because I went to a new place and got my thoughts turned on something else. 

			Had the same travel anxiety at the airports and on the plane as 	to NYC. I did take half a pill before bed and a whole one when I got up.

			
				
					25/11

				

			

			Woke up at half past six and went for a run on the beach. Thought: what would MadHol do. But also, because I was up so early and might as well run now that I’m in such a place. 

			Talking to mom and dad on the phone after Kirsten has talked 	to mom. 

			Paddle boarding at noon. 

			Boogie boarding in the afternoon. 

			Haven’t thought much about it ending. Probably because I’ve thought about other things and gotten away a bit. But this is still temporary. There will still be a time in January when there is no turning back and when I have to end it all. 

			 

			
				
					26/11

				

			

			Three weeks until I have to leave UM. 

			In a way, I should have stayed in Miami over Thanksgiving, so I had as much time as possible down there. 

			But it’s still about making the most of the last time. 

			Meets K and S. She has a bit of a halo over her head when it comes to GMOs, white people vs blacks and minorities. And is quite generalizing. 

			Getting through difficult situations sometimes help if I pretend in my head that I have a friend by my side that I can talk to. 

			Have hiked around in Montana de Oro state park and SLO. 

			
				
					27/11

				

			

			Thanksgiving day. 

			I don’t quite feel that I’m welcome. At least it’s a little strange. 

			Have been on paddle board this morning together with K. Thanksgiving dinner for lunch. Out in a sea kayak in the afternoon and on a hike to Native American kitchens later. 

			It’s good that I’m going home tomorrow. I had to get away for a while to see how much I like being in Miami. The life that I live in Miami; I wouldn’t trade it for anything that I know of. 

			It may be that when I get home to Miami, I will be even more ready to finish it all later.

			The last few days I’ve been asked a few times about what I want to do/where I want to work when I’m done at uni. For a long time, and especially since I read about MadHol, I haven’t thought about anything like that at all. Which is probably not so strange. 

			
				
					29/11

				

			

			I can’t wait to come home to Miami. 

			On a boogie board in the morning. 

			Flying from SBP. 

			PHX: I don’t really have any travel anxiety. It’s probably because I’m on my way home. 

			I’m a little nervous that I won’t be able to travel from UM. In that

			case, I’ll have to do it in Miami. I don’t really want to do it in Miami, and if I do it at UM, it will look especially like a depressed exchange student who doesn’t want to leave Miami. And maybe he had become so fond of Miami and UM that he didn’t want to go home. But that description actually fits well. It’s just not the impression others should have of me. And those are not the 	reasons that others are supposed to think are the reason why I end it. MadHol didn’t do it on campus either. 

			The Point of no Return 

			We were happy that he had gone away and thought it would do him good to revisit California, where he had been with Charlotte about 10 years earlier. Along the way, we talked to him on WhatsApp. He sent pictures of his beautiful red car, and we and his brothers could joke with him. It was apparently just a façade.

			
				
					29/11

				

			

			Coming home to Miami. 

			Miami er mit hjem nu. It is the last place that I will ever live. I’m not going back to Denmark alive. 

			I thought that I might be happy to come back to Denmark, and that it wouldn’t be so bad to get back to everyday life in Denmark. 

			But it is not to solve everything in the short term that I want to end it all. It’s because of all the years that come afterwards and for the rest of life. 

			Last football game against Pittsburgh. See knee girl on the bus on the way to a match. By chance, I walk past her and her boyfriend in the stands. She doesn’t look at me very pleased. They later line up right behind me during the first quarter and are there until halftime. A bit strange, I think, but maybe she’s not so repulsed after all. I see the two of them again at gliders at Pearson, when I return on the bus and make eye contact with her. 

			
				
					30/11

				

			

			Sitting on gliders in front of Stanford after brunch. While the quidditch team comes and plays, I somehow regret that I haven’t participated in any sports while I’ve been here. After all, it’s a great way to get to know people. I don’t really have any friends here, so if I did joined some, it would help me and make it more fun for me to be here. 

