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THE ULTIMATE STORY OF YOUNG LOVE

Meet Anniken Englund: An insecure teenager living in the city of Drammen, Norway. At 15, she is already an active blogger, but behind her façade of beauty and success lies a troubled and tumultuous childhood, lonely school days with few friends, and a lot of anxiety and bullying.

Then she meets Mikkel, glamorous pop star and half of the duo DJ Broiler, climbing in Norwegian pop charts. Soon, the two are going steady. Anniken has met the love of her life. Suddenly a member of the «in» crowd, she follows Mikkel to concerts and trips abroad, all while Mikkel still has to sneak into her room at night to avoid her parents’ watchful eye …

Life seems to be smiling, but soon, there are bumps in the road. Amidst all the fun and action, Anniken feels lost, as if she is no one, without identity. The relationship is put under a lot of strain, one argument after another, until one day, the two split up.

This is where Anniken’s nightmare starts. Unable to cope with the break-up, and unable to let Mikkel go, she is hurled into a deep depression. It will turn out to be a year-long, life threatening affliction that Anniken just barely escapes – costing her not only immense suffering, but also almost all of her friends.

In “Just Give Me One More Night”, Anniken for the first time tells the whole story of her first love – and the devastating break-up that followed. Warm, funny, heartbreaking and brutally honest, the book was a sensation when it was published in Norway, instantly hitting the #1 spot on the bestseller lists and generating pre-publication orders not seen since the Harry Potter frenzy. “Just Give Me One More Night” then went on to be the 3rd most sold non-fiction title in 2018, and it’s still on the bestselling lists.

Highly personal, original and self-revealing, “Just Give Me One more Night” gives a unique account and insight into what it feels like to be sixteen and heartbroken in today’s modern society. Anniken puts into her own words the dizzying emotions and the depth of despair she experienced when breaking up with her love.

Anniken wowed to write the ultimate book of young love. This is it.


Just Give Me One More Night


By the time you read this, I will have been trying for years to write a perfect sentence. A sentence that would explain why I am now in the process of baring my soul.

The truth is that I have struggled to figure out how to begin and I don’t know if there’s any point in all of this. Maybe I’m just going to tear open old wounds that became scars ages ago. Or maybe I am just in denial. In denial about how everything will become nothing. Maybe I’m so cynical, self-centered, and narcissistic that I believe my grief was meant for you and for something larger than myself. Maybe I am so out of my mind that I actually believe I was meant to experience this grief so I could tell others what love is, or what it isn’t. So the person reading this will either be prepared (something you will never be nonetheless) or just able to reconsider what you were thinking the moment he turned his back on you yesterday. You wanted to die, I’m sure you wanted to die. Well, I can tell you right now, that’s how completely out of my mind I was too. I wanted to die. But I didn’t and neither will you.

Because in this book, I will tell you about the intense pain I experienced when my heart was shattered like a crystal vase into a thousand tiny pieces that are still cutting into the soles of my feet. I am going to tell you about grief so enormous that a 17-year-old girl thought her body would give in to an endless series of unbearable days. I am going to tell you about hate so huge that reason no longer existed.

But I am also going to tell you about liberating laughter, the unreal life on tour throughout Norway, intense evenings of piano music, ferry trips spent under stolen covers and in particular, deep conversations, drives in the rain and a strong hope for endless love. Then, in the midst of all that, I am going to tell you a secret. A secret I have kept until this day today. A secret that may change my life all over again. Because you are now holding my heart in your hands and a heart is not something to be made fun of. So close the cover, touch my heart, feel it, inhale the scent of it, pass your hand over the living memories and hold it against your chest before you take a deep breath. Because when you open the book again, you will be just as hooked on it, as I was on him.




“It’s not about who you fuck, where you live or what you eat that makes you, you.

It’s the heartbreaks, the bigger, the better.”

Lady Gaga




On december 9, 2013 i stopped blogging. I posted a short piece explaining that I needed time for myself, and that I felt badly about what my family and friends had been through during the past few months. Little did I know that it was the start of four long years of pain, a constant lump in my stomach and an ocean of tears. How can a 17-year-old even understand what feelings actually are, you might be thinking. Feelings were much bigger before, I think.

