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	Hey!

	 

	My name is Roy Panen, and I was born at the hospital in Borås on April 25, 1966. Then I grew up in the idyllic, beautiful wooden town of Alingsås, in western Sweden.

	In my adult life, I have also lived for several years in Skövde, Borås, and Vänersborg.

	I trained as a teacher in Swedish and Swedish as a second language, and before that, I was a nanny. But I started the whole journey with building carpenters, and then furniture carpenters. But really, it all started with the fact that I wanted to create and build, become a writer, and where I can see myself now.

	Sometimes a lot happens in life, and it is about trying to keep up and make the best of everything.

	When it comes to leisure, I like to roam in nature, and I want to take care of all our animals, wild and tame. I enjoy carpentry and working in the garden, planting, decorating, and doing nice.

	In my childhood, I spent a lot of time on horses and the stable. And at home, I had several pets: a cat, rabbit, guinea pig, and hamster. As a sixteen-year-old also a labrador, and in adulthood, two small, fine buds.

	At the age of 22, I started writing a diary, which later went on to this novel: Want to Be with You. I got stuck and chose to put the work on the book on the shelf. But now, 22 years later, I have picked it up and dusted it, processed and redone it. It is my debut novel and becomes a story in several books. I publish them at my newly started, small publishing house: Roy Panen Book Publishing.

	 


History

	 

	This is the story of three young individuals. In different ways, three lovers: Daniel, Kim, and Camilla, with three different choices of life, adventure, and destiny.

	Love ignites a spark of hope, will, courage, comfort, which flames up in joy, curiosity, dreams, longing. A love whose low nothing can extinguish lives immortally on the path of the unknown.

	They are as if they have flown here from a beautiful fairy tale.

	One is heterosexual, and innocently spotless.

	Another is bisexual, and long-ago victims of brutality and distortion, but who carries the strength to refuse to give up.

	And a third is gay, who literally gropes in the dark and searches for the answer to WHY?

	He carries wounds from the injustice and fate of the evil jaws, which hardly anyone touches, which not only takes the light but also the lust for life.

	These three individuals have completely different conditions, where fate wants something completely different. But where love shows its infinite generosity and strength, to dare to defy and go against the current.

	And once again, it overcomes everything.
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	Blurb

	 

	After two suicide attempts, Daniel comes to better thoughts and realizes that he must accept that he is blind and gay, and dare to hope to meet the man in his life soon.

	He meets Kim, who is fully occupied with hiding his bisexual attitude and wrapping it in countless lies, so as not to risk Camilla leaving him.

	Beautiful and wonderful Camilla, in which he is so in love, who also became his coat of arms, but who only manages to fill one half of his heart, while the other is involuntarily drawn to men.

	But on a sunny summer day, the world’s nicest and sexiest young men will be standing in Kim’s way. And now, there is no longer anything that can stop him. He just needs to get to know this god-sent little angel – Daniel. But only sneakily.

	 

	(For more information and sample reading, see: www.panen.se)

	 


Part 1 Lost, Young Men

	 


UNHAPPY

	 

	1 Darkness

	Daniel, at home

	 

	Daniel is preparing for his second suicide attempt in a short period of time. It’s Saturday night, a week after midsummer, and he’s home himself. Mom is and works at the hospital.

	From the chest of drawers in the hall, he pulls a five-meter-long extension cord. He steps out of the apartment, locks the door, and heads up to the attic to hang.

	The problem is that he feels so unhappy. It feels impossible to unite being both blind and gay. He no longer endures life and the difficulties it entails. He simply decided to submit and end everything – his tormentors.

	 

	Already three months ago, he tries to take his life by eating a lot of tablets, and then falling asleep in a Sleeping Beauty Sleep. Even then, it happens in the wind, and he can no longer cope with life.

	He carries this feeling, plus many more, with him every day. They chatter and irritate, tear and beat, erode, and drain him of his inner power and joy. It gives a great taste of loss, disappointment, injustice, discouragement, bitterness, anger ... Makes him want to throw away all the difficult feelings in an outburst of rage – against something, anyone.

	But he finds nowhere to direct this awkward feeling, to get rid of it. And there is no way to get through the mental pains, other than by physically training his body with stamina and strength training.

