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Prologue


 


 


 


It was the biggest house I had ever seen, at least 5,000 square metres. An old hospital for kids and heart patients. Now it was a secure home for addicts and criminals. It was called the West Coast Family, and lay all by itself out in the countryside between Gothenburg and the town of Borås.


When I arrived that summer day I was nineteen and carrying a two-year sentence in an open prison. I didn’t really know what to expect as I went up the steps with my bag slung over my shoulder. After saying hello to some of the staff I was shown into a room where I was told to sit down on a chair. A guy who had come in just after me was put on a chair next to me. He was older with long hair. He looked worn down.


‘Niklas,’ he said, stretching out his hand.


‘Alex,’ I replied as I took it. ‘You know what is going on here?’


I glanced at the two members of staff who had shown us to the room. They were at a table with their backs turned to us, fiddling with something.


‘OK, lads,’ one of them said. He had introduced himself earlier as Danne.


In his hand was a pair of clippers with a long cord. He plugged them into a socket behind us, and before I had time to grasp what was happening he had started to take off all of my hair.


I already had fairly short hair, so I didn’t care too much. But I did wonder how Niklas would take it when Danne turned to do him as well.


‘Ready?’


Niklas seemed anything but ready. But what could he say? The clippers buzzed into life again and his long blond curls fell to the floor.


I gave Niklas a month max at that place. It turned out I was wrong. That junkie was much tougher than he looked with his sunken cheeks and sad eyes.


‘Right,’ said Danne and looked at us. ‘Time to get you some rooms. But might you want something to eat first?’


We ate reheated lasagne in a huge and empty dining-hall. Then we were told to go to the reception. Danne gave us each bedclothes and a schedule.


I looked at my schedule as I followed him up a creaking staircase. It began with being woken up at four-thirty, followed by making the beds, cleaning the rooms, putting on gym kit, and doing a hundred press-ups and sit-ups. We then had to shift ourselves 10K. After ‘running’ came ‘cooking duty’. I asked Danne’s huge back what that meant.


He replied without turning around. ‘We have a rolling schedule. You start by making breakfast, lunch and dinner. If you don’t do it, you’ll quickly become unpopular.’


Danne explained that if you broke the rules by sleeping in, missed attendance or deviated from the schedule in any other way, it was not just you who got punished but everyone. Later on I would see with my own eyes and experience first-hand exactly how tough the punishments could be.


We came to a corridor at the top of the stairs. Niklas was given a room and did not look terribly happy as he went in and closed the door behind himself. 


When we were eating he had talked a lot about his kids and I thought how much he must have been missing them. I was given a room at the very end of the hallway and also felt very down once I was left alone inside it. Still, there was something about the place that I liked. I could not put my finger on what it was exactly, but for the first time in a long while it felt important to make an effort. It would be hard, I knew that. But nothing could be worse than what I had just gone through.


I made the bed and lay down on it fully clothed. I had only planned on resting a bit, but suddenly all the tension that had built up during the day was released. I was out like a light.


When I woke up again it was four. That meant half an hour until wake-up call. Going back to sleep was pointless.


I got out of bed and straightened the sheets. Then I put on my gym stuff and sat waiting on the edge of the bed with a nervous ache in my stomach.


At four-thirty on the dot someone began hammering on the doors in the corridor. When they reached mine I opened it and shouted, ‘Up!’ Not long after, all the guys were assembled in the hall on the ground floor.


One of the staff, who also had exercise kit on, greeted all the newcomers. ‘Right, let’s go!’ he shouted.


We all started on our hundred press-ups and sit-ups.


I have always liked exercise, so the press-ups, sit-ups, and the 10K run through the woods in the light summer morning only served to get me going. Some of the others, on the other hand, gave out pretty quick. The military discipline was not to everyone’s taste. The truth was that a lot of the guys I ran alongside that morning would crack completely later on.


When we arrived back, we had to go straight to the kitchen and get breakfast ready. At home Mum would have taken care of the food, so it felt strange, but most of all it was stressful. At half six we were called again for physical training, something we had to do each morning before being allowed to eat.


We stood in line with some of the staff across from us. I noticed how one of them was sort of eyeing me.


‘New here, right?’


I nodded.


‘You done much training before?’


‘Yeah, boxing. When I was younger.’


‘You can see that … I see it in your body language.’