			After watching them play quidditch, I don’t regret not playing that, as it looks a bit too strange. 

			Sees knee girl outside Pearson as she is on her way to the gym. She is easily the prettiest girl at UM. See her again at dinner. 

			Miami. I like it here. This is my home. 

			
				
					1/12

				

			

			Lying by the pool. I think that if I can’t manage to go elsewhere when I’m done at UM, then I can jump out of Hecht/Stanford. 

			That was it. It can only go downhill from here. 

			
				
					2/12

				

			

			I have to leave gifts for mom, dad, Sixten and Niklas, where I jump. Wooden cross for mother, picture in frame for Sixten and Niklas. AaB shirt for Sixten. Running shoes for dad. 

			That must be the end of it. I will leave some gifts and maybe some text at the top of the stairs and then jump. I’ll have to do it after the cancer exam on the 16th. 

			That was it. I have done what I wanted to do and have left 	Denmark. The rest of my life can only be a battle I can’t win to be good enough in my own eyes. I don’t believe that I can achieve or get the things that are needed to make life good. So, I’ll stop here. If I could stay in Miami I would do it, but it’s not possible. Even if I finished at uni down here instead of in Denmark, there would still be a time after that

			You’re not telling the truth here, Frederik. You had contacted the University of Copenhagen and inquired about whether you could continue at the University of Miami and had been told that you could if you would pay for 	it yourself.

			You had some savings, and of course we would have done everything to raise the rest of the money if you had just talked to us about it.

			Was it just another argument you needed to stay in that tunnel vision of yours?

			
				
					3/12

				

			

			Lying by the pool. Seeing TF there.  

			
				
					4/12

				

			

			Talking to Stephanie from group after 507. .

			
				
					5/12

				

			

			See knee girl at dinner. On the way back to Pearson, her friend holds the door for me on the way to the elevators/stairs. The three of them take the elevator, but I am definitely not going into the elevator with her, so I take the stairs. However, I get mad at myself (in a comical way), as I shouldn’t be so scared. Oh hell, Freddy.

			After I get to my room, I take the mail key and walk down to get the mail. On the way up the stairs, I meet her again at the second floor as she goes down. She looks down at her phone, so she doesn’t look up, but of course she sees me. When I go to the side, I say, not on purpose and almost indistinctly “oops”. At the same time, I get a knot in my stomach and get a little bit nauseous afterwards. I should have said, “stop, can I tell you something? I think you’re very pretty”. But it all happened so quickly. 

			Afterwards I thought that if I had done that, I would have said “ok, that’s it,” and then run up the stairs. 

			When I get up to my room, Peyton is there and four girls. I think they are there because they want to see his string lights. I just have time to say hello etc. before they all leave again. x looks a little strange at me/at my shirt (my long-sleeved Hurricanes running shirt). I’m not quite sure how to interpret it. 

			When they’ve left, I’m a little annoyed, confused and irritated that I have a crush on her and that it’s all so stupid. 

			As I go down to pick up laundry on the fourth floor, I think I see her sitting in the lobby. When I go back to the stairs, she looks up and I see that it is her. 

			
				
					6/12

				

			

			I’m not going back to Denmark. 

			
				
					7/12

				

			

			I don’t know what I’ll do if it’s not possible to get out on the stairs at Hecht/Stanford.  

			
				
					8/12

				

			

			Meetings with group for 507 presentation. 

			Lying by the pool. I am not going back to Denmark alive. 

			In eight days, I’ll have done what I wanted. I’m not going back to Denmark. I’m going to die down here. I have decided that. If Madison Holleran can do it, so can I. There is nothing in Denmark for me. It will only go downhill. I am clarified with that it must end. I can’t imagine that I’ll get a good life in Denmark. And there is nothing that can change that. I will jump from Hecht/Stanford on Tuesday after the cancer exam and leave some letters and gifts on the stairs. 