	He sometimes exercises so hard that it hurts his entire body, several days ahead. He then has this pain to deal with instead of the one in his head, which feels like it relieves something. Sometimes he has dragged, jerked, and tore into the training gear so that they almost broke.

	No matter how much people say they understand how he is, they still cannot understand what it is like to live with it – to be blind. But then liking guys makes the journey feel even worse and difficult to handle.

	And the thoughts of why he should hit a headache every day ...

	All the hopelessness begins three years ago, when he loses sight, a little after he turns fifteen. How can he now look for guys in class, in school, out in the city – everywhere! Since then, he is literally in a constant darkness.

	The loss of vision becomes the worst nightmare scenario. He suffers from retinal detachment. Vision deteriorates more for each day, and after a little more than a week, there is no vision left.

	Since then, he can only slightly distinguish between light and dark. He can see that it is lit in a room, but not see the lamp itself. It may as well be in the day, that he is standing in the room in front of the window, and that it is the sunshine shining in.

	He has been battling headwinds since the day he lost sight. But he doesn’t come in any way or way for how to meet his gay side and meet a like-minded guy.

	And it all results in a lock where he decides to give up and just take the easier route.

	 

	 

	2 Lots of Tablets

	Daniel, attic, hospital

	 

	Three months ago, during the last suicide attempt, he is in their storage room up in the attic. In addition to his white cane, which helps him see the way in front of where he goes, he has a bottle of water and several boxes of pharmaceutical tablets.

	On the floor of the storage room are a couple of plastic bags with old clothes.

	He drops down, sitting on one sack, and uses the other as a backrest. Pours in a larger number of the sleeping pills and waits for the fatigue to come. As it creeps up, he also swallows a greater number of the antidepressant and sedative tablets.

	The body feels heavier for every second that passes, not least the head, which soon becomes heavy like a big stone.

	With a nice well-being of intoxication, he drops deeper into the sacks.

	Ten minutes later, he falls asleep peacefully. The breathing is calm but heavy.

	After a while, a neighbor, an elderly retired lady, comes up with a case in the attic. When she sees an open storeroom door and a white cane leaning against the wall outside, she realizes that she is not alone.

	She cries and greets, but gets no answer. It’s silent.

	“Well, somebody forgot to lock ...,” she mutters to herself.

	She goes to the open door and pushes it again. She then goes into her storage room and fetches a small box of clay pots, which she will plant outside on the balcony.

	When she has locked the storage door and is about to extinguish the lamp, she is confused and mutters again:

	“I didn’t light a lamp before? No, it’s been bright all the time. Or have I become so forgetful?”

	She turns off the lamp and moves away. But she can’t walk many steps until she turns around and goes back to the storeroom where Daniel is.

	His heart rate is very low, and breathing is about to stop. In just a short time, he has left this earthly life.

	 

	He walks quietly along a gleaming street and is almost at the Pearl Gate. It glitters and lights up beautifully, like from an adorable crystal chandelier. The light is very vibrant and comfortable. It gives a great and strong peace of mind – like a divine drug. Makes him want to sing and laugh with joy. The light shines and shifts in different colors and is irregularly thrown in different directions – like a prism.

	It starts to snow confetti-like flakes, and the ground is covered with glitter. Never before has he been involved in such a beautiful thing. It’s like a big party atmosphere.

	He follows the rays of light and walks towards the gate.

	At the door, he knocks and yells gently and asks to come in.

	 

	The lady looks once again at the open storage door. She peeks in, and the sight of this lifeless young man makes her frightened.

	When she calls out to him, but gets no answer, she puts down the box of pots on the floor and walks in to him.

	She shouts again, but gets no reaction now either.

	Makes an attempt to pat him on the cheek instead, then shake him and try to make contact. But he is not contactable, almost lifeless.

	And a few seconds later, when she finds that he is still alive, she rushes off to call for help. To help this young man, she feels, is not something she can do on her own.

	At home again, she calls for an ambulance. Then she goes and fetches a neighbor, Eivor, a woman in her forties who is a trained nurse. They hurry back up to Daniel.

	Eivor gives him first-aid care and tries to keep his heart and breathing going.

	But she loses him. His pulse and breathing cease.

	She makes another attempt with heart and lung rescue and succeeds in bringing him back to life.

