Dear Friends and Family,
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Wednesday, 13 July 2011

The day started with a short shopping trip to purchase a pair of rubber boots and some plastic bins to use at the Jamboree. Then back home to pack for our trip to the country house where Suzanne’s sister, Lotta, and her family would be along with Sture and Gunbritt. 

The country house was purchased by Suzanne’s father and has had additions and modifications made by the family over the years. There are plenty of beds and bedrooms, enough to accommodate 25 or more. In addition to the house, there are two barns, and other small out buildings. A swimming pool near the front has a solar heated outdoor shower and a picnic patio. In one of the barns, they have built a sauna. After all, this is Sweden! The barn also has a ping-pong table, a lot of exercise equipment, including a boxing bag and gloves. The other barn stores small outdoor maintenance equipment, riding lawn mower, an ATV, a small motorcycle with a front cart and three wheels so the kids can handle it with ease. 

The house is very comfortable, and besides a lot of outdoor activity and exercise, eating and drinking are an important part of the routine. The weather was cloudy and somewhat chilly, but we made our way to the sauna, and into the pool several times. The water was cold, but I managed a couple of dips. On the other hand, the sauna felt wonderful. Joann (yoahn), Niclas’ brother-in-law, Lotta’s husband, could only spend the day with us, as he had to return to work. He recently got a new job as an emergency ambulance nurse, and had not earned much vacation time yet. 

The younger children, all cousins, have a great time at the country house. Ida had two girl cousins her age to play with, and while not here this week, Ella and Eric have cousins their age too. Ella, the horse rider in the family, gets to ride a neighbor’s horse whenever she comes to the country house. We even stopped on our way to buy some horse supplies.

After swimming and using the sauna, the adults sat around the pool for delightful conversation and some very special drinks. Something I never had before, but enjoyed greatly was a glass of schnapps with a very thin slice of salami in it. That was followed by vodka with a lime, and later, red wine with dinner. Oh, I forgot to say that we also drank cold beer in the sauna. It sounds like a lot of alcohol, but to tell you the truth, over several hours, I really did not feel the effects. Although I think Niclas had a bit more than I did, and did seem to be quite happy in the evening.

Lotta had decided to prepare an “American” dinner: hamburgers and fries with all the trimmings, in my honor. Niclas did the grilling outside. We could all fit around the long dining room table inside to eat the meal; it was a very nice family gathering of seven adults and five children. I felt amazingly at home, and recalled many similar events in my own family over the years.

After dinner we watched the World Cup women’s match between Sweden and Japan. You can imagine how difficult it was for my hosts to see Sweden go down to defeat, but the Japanese women really played a better game. I thought the Swedish goalie had the best performance, but the Japanese women on the field just outdid the Swedish women. Whenever a Swedish player got the ball or passed the ball, the Japanese had three or four players right there, and often took the ball away.

Interestingly, the US team played Brazil as I waited for my flight out of National Airport. That game was crucial, and it was tied till the end when the US scored the winning points. If they had not done so, they would have been eliminated from further play. Everyone feared the Brazilian star player, Matta. The general expectation was that she would make it impossible for the US team to win, but that did not happen.

Thursday, 14 July 2011

I slept in late this morning. The country air, and the mild temperature made sleeping conditions ideal. However, at breakfast, Niclas told me that some kind of magnetic fields cross exactly in the room where I slept, and that was supposed to make sleeping difficult according to one of the other family members who usually occupies the room. Perhaps, I was a test that the family could later relate.

After breakfast, Sture, Niclas and I set out with Lucas, the deaf, black lab, in a light rain to take a hike and to hunt for mushrooms, chanterelles. Hiking in the rain, provided and opportunity to test the rubber boots and to test my rain gear, all of which will surely be needed during the Jamboree. We did not find the mushrooms, but did find wild raspberries, and blueberries. The family has a small garden where Suzanne planted potatoes, and where other larger berry bushes are growing. Some of these berries are used to make syrup that gets added to water for a fruit drink. I had actually sampled this when we had our picnic snack at the castle.