The guy, at least twenty years older than me, was called Carlos. He explained that he had done a good bit of fighting himself and asked if we could maybe train together.


‘Uh, yeah … ‘course,’ I said.


Carlos took me under his wing. We got a feel for each other in no time at all. In that first session we buzzed along like two old buddies. When the day was over I could not feel anything but grateful for ending up there, even if the journey had been long, and at times extremely painful. 




Chapter 1


Farmer Ove
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	veryone in my family is religious. It isn’t like we don’t drink or swear, or that we go to church every Sunday, but we pray. For my part I truly believe that has helped me many times.








Dad was a lumberjack. Mum was a temp on farms milking cows. When they had me, they hired a house on a little farm between Sala and Västerås, north of Stockholm.


They argued the whole time. Often it was to do with Dad’s drinking. He couldn’t take responsibility. When they were going to get married, for example, it came out that he was already married to a woman in Spain. Even so, they managed to stay together on-and-off for another year until my little sister Elina was born.


Dad was unemployed by that point and was on the drink more than ever. Elina got seriously ill, too. It turned out she had swelling in her brain tissue and there was an abscess growing inside. One half of her brain was under pressure. I can’t remember anything about what happened, of course, but Mum told me how they were rushed to the University Hospital in Uppsala by ambulance, where Elina had surgery. We were near to losing her. At one point her heart even stopped beating. Mum prayed for her, though. A priest came to the hospital and prayed for her as well. In the end things turned out alright, unlikely as it seemed.


During her recovery, one of the doctors said that Elina must have had a guardian angel – seven in ten kids who have the condition end up with serious brain damage.


Soon after Elina came out of hospital, Mum could no longer make it work with Dad. But she did not leave him. Instead she gave him an ultimatum. ‘If you want a future with me and the kids, we can live apart for a bit. You can get yourself a job and what not, and then we can give it a go.’


She was giving him one final chance to set things right. Instead he borrowed 50,000 Swedish kronor from my uncle and they both vanished to Thailand. Mum was left alone, looking after two kids.


Mum said to me that Dad was the love of her life and that it was the worst thing to ever happen to her. That came from a woman who had been through a lot already. Moreover, she would have to cope with everything I brought upon us later.


But this was the summer of 1988 and I was only one year old, happily ignorant of everything to come.


For the few weeks that Mum and Elina had been at the hospital, my grandma had taken care of me. She lived in a little house on the family farm in a place called Godby. Because Mum was now on her own with the two of us kids, it was decided that we would all move in to the big house next door. It was my uncle’s, but as he was in Thailand with Dad, the place was empty. 


That autumn Mum got farm work in Västra Skedvi nearby and travelled between five different farms to milk. She got up at four or five in the morning, and when the coldest winter in many years arrived, it was not rare for it to be minus twenty outside.


Grandma helped as much as she could. She came in and gave me and Elina breakfast. She got us ready and drove us to the childminder, a woman called Mona who lived in Arboga. Then she went off to her own job as a cook at the women’s open prison in Frövi. It took her almost an hour to get there. When she was done at four, she drove all the way back to Arboga to collect me and Elina. Then she would make dinner for us back on the farm in Godby. Mum didn’t get home until eight or nine at night.


For Grandma there was no question that she would take care of us. She was a refugee from the war in Finland and had been taken in by someone herself. Eventually me and Elina moved in with her. It was simpler. Grandma had no spare room, so we slept in her bed all together. She has told us time and again how wild we were. All she had to do was leave us for two minutes and there would be porridge on the floor, walls and ceiling.


Everyone in my family is religious. It isn’t like we don’t drink or swear, or that we go to church every Sunday, but we pray. For my part I truly believe that has helped me many times. As soon as me and Elina learned to speak we would shout for Mum to come and read us the Lord’s Prayer at bedtime. That whole winter a priest would visit us to read from the Bible with Mum and Grandma. His name was Börje and he was a Baptist. Mum and Grandma used to pray with him for everything to be OK. That meant me, Elina and Mum’s work, which was taking its toll on her.


Eventually Dad returned. He and Mum became friends once more and Mum wanted to try again. But they couldn’t. The feeling of being let down had left its mark on her, and I think she’ll carry it for the rest of her life. Me, Elina, Mum and Grandma carried on as before, until Mum met Kalle. The first farm on Mum’s milking route was in Boda, where he lived. As time passed they became good friends, and everyone close to her thought they should get together. In May 1990 they got engaged, and three months later they were married at a big house called Jäderbruk. 