We have to go back in time. We have to go back to a time long before falling in love and tender kisses, to a time with scraped knees and easy laughter. We have to go back to Solberg Elementary School, class 1A. To the girl seated on the right, in the back of the classroom. Anniken Englund Jørgensen. Anniken, because her father was unable to pronounce Natalie correctly, Englund because it was a family name nobody else would be bothered to use and Jørgensen because that was her father’s name. I didn’t choose any of the names myself. I know it’s true that you don’t get the chance to choose, but even so, this fascinates me. Like the fact that I was sitting in this classroom too. I didn’t choose anything myself. Something I still choose to believe.

Maybe I was completely normal but all the same I didn’t feel that way, because I was one of the pupils the teachers’ stared at a little bit more than the others. Not because resting their gazes on me was comfortable, but because my intensity caused them to stare anyway. I was called on even if I didn’t raise my hand and I was the one who was blamed for whispering, even though it was usually the others. I stood out and that was maybe the whole problem. I never really understood why they looked at me and therefore I interpreted it in a negative way. I didn’t fit in.

My memories of the Solberg years are pretty vague. I remember only a few, general details like how terrible the hallways smelled because of the 346 pairs of stinky shoes all lined up in a row or how creepy the locker rooms outside the gym were. I also remember how I used to hide in the dirty toilet in the schoolyard, either because it was so cold I was convinced my toes would fall off or because I was scared to death that some monster kid would say something mean to me and destroy what little was left of my highly underdeveloped self-confidence.

“Get a life”, they said while they flipped a couple of 50cent coins at me and laughed.

Maybe I was a victim of bullying from day one, or maybe, just maybe, it was my own fault. I go for the latter. Because I was weird. I talked about unicorns that didn’t exist; I talked about reindeer, landscapes and the world in a strange way, a way the other kids didn’t understand. I lied a lot and I used icecream and sweets to bribe my girlfriends to walk home with me. “Girlfriends.” I’ve never really managed to understand the meaning of that word.

Well, let us just say that this became the foundation for a lot of things in my life. I absorbed everything around me like a sponge. I still remember the day my mother said my ears weren’t equal? I ended up wearing a tight-fitting headband for a whole year, hoping that my ears would become alike. All I got was a chronic headache. I never took off that headband and swimming lessons at school became a great challenge. A couple of years later, while applying thick layers of mascara in the morning, I realized that my eyelashes were not exactly alike on each eye, which led to tears and panic. I would wash out the mascara and reapply it over and over again. I feverishly asked my classmates if their lashes were alike and I always stared at other people’s eyelashes.

Ever since then, I’ve had tons of weird addictions (as I like to call them). I even had an addiction to claw machines. But that’s another story, for another time, if not for another book altogether. Because this is supposed to be about love and its pain, the kind of pain nobody remembers to send flowers to.


August. A beautiful month. The month of Leo. I have always resembled a lion, maybe both the one from the star sign and the lion’s soul. A lion is strong. A seeker. Vigilant. These three qualities have influenced my choices and led me places in life, that’s for sure. But the coming days of late August would now challenge what remained of the strong lion.

Like so many others, I spent a lot of time on Facebook, and I like to say that it was a hobby. One day I came across a status posted by the DJ group Broiler. I knew about the group, because the day before my Mom had shown me an article in the newspaper about two promising boys who played music about the towns of Mjøndalen and Krokstadelva. Mom asked if I knew of them, because she thought that I knew “everyone.” Which I didn’t actually. Maybe I gave the impression that I was more social than I actually was. Mom was of course aware of the number of conversations she’d had with the school about the bullying I’d experienced. I knew that she often cried in secret. She wanted something more for her only child, even though she never said so … But she never doubted me, and neither did Dad. It was just a difficult situation. All the parents of the kids in my class had different ways of handling the fact that their child was bullying another child. Mostly through denial, but I don’t hold any grudges. It was, after all, about their own children.

She’d shown me the article and pointed at the two boys wearing funny leggings and sunglasses. They looked like a couple of fools. Have you seen that movie, Dumb and Dumber? That’s exactly how they looked, one of them wearing tiger-print leggings and the other leggings with a leopard-print. I looked up from my favorite breakfast of scrambled eggs and smoked salmon and answered a confused “no.” Yuck, I thought, I don’t know people like that.

