Theterrace
A fantasy by Anders Allander

It is Saturday morning 14th of July 2001, and | sit inside our cottage in the small
village of Véstanvik located in the region Dalarna. | sit in my corner of my
comfortable sofa and read Herman Lindquists books about Swedish history. |
have reached the 17th century and the period of the king Gustaf 11 Adolf.

It isabrutal story with alot of wars and great misery. Intrigues against the king
or against the church were as a rule punished with a painful death. The crime of
talking with a Catholic was punished with death or with alife long exile under
disgusting conditions. Anitathen calls me from outdoor in the garden.
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"Allan! Come and look! Such afantastic formations of clouds! Y ou can see
faces and bodies in the clouds. Just now, | can see Queen Victorial

"Which Victoria? Isit the English one or the Swedish one?’

"It can be each one of them! However, | believeit isthe Swedish one! Sheis
sitting there in her full dress. Y ou ought to come outside!”

"1 must first finish this chapter. Then | will come!”

| continue to read about how Gustaf won his greatest victory — in the battle of
Breitenfelt 7th of September 1631. Then he had the highest scores among al
those with power in Europe. At the same time, the Emperor and his Catholics
hated him. Gustaf maybe ought to have stopped there and accepted that this
victory was sufficient. However, he had greater ambitions that this! The war
continued when Gustaf and his troops forced themsel ves deeper down in the
south of Europe.

| then close my book and fill my glass with wine, and | go outdoor to sit down in
my blue easy chair in the terrace.

It is apleasant temperature in the air and aweak wind is curling my hair. Anita
busies herself in the garden and cut around her flowers. Then she movesto the
other side of the house, and | can no longer see, what she does.

| hear ahumming from bumblebees in the air. When | look upon the door, | see
alittle bumblebee land upon the white frame around the door. It fumbles around
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al dizzy from the fragrances of summer and from all the nectar, that it has
consumed.

Then he crawlsto the corner up at theright side. There | can see asmall hole
that he crawls into. He apparently has his bumblebee nest up there. They are
nice animals! They are like small hairy bears that completely enjoy life ant its
fine harmonies. Then there comes one little bumblebee more and land upon the
white frame and starts to crawl up towards the upper right corner. So there are
more? It is at least a bumblebee pair!

| continue to sip upon my good wine.

| look upon the sky. The formations of clouds are fantastic. There right up in the
sky | can see Gustaf |1 Adolf in profile. His nose and chin and his pointed beard
make sharp silhouettes against the blue background. In addition, behind him |
can see even more sharp formations of clouds approaching.

However, the clouds do not stand still. A stronger wind is blowing high up in the
sky and moves the clouds at north. It isawonderful day, and | enjoy the summer
and my wine. It is good with vacations. | have still one week to go, before it
ends.

Then there come another little humming bumblebee and after this still another
approaches. Then still another. It may be a whole society of bumblebees?

The clouds move towards north and the sky brightens clearly blue. However,
away there at the glade between the neighbor’ s trees at south, one can see more
clouds approaching.

My glass of wineis empty, and | rise and fill it up again.
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| see four more formations of clouds approaching from the south. They tumble
forwards more and more and transform to even more thrilling faces and
formations.

They are like huge Gods looking down at us.

All is mixed with sun and the humming from the bumbl ebees.
| count to 10 bumblebees, before | finish my counting.

My thoughts are about rest and harmony.

It really is apleasant time out here on the terrace!

However, there are some ghosts from my past that pop up into my mind.
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lurk there! Fragments of conversations pop up into my mind. However, | shake

them away and turn to enjoy my good wine instead.

However, the ghosts are insistent. They return time after time.

What a shit! Thisis 20-year-old problems that ought to have been forgotten and
buried along time ago. | take asip of my wine once again trying to forget better.

It is approaching a black cloud from the south and the wind gets stronger. Then
the sky is lightened up by aflash and the thunder reaches me soon after. It starts
to rain. Anitaruns back.




"Damn it, Allan! So it must start to pour down on us? We had such anicetime
just before this!”

"Yes! Soon it isfinished. | already now can see alittle blue sky further to the
south!”

Some more lightening interrupt me followed immediately by athunder.

There are dramatic formations of clouds that tumble their way forward. One can
see how they rise up in front of us. They are like huge boxers that are fighting
against our Nature and us.

However, we have good protection on our terrace.

The thunder fades away, and the clouds tumble away without rain on their way
towards the north. The sun is shining upon them from below, and they are

silhouetted sharp and dark against the blue sky.

Then there come more bumblebees. In addition, even morel

| tell Anitaabout the bumblebees.

She stands looking upon them a couple of minutes.

There are plenty of little hairy bearsthat crawl up towards their bumblebee nest.
"YesAllan! You areright! It seemsto be a complete society of them! | first
thought it was only one of them! Do you believe that they can cause us any

problem?’

"No! We let them be so long! They are rather harmless!”
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