Mum told me that in the middle of the vows, which were overseen by Börje the Baptist, I jumped straight up into the air. She and Kalle heard a thud and saw my legs sticking up from behind the altar. Presumably I must have been bored. I have always been restless and I could never sit still. When a doctor took a look at me later on he said I ticked four of the six boxes for an ADHD diagnosis. That was why life on the farm suited me so well. There was space to run about and always something to do. I rode around on the tractor with Kalle, climbed anything in sight, and thumped Elina or shot her with an air rifle loaded with unripened berries. Elina thought I was a complete idiot, but I didn’t care. I had so much energy to get rid of, and usually it was offloaded onto her.


Family has always been important to me and I quickly started counting Kalle as one of our own. In 1991 he and Mum had a daughter, Erika. I would go on to have two more half-sisters, Elisabeth and Evelina. But it was always Elina I would home in on. She did not get a moment’s peace from me. I always wanted to do something. I remember when I worked out that you could hang off Kalle’s cuckoo clock on the kitchen wall. Kalle’s dad had built it and it was screwed straight into the wall, so you could hang off it no problem. When I convinced Elina she should join me, however, the whole thing was ripped from the wall and crashed to the floor. As I heard Mum come running, I hissed at Elina, ‘Hide under the table.’ Then I ran off to a much better hiding place. In my family everyone has a bit of a temper, not least Mum. Because Elina was the first one to be found, she also took the brunt of it.


Even though we had moved over to Boda, me and Elina still stayed with Grandma in Godby some weeks. She was always an extra mother to us, but sometimes even she could lose patience. She used to have a bundle of birch twigs on the wall and would say, ‘Any mischief and you’ll feel the birch wood.’ Unfortunately such threats had no impact on me, so once she actually came after me with it. That time I was the one who hid under the kitchen table. Elina saw me, pointed at me and said ‘Alex’ loudly. It was over.


Soon after Mum married Kalle, Dad moved up north to Skellefteå. Me and Elina didn’t see him for several years. Mum talked about him a lot, though, as if she wanted to remind us we had a biological father. They’d had their issues, but she could not bring herself to judge the man. Her own dad, my grandfather, was also an alcoholic and had died at fifty-three. So she knew what it was like. One summer day, as I was about to start first grade, she said, ‘I want you to meet your real dad.’


Elina and me sat at the table. Mum stood over the stove. She did it a lot at that time. Me and my sisters really did get the best food in the world: home-slaughtered meat, potatoes from the yard, and unpasteurised milk brought in by Mum in three-litre buckets from the barn. Grandma says that’s why I ended up being so big and tall. I can’t recall exactly how me and Elina reacted to the suggestion, but it must have sounded a fun proposition to our ears, because a few days later Mum presented us with plane tickets.


It must have been the first time me and Elina flew. It was the first time we had flown by ourselves in any case.


Mamma drove us to Arlanda airport in Stockholm, and before we said goodbye she hung signs around our necks with our names on.


Both of us must have been excited about it all. From what I recall we didn’t argue one bit, just walked quietly off to wait for the plane.


Dad, whose name to everyone else was Håkan Larsson, was tall and thin with a moustache. Apart from the dark hair we look quite similar. He used snuff, too, a brand of loose tobacco called Ettans. He stuffed it under his lip in the biggest clumps I have ever seen, half a tin at a time. Another thing about Dad was that he had a sense of humour, and when Mum occasionally spoke to him on the phone she could laugh so much her eyes watered. He was waiting for us by the baggage carousel at Skellefteå airport and waving. We hadn’t seen each other in years, so it all felt a bit strange. We had photos of him at home, and had spoken on the phone and Mum helped us to write letters, but I had no memories from the time we lived together. Even so, it was still great to see him.


Dad lived in a rented apartment together with his mother, my other Grandma, and worked in the woods for a forestry company. I don’t remember the layout of the apartment exactly, only that the furniture was very old-fashioned. But it was clean and bright and we had a good time, presumably because Dad was entirely sober those few days.