“Model wanted for our clothing line” is I believe how their Facebook status read. Suddenly I was intrigued and alert. Desperate for attention. I “liked” the status and hid a little smile. Of course I didn’t dare post a comment amidst the hundreds of comments from boys and girls tagging each other, laughing and getting all worked up. So I continued scrolling down the page while the knot in my stomach grew. It stressed me out simply “liking” the status. Then a message popped up in my inbox.


Hi, I was wondering about something, Anniken.

Hello, yes? :)

How old are you?

What do you think?

95?

I’m 16.

Okay, cuz I need some girls for a photo shoot.

Really?



We agreed that I would take part in a photo shoot. They told me they’d come to my house, that they would pick me up. I should bring some clothing that would definitively not be worn in front of a white backdrop. The collection was inspired by the music and I was instructed to style the garments I chose according to the texts on the T-shirts they’d made. They asked for my address and telephone number.

I wish I could say that the rest was history. That it ended right here. Let the story continue all by itself inside my head. Like a narrow tunnel full of tears, laughter and despair. Like a movie I can put on repeat for myself, over and over again. But instead I will say that the whole thing started with a lie. I wasn’t sixteen years old, which was apparently important because they couldn’t use minors for the job. I was fifteen. I had long, blonde hair, plucked eyebrows and one boob that was bigger than the other.


I waited. I told mom and Dad the big news. They were skeptical but still proud. I went into my bedroom, brushed my hair and trembled slightly as I picked up the sheer lipstick from my makeup bag with the pink floral pattern. I glanced out the window, waiting for them to come and pick me up. For two days I waited. They were delayed, busy, or on the way. On the third day I received another message. Mikkel, one of the guys from the DJ group Broiler, was going to pick me up.

It was a late summer day. Mom started getting annoyed about how slow these guys were. She saw how disappointed I was when nobody came and rang the doorbell. Outside the trees were no longer in full bloom. I didn’t like the summer. It was too hot, too sticky and there were too many people having a good time. While I, on the other hand, spent most of my time at home. I wrote blog entries for an online magazine, and I was proud of that. The whole thing was pretty insignificant, but I was proud that somebody wanted me as their blogger. This was how I filled my days – with too much TV and too many photos taken of myself in the street, using my automatic timing release, photos of me with crimped hair, short-shorts, bare shoulders and holding flowers in my hands.

Suddenly a message pinged on my cell phone. Somebody was waiting outside. I shook like a leaf, feeling excited and nervous.

The reason I said yes in the first place was that I looked forward to showing everyone around me what I had been a part of. Proof that I was cool and popular among some people. I didn’t give a shit if it only looked that way. Nobody liked me anyway.

I had begun dressing differently. “Street outfits” I called them on my blog. Outfits I didn’t dare wear in public, only in photos. It became my thing, as further proof of my insecurity. I wore key-rings on my bracelets, dark eyeliner around my eyes and sometimes I felt quite pretty. I had just taken part in a program called “Teenage Boss” on Norwegian national TV, a program where young people were given the chance to take charge of their parents’ finances for an entire month. It was all actually pretty authentic; it really was Mom and Dad’s money in the suitcase I received in the first episode. Mom and I had watched this program often. We followed season one enthusiastically and at the end of each episode Mom told me that she thought I should be on the show, the way I spent money. We laughed about this, but nonetheless it got stuck somewhere in my subconscious. Shortly after, I sent an application. My recollection of what I wrote is a bit fuzzy, but I remember I mentioned that I had a horse and threw in a couple of pictures of myself. I went out to Mom and told her what I had done and we both laughed. It wasn’t until two months later that it all got serious, when the TV- station contacted me and said they wanted me to be on the program. Finally, we agreed that we would do it, mostly because I wanted to show the world that I could accomplish something. For sure, Mom knew that this was the reason. She supported it, understood it. I was perhaps even lonelier than I realized. I can see that now.