	Sees the boxes with the tablets, which he stuffed into himself. Thinks his situation is very critical and will get worse every minute that goes by. He needs to get to the hospital quickly and get medical attention.

	Shortly after that, Daniel is picked up by an ambulance.

	 

	At the hospital, a major medical team fights against the clock and tries to save him. He is stomach-pumped and receives emergency care. Every second they can win is important, to quickly get control of the situation and stabilize his condition.

	He is basically dead for a short while, when the heart stops beating and a monotonous beep comes from the ECG meter. His previously somewhat tired ECG curve has also taken off in a long, powerless streak.

	And here, his path ended.

	But after three attempts at a heart massage, from a heart starter, the doctors manage to bring him to life, and the curve moves again. It starts to play playfully up and down as if it follows the notes of a melody Daniel has in his head.

	Now he lives again, but is still unconscious.

	God doesn’t seem to want to let him in this time either, but gives him another mission. What could it be?

	 

	He has come a long way, wavering on his way to something so fabulously beautiful, which is more than just a dream. On his way to the Kingdom of Heaven, in front of the Pearl Gate and in his haze of all wonderful drunkenness, he hears several voices. One of them feels familiar – very familiar.

	It’s mom.

	 

	 

	3 Yet Another Rescue

	 

	The doctors manage to bring him back to life again and are now trying to stabilize him. And his journey continues on the path of life again.

	When he turns up, he gets to talk to mom and a psychiatrist. The psychiatrist explains that he was very close to succeeding with his stupidity. But now, he needs professional help to fix his problems. And Mom is totally devastated and sad about Daniel’s condition, how he is doing.

	And millions of questions shoot over her: How can this happen? Those who have recently moved from Falköping, from a sad and gray life – to giving life a new chance here in Skövde? He himself says that here is all of what they need. But why ... why is he doing this? What’s wrong? What is missing? What did she miss? What more is the crisis that he is going to carry, which he does not tell?

	Britt goes up in the glue, becomes almost hysterical. Imagine if the doctors couldn’t save him, and unless the old lady found him in the storage, and the nurse who managed to keep him alive. Imagine if he had just moved on, and she herself then had to try to limp herself alone, on her own.

	A psychologist also comes and asks questions to both mom and Daniel. The psychologist specializes in suicidal and self-harm behavior. He wants to find out how he is doing, how he feels, and what weighs him down.

	But Daniel does not want to talk about why he is feeling bad, neither with his mother nor with the psychologist. At most, he answers only briefly in the affirmative or denies their questions. He doesn’t want to worry them more than they already are.

	It does not matter what he says to his defense or to explain what has happened. They will not understand him anyway, and cannot understand how he is doing.

	He agrees to a new appointment to see the psychologist again in a few days. First and foremost, he needs advice and tips on how to face up and deal with all anxiety about his attitude to guys. In the first place, he needs to get advice and tips on how to meet up and deal with all the anxiety over his orientation to guys.

	The unsuccessful attempt at suicide means that mum, grandmother and grandfather, the psychologist, and others in Daniel’s vicinity will have better oversight with a focus on him and how he is doing.

	His medications keep mom locked up in the future, and he only gets a smaller number of tablets at a time – as if tablets were the only way to say goodbye.

	They should all be helped to support and encourage him, so that he can feel better, and with that, he does not risk falling back on track with being hurt. They mean that committing suicide is no solution to the problem.

	But the problem is so big now that Daniel no longer knows how to handle it. And according to him, there is no good solution ... or nothing will be better by telling others about it. They will just give him simple answers and poor suggestions for solutions, like they don’t really understand how it is or how difficult it is for him.

	They will just say: “There is no danger, just something you have got for yourself. This happens in the teens. When a cute girl shows up, you should see that it works out …”

	Everything is so easy for them. They do not have to live with or bear on his problems.

	The problem is that he likes guys, but he has never had the chance to test what it’s like to be with a guy. And everything has become a mass of thoughts that stick together to a single thick batter in the head.

	He doesn’t just want to go around thinking of being gay. He also wants to do it, meet a guy and do it, with him, the way gays want to do when they meet.

	But how will it go, and how will he meet this guy? He can’t just snap his fingers and conjure him up. No, he probably needs some help finding the prince. But how …?