For as long as I can think of, I have loved competing and hated losing, and as a kid I was able to try all kinds of sports; football and hockey but others, too. However, I’ve never been a team player and never liked the idea that winning or losing should depend on anyone else. I have to admit that the fights and the adrenalin kicks are what attracted me. I have always liked wrestling and fighting. When I started at school in Medåkers that autumn, a few kilometres from Boda, I had my first contact with someone with similar inclinations. His name was Björn and like me he took the bus to school. Because Medåkers was just a village school, a lot of us rode in together. The first, second and third graders all shared one class. There were three separate classrooms for us and then another two for the fourth and fifth graders.


One day me and Björn started fighting. Maybe I grabbed hold of him, or perhaps he smacked me, but after that we took each other on every morning as we waited for the bus. We stopped as if nothing had happened as soon as the bus pulled up at the kerb. The other kids always knew what was coming and stood in a circle cheering us on.


In school itself things went fine enough. Well, fine is maybe an exaggeration. I have no patience for sitting still and reading, and I am not that practical either. I was also hopelessly insecure and shy. More than anything else I was shy around girls, something which is still kind of true now. Apart from the fights with Björn, I was almost invisible in infant and junior school. Nonetheless, I enjoyed being there in the company of the teachers and my classmates.


It got worse when I moved on to sixth grade at the Stureskolan school in Arboga, the bigger town nearby. First of all I was a bit chunky, and on top of that I came from the country and was dressed differently to everyone else. I did what I could to blend in, getting some new clothes and learning some new words, but it was hard. However you looked at it, I was a farm boy, and even though I wouldn’t say Arboga was a metropolis today, back then it was the big city.


On the farm in Boda we had a bull who weighed over a ton, called Ove. He was so heavy that he broke the cows’ backs when he tried to mate with them. Someone found out about this, and soon everyone started calling me Farmer Ove. It was a name that would follow me for some time to come. 




Chapter 2


The Black Brothers
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	was totally naked. There was no furniture. If I needed to go for a piss there was a drain in the floor.








The first guy I ever really properly fought with was Camilo, who came from El Salvador. It was in the sports hall. I can’t remember what kicked everything off, but I guess that like a lot of other people, he had taunted me about something. Me and Camilo went at each other pretty thoroughly, in any case, and we were both given detention. Before we could leave the classroom our teacher made us shake hands. As amazing as it sounds, on the way home we became mates.


Through Camilo I soon got to know Wilson, Fernando and Jimmy. Camilo and Jimmy were childhood friends who hung around with each other the whole time. Jimmy was a year older and already in seventh grade. We had met earlier a few times, but now we were friends for real. We were made of the same stuff. We both had the same energy and got bored if nothing happened. Jimmy’s background was a bit different to mine, though. Both his mum and dad had alcohol problems and he had ended up living with different foster families. He never moaned about it, but I got the sense that he’d had it tough.


Soon enough I lost contact with my old friends from the village, but made new ones by defending myself with my fists. I was tall and strong, and I liked the confidence and approval that came with being good at fighting. It was a world where I could stand on my own two feet. I became someone, for better or worse. Everyone but Jimmy was an immigrant: Mexicans, Chileans and other Latino guys. I got to know several of them in the same way I had first met Camilo, after going at them a few rounds.


Later that autumn Jimmy managed to get hold of two beat-up cars and somehow get them out to the farm in Boda. We drove around like maniacs and smashed into each other. We called ourselves the Dalton Brothers, wrote the letters DB on the cars and listened to sixties rock. When I turned thirteen, we each bought ourselves a moped and burned about on them. Jimmy had a Puch Dakota and I had a Montana. About the same time, it must have been Jimmy’s birthday or something, he arranged a party at his dad’s place. 


It was the first time I ever drank, and because I don’t do things by halves, I chugged down a whole crate of light beer and got so drunk that I pissed all over my trousers when I tried to go behind a bush. Jimmy rang Grandma and told her what had happened. It was always Grandma we turned to when we had problems. She came straight away. The day after, she and Mum both let me have it, but it made little difference. The next weekend they ordered me to stay at home, so I took the moped into town. The weekend after that, when they confiscated the moped, the guys came by and gave me a lift.


We were wild even in school. Once me, Jimmy and Wilson raced to see who could get to the lunch-hall first. I don’t recall who won, but when we got there we held the doors so nobody else could get in. A girl stuck her arm through the gap without us seeing and we ended up breaking it by accident. She let out a piercing scream and we all got shit scared.