We returned to the country house with time to spare before lunch. Ella had gone horseback riding, and Eric was building plastic car model. The younger girls had a toy that automatically drew intricate geometric designs using colored pencils that the girls selected. Suzanne and Lotta, had exercised early in the morning, and were busy napping before lunch. 

About 2 p.m., Sture, Gunbritt and I drove back to Helsingborg. I will stay in Niclas’ house until next Tuesday. My plan is to take several trips in the local area, visit the Jamboree site, and research rental car options for after the Jamboree.

Friday, 15 July 2011

With Niclas’ bus and train card, it is easy and free to get into the center of Helsingborg, back to the train station. After a little exploring around Helsingborg, I set off by train to the Jamboree site to have a look around. It took a little over an hour to get to Kristianstad, where I caught a bus to the village of Rinkaby. There is not much to Rinkaby, mostly a center for the farms around.  In fact, the Jamboree site is on grassy farm fields. According to my map, it is only a short walk, perhaps two kilometers, from main road to the Jamboree’s main entrance. 

As I started out, I could not help checking out Minas Chokladstudio located in a house near the road to the Jamboree. A woman named Amina Olson, owns and runs the place. She was delightful, and explained everything to me. I opted for a red current tart and cup of hot milk chocolate instead of continuing immediately to the Jamboree. Before leaving the cozy warmth of a world of chocolate, I purchased several gifts for Niclas’ family. One of the unusual offerings was bottles of flavored vinegar made from different kinds of fruit wine. I bought apple blossom vinegar, but tasted several others. These vinegars are aged in oak casks for years like the balsamic vinegar from Modena, Italy. Their flavors are intense.

Finally, the time came, and I continued on my walk to the Jamboree. At the road, I met a young man in a scout uniform carrying a backpack. His name was Matt; he was from Switzerland, and he was heading to the Jamboree site to start working as a tent builder. We walked together, and in a short while stopped at the entrance to the “goods delivery” entrance. Along the road there were many signs saying “Gods Jamboree;” it means “Goods for the Jamboree,” not, as an English speaker might think, directions for G-d, who probably could find the Jamboree without any road signs.

Soon a young woman in a Swedish scout uniform, driving a small jeep-like vehicle, stopped to ask if we wanted a ride to the check-in area and the headquarters. Of course, we accepted and were on our way. It was a good thing, because although the ground was muddy, and it was very wet from all the rain of the past few days. At the headquarters, I explained that I was visiting, and would return to work in a couple of weeks. I asked if the communications group that I had met at the Swedish Embassy in Washington, DC, were on-site. Unfortunately, the communications people on-site were installing phone, Internet, etc., not the same as the folks I knew who were involved in public relations communications. Both groups go by the term communications.

One of the people asked if I wanted a tour of the site, and I gladly accepted the offer, and a young Swedish fellow named Niklas drove me all over the site in one of the ATVs. Niklas was 22 and came from Stockholm; his job is security watchman on the site during the night. We drove everywhere, and I took several pictures of the construction projects underway. Many of the main tents are up, but still empty. The main trading post, shopping tent is a prominent feature. We visited the amateur radio site where I will work, but nothing is there yet. We also climbed the central tower for a panoramic view of the entire Jamboree. The arena where the main shows will take place just has a few trailers; Niklas thought the stage and video displays would be set up for the four shows, and not be permanent fixtures throughout the Jamboree. The video displays are supposed to be the largest in Europe. The audiences will number 45,000 people or more. 

We ended the tour back at the headquarters area, and I got to eat with the 300 or so people on staff now. I met four Americans who told me they had been working logistics for the Jamboree for the past two years. One of them was from North Carolina, and knew all about Raven Knob, the Scout Camp that my troop attends. Dinner was Swedish meatballs and mashed potatoes, of course. It was very good. 

It was now around 7 p.m., and I was told that in an hour or so, a car would be leaving for Kristianstad to pick up and arriving staff member. I would be able to hitch a ride. In the meantime, I made myself at home in the staff lounge tent … coffee, WiFi, snacks… a regular Starbucks! Two charming Danes, a brother and sister, drove me to Kristianstad, where I caught the train about two minutes before it left the station.  I got back to Niclas’ house around 10:30 p.m. It was a very full day.