	It is certainly here that the psychologist’s help comes in, which can help him put things in life right. Maybe he just needs a lot of support with the encouragement to dare to go into action.

	 

	 

	WHITE LIE

	 

	8 When the Nightmare Comes True

	Kim and Camilla, phone call, home

	 

	The phone screams angry signals at Kim’s home this Sunday morning. At the other end of the telephone line, his girl Camilla stands and is about to have an insanity outbreak. She is as angry as sorry and is on the warpath for an answer. And time after time, she asks why Kim is doing the way he does to her?

	But Kim is asleep at his best. He hears some loud, disturbing sound far away, but he doesn’t care. All he wants is to get some sleep.

	It continues to ring at regular intervals. He pulls the blanket over his head in an attempt to silence the noise.

	Soon, the call will end.

	“Oh, so nice,” he sighs and falls asleep again.

	There will be a break in a few minutes.

	But then it starts again. And now with even more angry and moaning signals.

	Half-asleep, he thinks it is the clock radio being whistled. He stretches out his hand to turn it off, but the noise continues. Desperate and frantically, he pushes the buttons harder without the sound ceasing. When nothing happens, he easily strikes his hand, and then harder. But the noise doesn’t stop.

	Frustrated not to get quiet about the misery, he slams into the clock radio so that it dances down the floor.

	“The phone ...,” he shouts sourly. “Damn, that’s the phone. Yes yes! I’ll answer.”

	The quilt goes down on the floor as he pulls out of bed. Naked, with a heavy hangover, and on unsteady legs, he swings to the phone, which is on the pine bureau in front of the window at the other end of the room. He lifts the telephone handset with heavy force, like it’s a ten-pound dumbbell.

	“Yes, hello,” he yawns.

	“Hi, is it Kim?”

	“No, it’s his mom.”

	He has a hard time stopping his somewhat bad morning mood. The comments jump out as they please, like frogs out of his mouth, and when he’s not clear in his head.

	She sits at home on the couch in the living room, at her parents, when she calls. And she is very tense. Hugs hard on a red sofa pillow in an effort to gather security and courage.

	“Kim, I don’t like when you’re like that. You can answer well and be a little polite?”

	“Okay. Yes, hey, Camilla. Are you calling and waking up so early?”

	He turns the blind and is attacked by razor-sharp rays of sunshine that chop and blind him. Turns quickly again and continues:

	“Oh, this so wonderfully beautiful and sunny morning.”

	“Early? Half-past eleven …! Certainly, you are free today, but …”

	She stops and makes a small break. And then continues:

	“I have something very important, which is very serious, that I want to talk to you about.”

	She is very upset. And close to weeping.

	“Yes, but what is it about?” he yawns.

	He tries to keep calm despite her upset.

	“No, I do not know if I want to bring this up on the phone. I would probably like to discuss it between four eyes. Are you at home, and I’ll show up in a little while?”

	She doesn’t sound like she usually does. In normal cases, she is soft and velvety in her voice.

	You just woke me up, he thinks.

	“You can say something now,” he yawns again, and this time a little longer, “so I get a chance to be prepared when you come?”

	As he wakes up in the skull, he feels that he should probably be a little worried, at least based on her mood.

	He looks around quickly in memory, until last night, even back for a week and for the midsummer weekend, especially midsummer eve, when they were at the dance park. As he has done, something must have happened there, but he has no idea what it might be. There were many people and many drunk, so much he remembers.

	He and Camilla celebrate that they have been together for a year. Although according to his calendar, it is only now for the weekend that they celebrate a year together. In their view, the difference between one or the other date is that he counts from their first kiss. This is well when they formally come together. And she counts from when they first meet. And he thinks they will only be together two weeks after the first meeting.

	So now they celebrate twice: on midsummer eve, that they have known each other for a year, and two weeks later, now for the weekend, on Friday, that they have been together for a year.

	In the day, on midsummer eve, Camilla is out on a meadow picking flowers that she ties to two wreaths: one for Kim and one for herself. The wreaths are so fine, with pink-purple, white, blue, and yellow flowers. They wear them proudly on their heads.

	And earlier in the evening, he has a pre-party at his house, and there is a large group of guys and girls.