We ran up to the top floor and waited for class to start again. Instead we were asked to visit the head teacher. It had been a genuine accident and we were all really sorry it had happened. Afterwards we went to find the girl and gave her flowers and chocolates to apologise. She looked quite shaken when she laid eyes on us, so we told her not to be scared and wrote on her plaster cast. I have no idea if it made her any less scared, but it felt good to be able to say sorry for what had happened.


As I said, I was always restless and had trouble sitting still, but until then I had at least been able to sit in the classroom and take part. Now I began to skip off. So did my new friends, Camilo, Wilson and Jimmy. Soon enough we found ourselves in a special needs class of our own, which changed nothing. Nobody at that school liked us. Not the teachers, and not the students. But there was one teacher who was different – my tutor, Gert. We thought he might be gay, but he was a sound guy. He seemed to get us and did as much as he could. Another thing that set Gert apart was that he owned an old Rolls-Royce, and one day he asked if we wanted to go and see it. It was a stupid question.


‘Going well,’ said one of us.


‘I worked hard for this,’ replied Gert.


He tried to get us to understand that it could pay to work hard and get an education. We knew he wanted the best for us. That was why we jumped to his defence a little while later when he became the victim. In our special needs class there was a girl who got angry during a lesson and screamed ‘fucking queer!’ at him. Gert was always super cool, but he flipped. Before anyone had time to react, he had picked up a desk and thrown it at her. The girl burst into tears and ran out the room.


Gert put the desk back in its place and looked at us. We looked back. It was completely silent. Then the head and the school counsellor walked in. The head said the girl had accused Gert of throwing a desk. We all shouted, ‘She’s lying! She’s lying! She lies all the time!’ at once. We reckoned she had been out of order and didn’t deserve any sympathy. Soon after that the girl was suspended. We never discussed it with Gert, but he was our friend for the whole of our time at Stureskolan.


In Arboga at the beginning of the 2000s there were a whole load of different groups: the classic car guys, the far-right gangs, and the Mexican and Latino immigrants that me and Jimmy hung about with. We felt like they accepted us. If something happened, then we had each other’s backs. The far-right guys would call us names like ‘The Black Brothers’, both at school and in town. The first run-in that I had with the police for assault was the result of one such encounter. It was during gym class at the end of seventh grade. The guy, who was in the same class, shouted ‘Traitor’ or something similar and just went for me. I was better at fighting, though. This meant he was bleeding more than me when it was all over, and I was the one who got in trouble for it.


My sister Elina, a year younger, had also started at Stureskolan by then. Almost immediately she was drawn into all our shit, and without asking for it she was soon an integral part of what we did. We used to swing open the door to her classroom and shout for her to join us. Nobody save her classmates knew what her name was. Everyone just called her Ove’s sis. It was her identity from the start of seventh grade. She worked hard and wasn’t part of all the mischief we got up to, but she was guilty by association. For example, one time we got a fire extinguisher and sprayed it all over a corridor. She got three days of detention. It must have been hell for Mum back then. Quite how bad it was I wouldn’t realise until much later.


That summer me and my mates partied a lot. I had been given my own little cabin on the farm we could hang in. If we were out in Arboga we would break into Gomez’s place. He was a thirty-five-year-old handicapped guy from South America with learning difficulties. There would be sixteen or seventeen of us and we would just take over his apartment on Friday and Saturday nights. One of us would climb in through the window and open the door for the other. When Gomez came home later in the evening it was like a battle royal in there. It wasn’t right. We exploited and abused him completely. At the weekends we would fight with each other for a laugh. We pitched Swedes against immigrants, but Jimmy and me were the only Swedes, so we had a hard time of it when we tried to give each other wedgies and mess about. Once me and Jimmy started playfighting and I landed on his foot so it gave out. At first I didn’t notice, I only heard his scream. I looked at him as he sat on the floor.


‘Don’t you touch my foot,’ he whined.


‘And if I do?’ I asked.


‘I promise you I will go mental.’


I looked at the foot. It had already begun to swell up, and before Jimmy could react I picked it up and bent it in the other direction. He flew up from where he was sitting and hit me as hard as he could in the back. It fucking hurt, and we resented each other for a while after that, even if we did eventually get over it.