I put on a pair of worn-out Converse. My hair was crimped and my makeup applied with trembling hands. I opened the front door and hesitantly walked out. A black Mercedes was parked outside, an old model. Inside sat a slim boy, busy on his phone. Mikkel, I thought, this is Mikkel. I walked nervously over to the car carrying a plastic bag full of clothes, short shorts and glitter tops. I had spent a long time putting the outfits together, which showed how serious I was, because I was serious. I got into the car, said hello quietly, laughing nervously and crossing my legs. My hands were sweaty. I looked up and met the intense stare of two crystal-clear blue eyes. His hair was dark under the cap he was wearing and came down to his neck. He was wearing a white T-shirt and a thin summer scarf around his neck. He had sharp cheekbones and medium sized lips. The cheesy guy I’d seen wearing leggings and a leopard print scarf was no longer as cheesy. He wasn’t creepy either. He smiled a crooked smile, a smile that would later make my entire body go numb. “Let’s go,” he said, bringing all my thoughts to a halt.

We didn’t talk much on the way to the photo shoot. Not that I remember much from the time in the car anyway. I don’t remember much at all from that period. Just small, random fragments that I’m unable to combine into a complete image. A few minutes later we drove past the Drammen racetrack, a place where I’d spent a lot of time during the early years of my childhood. Horses were my hobby. I think it was what saved me at that time. I got my first horse when I was around twelve or thirteen, a dream come true. His name was Mr. Pilkington, a name I didn’t choose myself. He was brownish-black with blonde mane and tail. He’d been a riding school horse at Stubberud farm in Konnerud, a place I often worked in the summertime when they had summer camp for the younger children, not that I was all that much older than they were. Mr. Pilkington was never very fond of me, no matter how much I tried to get him to like me. He was stubborn, headstrong and a little unhappy. He hated it when I took him out riding and he would often double back abruptly when he understood that I was unsure of my control over him. I bent the rules a lot. I rode without a helmet, jumped up onto a rock and rode him home from the pasture bareback, with just a rope around his neck for reins. I was stomped on, kicked and bucked off. My love life wasn’t going very well, not even the horse I tried so hard to love liked me. He and I later started pony racing. I had my own competition wear, which bore my initials AEJ, a blue, black and white habit. Dad and I had painted my sulky. It was light blue with small diamonds along the edges. I wasn’t very good during these years either. I won a couple of races, but I was most proud of the prize “Buskerud Champion” in pony racing. Mr. Pilkington was later used at the riding school again and Mom and Dad began to notice that he was getting to be too small for me. The sale went more quickly than I could have guessed. “It’s a good idea to do it right away otherwise it will only become more difficult,” I remember Mom said. I trusted her reasoning, even though it was unbelievably difficult the day he was picked up by a young girl and her father. “Take care of him,” I said, as the tears rolled down my plump, rounded cheeks.

We approached a field in Vinnes, a short distance away from where I lived. Mikkel turned the car around and parked by a large oak tree. It was here that I usually took the bus when I was going into town, even though it was a little further to walk than to the bus stop just outside my house. I didn’t like people very much and I’d discovered that the bus from Vinnes often was empty when I got on. This was the last stop for those coming from Drammen, so it was perfect for me. In the years to come, I would take this bus for other reasons. Isn’t it strange how the significance of random things we have done all our lives can suddenly change so drastically?

“I thought we could take some pictures here, so maybe you can change in the car?” My sweaty hands got even sweatier. How on earth would I manage this? I just wanted to run home again. I no longer felt pretty and dreaded showing him the outfits I had put together. The little bit of self-confidence I had drained out of me, vanishing amidst the stalks of wheat in the field. The tall, dark guy with the black Mercedes was suddenly stressing me out. I said yes hesitantly and climbed into the back. I changed my clothes so quickly that beads of sweat formed on my forehead. Finally, I finished and got out of the car.

For the next few hours Mikkel took photos of me in the field, amidst long, yellow stalks of wheat that would soon be harvested. Today the same field is really just sad in comparison, with overlapping patches of brown and green and weeds everywhere. But at the time it was golden and magical, like a lovely dream I’d had when I was a little girl. My first outfit was a T-shirt with lyrics from one of their more recent songs – nothing Mom and Dad would have been proud of, but in that moment this was the coolest thing I’d ever done. I couldn’t wait for all the pictures to be published on their website so I could show everyone what I’d been up too this late summer season. I picked an apple from the apple tree beside me and took a juicy bite. Then I lifted up my hand to the right and held the apple the way Eve did in paradise. Or was it actually the poisonous snake? Same difference, I don’t believe in that theory anyway.
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“400 bitches through the woods and across the lawn,
Cunts that look like bark and smell like prawns.”






He stopped the car, asked me what my Kik messenger
name was and drove me home.
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