	Later they are at the dance park, at dance and concert. However, Camilla is mostly in some bush and vomit. She has obviously mixed too well with beer, wine, and grog. It makes her vomit up everything she has eaten earlier in the evening. She is not feeling well, is next to ill, and really needs to go to the hospital for alcohol poisoning. But after a few trips into the bushes, she settles for a taxi home. And her friend Madde is following along.

	He has great fun at the dance park. Goes around and prides himself on having the best and most beautiful girl in the world – when she is not in any bush and vomit, of course.

	And earlier in the evening, they celebrate the one-year anniversary with pizza, cake and lots of alcohol. He is also well rounded under his feet.

	But at the dance park, he hits the accelerator at the bottom, dances, and turns around without inhibitions. He invites one to the other to dance – and he has not had this much fun in a very long time.

	Now he gets no rest on the thoughts that go away for a hundred and ninety.

	 

	 

	9 Rumors in Town

	 

	“Yes, okay,” she says with a little trembling voice, interrupting his thoughts. “It’s about rumors I’ve heard in town, and for quite some time now. It also happened especially on midsummer eve, at the dance park – when I was at home and sick. I first found out this last night. There’s a lot of talk going on in town. I tried to catch you all night yesterday, but ...”

	“I was at work all night,” he says. “There is a lot of work to be done at the bakery – especially now before the holidays.”

	“Yeah ... okay,” she says, sounding a little absent.

	“But what is it about then?”

	He hardly dares to remind her of the question ... because now it is discomfort, he feels it strongly.

	“Yes ... hmm,” she says, takes charge, and gathers strength, to be able to throw away the heavier words. “Damn Kim ... it’s ... it’s about you like guys. I have proof of that. Several of my sources, safe ones, have seen you stand on several occasions and hold on to a tall, dark, black guy, a little older than you. And as late as midsummer eve, at the dance ... But then it was another guy ... How can you do this to me? Is this true? Although you have no idea, of course. You were pretty packed already before I left and went home.”

	She wipes a tear from her cheek.

	He becomes completely dumb.

	She is so straight and forthright in her performance, as if she is shooting arrows at him, where not a single one misses his head. And with her crying in her throat, the words hit him like a thunderstorm. He gets checkmate.

	“No ...,” is the only thing he gets.

	He remembers that she goes home earlier from the disco at the dance park, because she has a headache and is quite drunk. And he remembers, as I said, how he swung around on the dance floor. But there are usually so many he dances with, guys as girls, and sometimes they can stand a bigger gang in a big ring and dance – everyone with everyone.

	He thinks frantically ...

	Yes, but wait, now he remembers more. He also meets his former, secret boyfriend, Johan Mattsson. And a guy, Frederic Granström, from high school when he lives in Lidköping. But the black guy must have been – his name is Fredrik too, with a more common spelling. Fredrik Dahl is studying at the university and is a few years older than himself.

	But Frederic, with the unusual spelling, is in Kim’s age, twenty-one, a very nice and ordinary guy who doesn’t stand out much. He is surprisingly like himself from high school time. Is a bit quiet-sounding, quiet, and very shy, has a medium blonde and short haircut, green eyes, and is something in the horse path cute. Maybe he is something feminine too: a little girly in the way of talking and moving, especially the loose wrists and light twists on the butt. But such a nice guy he is, and popular among everyone.

	Johan and Frederic seem to have come together to the dance park, but later lose each other. Or Frederic deliberately neglects him to be alone with Kim? Johan who is also much older and thirty next time.

	Later, Frederic says that Johan and he, a few months ago, found each other through an advertisement that Johan published in a men’s magazine.

	Kim does not remember much more of Frederic, and from the dance park, more than they dance up a track in the parquet floor, to swinging and sweaty songs.

	But when Camilla now also tells that a larger group, plus Frederic and he, later in the evening, should have been at an after-party with their best friend Per, in Lidköping, he cannot remember. Well, by the way, but only vaguely. He wakes up on the sofa when their private driver shakes him alive and asks if he is going home to Skövde. But when it comes to guys and the dance park ... No, farther than to a thunderous swing on the dance floor with Frederic and a few others, and possibly some slow dances with some girl as well, is what he remembers most of that night.

