Reality vs. fiction
As any writer of fiction will know, reality tends to imitate what you write. I’ve had some classic examples over the years where what I wrote in my novels later came true. It’s quite scary the first couple of times, but you get used to it, although you tend to be a little more careful of whom you kill off in your books!

I did an experiment the other day, just to see if the ”reality apes fiction” was still working. Usually I write on twitter the subjects I am to research for my books during the day, but one day I had no research at all, so I just wrote something down. It said: ”Today’s research: eyes, lies, Princeton ties, grapes, goo and corn”. Within the next 24 hours I got an eye infection, I caught a neighbour lying to me, met an old American friend wearing a Princeton tie, had one of my fictional characters deciding to eat dark blue grapes instead of crisps, was temporarily blinded by the sticky wet goo of the eye infection antibiotic salve and my daughter asked for corn on the cob for dinner. And you know, I’m sure that had I written six other subjects, they would have manifested themselves as well.

The borderline between fiction and reality is paper-thin (pun intended!). Sometimes you don’t know what is fiction and what is reality. And just like fiction sometimes turns into reality, reality is able to turn into fiction as well. I experienced that in 2003 when my writer colleague Soren Mosegaard turned me into a fictional character in his quaint novel “Dronning Margrethe von Donner und Blitz”. Here I pop up as the writer Lise Lyng Falkenberg who is writing a Ph.D.-thesis about the connection between broad sheet ballads and crop circles and who’s a friend of the Danish crown prince Frederik. The thing is, that I don’t know the crown prince and I’ve certainly never written about crop circles, although it’s true that my name is Lise Lyng Falkenberg and that the subject of my second Ph.D.-thesis was broad sheet ballads.

It’s strange seeing yourself depicted as a fictional character, but I enjoyed it all the same and in a way I was a bit proud as I now join my great-great-great-grandfather in the noble ranks of fictional characters. You see, he was the infamous pirate and delinquent Captain Conrad Wilhelm Ahlefeldt von Falkenberg, who in the 19th century ravaged the West Coast of Denmark, sinking ships and stealing their cargo. The Danish writer Jytte Borberg once wrote a novel about him (“Befri Kaptajnen” – “Free the Captain”) and that too was totally fiction, although she used his real name and based her story on minor details from his life. But anyway, my pirate ancestor and I are so far the only ones in our family to be turned into fictional characters, so I can’t help feeling a little flattered.

One last thing I’d like to say about reality vs. fiction is, that sometimes reality IS like fiction. Things that happen in real life are like taken out of a story book and no one would ever believe a word of it, if you wrote a novel about it. The one event that springs to mind in my life is of course my friendship with Slade-drummer Don Powell. As a teenage girl I was a HUGE fan of Slade, a true fan girl, so who would have thought that 30 years later I’d meet Don and not only that, become his close friend and official biographer? Not very likely, is it? Another thing that springs to mind is my very weird chance-meeting with a gay guy last year that tricked me into writing erotic fiction. But that’s a whole different story and if you watch this space I’m sure I’ll be telling it to you soon….
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