Another activity we devoted ourselves to around then was car theft. Ford Escorts were the easiest. I would smash the windscreen while someone else jumped in and snapped the steering lock with their foot. Then you opened the dashboard with a screwdriver and out came a bit of plastic that looked like a lump of sugar. If you stuck the screwdriver in and turned it, then nine times out of ten the thing would start. We would just drive around and crash them. We would often drink at the same time, so it was always kind of crazy. I’m not sure we even once considered we might get arrested for it. When we headed back to my cabin we would simply abandon the car in a ditch a few hundred metres away.


Thankfully Mum never found out about everything I was doing, but she knew about a lot of it. One day when I came into the house to eat breakfast she had had enough. ‘I think you need to move up and live with your dad for a while,’ she said. I guess she thought it would be good to get me out of Arboga and away from the guys I was hanging around with.


Mum helped me pack and drove me and my stuff all the way up to Dad’s place. I started at a school in town in Skellefteå. I had only been there a few days when I ended up in a fight again. Soon the school got in touch with Mum, who had to buy me a plane ticket so I could go home again. Elina had also been up north visiting and the plan was for us to go home together. Dad would drive us to the airport. The problem was that he was drinking too much around then, and a few hours before we were supposed to leave, he got up and said he was ‘just popping over to see the neighbours’.


Me and Elina sat and waited in the kitchen. Suddenly we both sensed he had been gone too long, and because we had a flight to catch we both got more and more stressed.


‘When do you think he’ll come back?’ asked Elina.


I got up, went to the phone and rang Mum.


‘What’s wrong?’ was the first thing she said.


I explained that Dad had gone to see a neighbour and not come back. Mum said we should get our things and wait outside. We did as we were told and she rang a taxi for us. 


I was never angry with Dad for his drinking or his absence when I was growing up. I see alcoholism as a disease and know he didn’t have the resources to take care of a whole family. I do miss him, though, especially now.


The idea was I would only be home a few days, enough time for Mum to sit down and have a chat with me. When it was time to go back she dropped me back at Arlanda airport, but I couldn’t bring myself to get on the flight. I guess it was a panic attack, because suddenly I started shaking. Eventually I had to ring Mum.


‘I can’t do it,’ I told her. ‘I can’t go back.’


Mum could hear in my voice that I was deadly serious, because she told me to take a train to Västerås and she would collect me from there. I never went back to Skellefteå, but I kept in touch with Dad over the phone. Sometimes I wrote him letters too.


As I said, I had no shortage of different sports to try out, but it was when I was fourteen and started to box at the BK Köping club that I found something that really worked for me. Mum and Grandma both threw themselves behind me. They got me into the club, and Mum would drive me to and from training. Grandma even cleaned the gym. I guess they thought it was positive I had finally found something to occupy me, and you could see I had a talent for it. 


Unfortunately there weren’t that many fixtures to fight and after a while I started to get tired of it. I’m the kind of guy who has to compete. If I can’t do that, there is no point to it. I fought about ten fights and won all of them. I stopped with the boxing when I was sixteen, but still managed to become Swedish junior heavyweight champion.


Apart from Jimmy, Wilson and Camilo, I also used to hang around with a guy called Alvaro from Mexico and another called Domiku from Chile. Like me, Domiku was shy around girls. When we hung out together we used to chat and joke around, but as soon as a girl came near he would go completely silent. Back then he had a shaved head, a fat gold chain around his neck and a big signet ring, and I think he also used to wear a T-shirt with the Chilean flag on it. Domiku was an easygoing and caring guy, but tread on his toes and he flipped. 


Another one of the gang was Antonio. It was him who first called me Farmer Ove. He was much older, which meant we looked up to him. One day in the summer holidays between eighth and ninth grade we were over at Domiku’s house playing on the console. I always got restless sitting in front of the TV for hours, and Jimmy wasn’t a fan of computer games at all. He did love hot dogs, though, so after a few hours at Domiku’s he started making noises about going to buy some.


‘Please, let’s go get some,’ he said.


I started to get tired of Jimmy’s moaning, so me and Wilson went out with him. Domiku lived in a block of rental flats on the edge of Arboga, and a short walk away was a petrol station called Bilisten where they sold hot dogs. It was the middle of the day and quite hot, but even so Jimmy had a blue denim jacket on and I was wearing a grey hoodie. I can’t remember what Wilson was wearing.
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