	With Frederic, there are no slow dances, as far as he can remember, but at most, only some easy-going waltz and with a playful undertone.

	It gets quiet in the handset. Nobody says anything.

	But now, the more he tries to remember, the more he remembers. The guy Camilla refers to, as they have also seen him in town, understands he is Johan Mattsson.

	He knows him well then long before Camilla shows up in his life.

	He is with him for a year, but it ends between them and several months before he meets Camilla.

	Johan is gay, and has probably been more in love with Kim than he is with him.

	Between Johan and Camilla, he has a period of three months that he is not with anyone. He and Johan continue to meet, but only as friends.

	Kim tries hard not to be unfaithful, when it feels wrong. However, this morality can sometimes get in the way of rest, when he does not feel so well emotionally and if some interesting person enters and tries to seduce him.

	But it takes a lot to successfully seduce and get him on the hook, as he is very picky and at the same time tries to stick to his morals. And Johan never manages to seduce him after he meets Camilla. They just keep meeting as friends.

	During the months he is solo, he is able to think a lot about what he wants with his life and if he is really gay. He wants to test if it’s just that Johan doesn’t feel as exciting and interesting anymore. That he might be able to feel more attraction to another guy.

	Just before he meets Camilla, he chooses to put in an ad and searches for a like-minded guy to meet.

	In his ignorance, the advertisement will not be published in the newspaper until more than six months later. Since he meets Camilla, there is nothing to do with the ad, and the idea of meeting a new guy runs out in the sand.

	And when Camilla shows up, he realizes he’s bisexual. The feelings for her grow, and he feels he is attracted more to women than men, or more to Camilla than men.

	The feelings he has for Johan are mostly based on the fact that it is fun and nice to be with him. He is a kind and warm person with a lot of humor. But he has a hard time accepting that Kim has left him, and never gives up on getting him back. If he gets the chance, he shows up in every conceivable place, in different contexts, where Kim is, as in the dance park on midsummer eve, in the company of another guy.

	Kim may find it difficult to be clear and to reject him so that he understands. Maybe it is difficult because Johan is a very nice guy who has set up a lot for him. It’s not hard to understand how sorry he is.

	Kim is still silent, speechless, and feels a nausea rush through his body. The eyes stare with emptiness straight into the wall. The look sticks to a small light blue flower in the wallpaper, trying to find concentration and focus.

	How is he going to sort this out and get away from this predicament?

	Everything feels like a death sentence brought out by Camilla: “Now we’ve revealed you, you little fucking gay-disgust. Fuck you!”

	“Kim, hello, are you there? You may well answer?”

	She is determined and tough, chopping hard in her fight against the bitter truth. There is no mercy to seek with her right now.

	He hangs the handset on his shoulder. The nausea becomes persistent and increasingly intense. It becomes like a big lump in his throat and the anxiety flushes cold and relentlessly over him.

	Now he just wants to die and get away from it all.

	 

	 

	10 Anxiety Attack

	 

	It thumps in the head, the heart feels like it is beating unevenly, and the pulse is rushing away.

	“Kim, hello! Hello, are you still there? I’m coming home to you now. Answer then, so I know you’re there?”

	She sounds a little softer in her voice, not as angry and judgmental.

	Now the anxiety attack is creeping ever closer. And he feels the sweat coming out: in the armpits, back, chest, scalp, forehead, face – yes, everywhere on the body. A powerful dizziness sweeps over him, and the handset falls to the floor.

	He must lie down. Feels he’s about to faint. It spins like a carousel in the head. The nausea feels like the worst seasickness.

	He lays down on a gray-blue rug, which is very soft, comfortable, and welcoming.

	A short distance away, on the bright plastic floor, is the telephone handset. Her voice is still heard in it, and she makes several attempts to reconnect with him.

	But soon, she gives up, and the handset becomes silent.

	He stays on the carpet for a while until the nausea with dizziness subsides.

	A thousand thoughts are still spinning in his head. Is he revealed now, and is it all over with everything, with her and him? What is it that she knows that she has found out?

	As the thoughts continue to spin, he crawls up from the floor, goes into the kitchen, and pours a huge glass of water.

	He needs to think something out and to his defense when she arrives. He goes and stands in the shower. Here is the best place to think.
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