


I was driving on the winding road towards my childhood home, between fields of crops. Nothing much really seems to have changed since I was here last time. 
The impression was bleak and time seemed to have been unkind to Haslov, the small village where we lived for two dammed years. I passed some of my school friends’ houses. They still looked the same, only older, for sure like the people living inside. The paint on the wooden houses had bleached from the sun, rain and wind. A tired impression that made me feel that I did not care anymore.
I passed Tommy’s house. Maybe he is still living there, God forbid, or perhaps he is dead. I still don’t care. Why should I?  I know the house very well, the smell of old socks and dead skin cells. I can’t bear it, not one more time. I won’t go in there, not this time, and won’t listen to their miserable stories. My life has moved on, theirs probably not.
It was daylight at the summer solstice with summer heat and blue sky. I passed the school or rather the institution of humiliation and torture. I had not been an easy schoolboy, that’s for sure. We moved to the village from a larger city, and I was all over the place and never sitting still. The only requirement seemed to be ”Sit still and don’t talk”. That was the motto of this bloody peasant school. 
I could neither sit still nor shut up and was therefore put in a particular class for slow learners, or as we were called back then “retarded”, for the rest of the year. At least there, I was top of the class, but none of that impressed my mother. The only thing that seemed to give me some leverage was the fact that my mother also happened to be the school nurse, and therefore every boy's nightmare. I used this advantage so uninhibitedly that Christ himself would blush on the cross.
I started the motor and drove further onto Olle’s farm. He and his sister were my best friends during the time we lived in this dreadful place. The farm looked peaceful, nicely painted white, just as I remembered It. I lowered the window, and I could hear and smell the cattle, pigs and chickens and see some dogs playfully just being dogs. There was a kind of idyll in this well-kept farm. 
Then there was the vicar's manor, everything was looked after to the uppermost level, the standards were so highly maintained, they killed the life out of most things. The mansion was shining white, and the whole place felt dead, as dead as Christ on the cross.
	
Next to the vicar’s manor was the graveyard. It had once upon a time been like a park. Nowadays the graveyard had grown wild, doves, owls and other birds had made their home there.
Opposite the graveyard was an abandoned smallholding. The windows were broken and the front door was open and slammed back and forth in the wind. In the middle of the yard was an old well pump and somebody had put a sack on it to prevent it from freezing. 
Then there were two open fields, one on each side of the road. 
On one side was the field where we used to play under the corn, and when the DDT aeroplane was releasing its white powder. Olle and I would run and fall until we were covered in white dust and laugh until we ran out of breath. On the other side of the road was the white wooden house that used to be my home in Heslov.
I parked in front of my old house, nobody was living there anymore. It was all falling apart. I closed my eyes, took some deep breath and started to make the journey again that I had made when I was 7 years old.
I had stayed too long at Olle’s farm. It was soon getting dark and the winds were picking up. The moon was soon going to be the only light, and I was afraid of walking home. Olle’s father was laughing at me and said “Are you a girl? Do you want me to carry you back maybe? Now go. Go now boy, GO HOME!”
The night was setting in, and it was getting dimmer. I started reluctantly to walk towards the vicar’s manor, the evening sky was getting darker, and the strong wind was throwing branches and leaves up in the air making an annoying noise. 
I walked along the graveyard park, the wind was powerful, and the door from the small holding opposite was banging hard. The shadows were following me from different directions, and the birds flew up making an anxious sound as the wind grew stronger. I was filled with fear and terror.
I clasped my little hands together and prayed to God. Please, dear God, help me, keep me safe and save me. Tears were running down my cheeks. I dried them with the palm of my hands and looked up. 
 A peaceful presence started to surround me. Out of nowhere, on that dark country road something warm and gentle began to fill my being. Like a voiceless whisper that let me know that “all is well”. The storm seemed to calm down, the birds’ screams were only birds’ making a noise, and the banging door was just a door. 
I got curiously drawn to the graveyard park. Inside the cemetery, it was so peaceful. I sat down on a stone and observed the rabbits, the birds, the flowers and gravestones. 
I was tranquil with a knowing that nothing could harm me. 
The presence guided me home through the forest path. As I opened the door, the unseen companion left me, and I was never to meet my friend again. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]Now it was just me, alone against the trials of life and lonesome because I was on my own.  Now and then, not too often, will I remember this experience, and wonder what it means.






	