			It is planned long in advance. Like Madison Holleran. 

			
				
					9/12

				

			

			I meet TF when I have to reach the elevators at Pearson. I stand and look at the posters on the window, and when I turn to the side to swipe and open the door, she comes out at the same moment. She holds the door, I say “thanks” and she says “you’re welcome”.  

			On the way back from Richter in the evening, I go in at the same place just behind the knee girl. As I swipe my card, I think, “is this the moment?”

			She keeps the elevator open, asks (she sounds a little annoyed/tired. It also looks like she’s straight from the gym), “are you coming?” I just run the last stretch and say “thanks”. “No problem,” she says. Now a little less annoyed. As if it’s just something you do (keep the door open for people).

			Thinking again if it is now that I should talk to her. 

			I have a pint of Ben & Jerry’s in my hand, so it might seem a little odd to start talking to her right there. But I’m not saying anything. 

			After she has left on the fourth floor, I am once again annoyed that I did not get to say anything to her. But it was just too strange when I was eating ice cream. That would have been far too nonchalant. 

			When I’ve gotten to my room, I’m still annoyed, but I agree with myself that the next time I get the chance, I must do it. 

			Seven days until it all ends. 

			All these episodes in daily life and meetings with people – especially girls – that just lead to nothing but self-blame. To me, they show that you were ready for life right up to the end and could have turned around if some little miracle had happened.

			The last week
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			Six days until it ends. 

			Gifts:

			Mor: note book + ball point pen, cross. 

			Dad: running shoes, coffee

			Sixten: AaB shirt + picture

			Niklas: coffee + picture 

			Will buy the last things in Starbucks after cancer exam. Then I go over to Hecht/Stanford. 
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			Five days until it ends. 

			Finding knee girl on fb.

			I am not going back to Denmark alive. I will commit suicide and die on Tuesday. 

			
				
					12/12

				

			

			I’m not going back. 

			Four days until it ends
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			I’m not going back to Denmark. Never, ever. Never ever. 

			I’m not going back to Denmark.

			Three days until it ends. 

			Madison Holleran. 

			I don’t believe in it anymore. 

			I cannot see a future for myself where I will do things that make me happy. 
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			Two days until it ends.

			Madison Holleran.

			I’m not going back.

			I’ve done what I wanted to do. There is nothing more after this. 
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			Postponing it for a day. 11 months after Madison Holleran. 17th is better.

			I’m not going back to Denmark. My life ends here. 
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			It will end tomorrow. 

			There is no going back. It’s over.

			I’m not going back.  

			
				
					17/12

				

			

			I don’t want to go back to Denmark. I want peace. I don’t want to carry on anymore.

			To me, all these incantations sound like a form of self-­hypnosis, where you did everything to not see the positive things that were also happening and not to have doubts. Why was it important for you to complete your exams but not to see the results? Didn’t you need the recognition you knew you would get?

			Why couldn’t you look beyond yourself? You must have seen when you read about your role model, Madison Holleran, that her suicide upset a lot of people? 

			Why couldn’t you use your sense of duty and enormous self-discipline to say: I want to live instead of saying: I want to die?
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It was December 18, 2014, and a Miami detective read me
from the notes he had copied from our son’s iPhone.

The day before, Frederik had committed suicide, the
officer said. The message came — to use a cliché —like a
bolt from a clear sky. No warning signals had sounded.
Now he was dead, our youngest son, he said on the
phone from across the Atlantic, 7,400 kilometres away.

A few days later, I, my wife Charlotte and Frederik’s
older brothers Niklas and Sixten sat in a hotel in Miami
and read the whole message:

Goodbye.

That was that.

I don’t have very high expectations of myself, but if I can’t live up to
them I don't wait to carry on.

I'm 1ot cut out for this.

If I meet your friend, mom, I will say hello from you.

Looking dow on you.

I'm sorry.

Love you all.





