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Ida Linde
OPOROKA DEKLICE MASINE

v slovenski jezik prevedla Mita Gustinci¢ Pahor



Det ar jag som ar Maskinflickan.
Alla ska d6 men jag ska do forst.

Min bror Soren gar pa stadens alla fotbollsmatcher

och samlar pantburkar.

Han akte till Stockholm en gang

dven om ingen i efterhand kan forsta hur det gick
till.

”Det var en bra match den dar gangen i
Stockholm”

brukar Soren siga.



Jaz sem Deklica Masina.
Vsi bomo umrli, a jaz bom prva.

Moj brat Séren hodi na vse nogometne tekme v
mestu

in zbira plocevinke.

Nekoc se je odpeljal v Stockholm,

Ceprav zdaj, ko gledamo nazaj, nihce ne razume,
kako je to storil.

»Dobra je bila tista tekma v Stockholmu, «

po navadi recCe Soren.

It is me. I am the Machine Girl
We are all going to die
but I will be the first to go.

Soren my brother goes to all the city’s football
matches

and collects empty cans.

He went to Stockholm once

even if no one afterwards can understand how he
did it.

It was a good match that time in Stockholm”

Soren would say.
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Sorens rost ar svar att hora
som att det alltid faller sno mellan honom
och hans omgivning.

Nar tranare Stig gar langs sidlinjen
ropar Soren efter honom
”Stig! Stigge! Stickan!”

Soren sadger till kvinnan bredvid att
”Stig, det ar en bra kille han”
och fortsatter att leta.

En dag ska Soren panta alla burkar och bli rik.
Da ska han kopa en present till Stig
eftersom Stig gor ett sddant bra jobb.



Sorenov glas je tezko slisati,
kot bi med njim in njegovo okolico
vedno padal sneg.

Ko gre trener Stig vzdolz stranske Crte,
kli¢e Soren za njim:
»Stig! Stigge! Stickan!«

Soren rece zenski poleg sebe:
»Stig, on je pa dober fant,«
in isCe naprej.

Nekega dne bo Soren unovéil vse plocevinke in
obogatel.

Za Stiga bo kupil darilo,

ker Stig tako dobro dela.

Soren’s voice is difficult to hear
like it is always snowing between him
and his surroundings.

When Coach Stig walks down the sideline
Soren cries out after him:
”Stig! Stigge! Stickan!”

Soren tells the woman next to him that
”Stig, he is a good guy”
and carries on with searching.

One of these days Soren will get deposit on all the
cans

and get rich.

Then he will buy a present for Stig

because Stig does such a good job.



Det ar jag som ar Maskinflickan.
Alla ska d6 men jag ska do forst.

Jag kan baka brod. Jag laser fort. Jag har en
tatuering.
Jag har tva fragor:

1. Vad kommer ni att géra med min smutstvatt?
Kommer nagon plocka upp mina trosor,

trycka dem mot nadsan och siga

”Gud vad jag saknar Maskinflickan”

2. Vad kommer ni att géra med mina farskvaror?
Kan man dricka en déd kvinnas mjolk?



Jaz sem Deklica Masina.
Vsi bomo umrli, a jaz bom prva.

Znam peci kruh. Hitro berem. Imam tatu.
Imam dve vprasanji:

1. Kaj boste naredili z mojim umazanim perilom?
Ali bo kdo pobral moje spodnjice,

si jih stisnil k nosu in rekel:

»Moj bog, kako pogresam Deklico Masino.«

2. Kaj boste naredili z mojimi pokvarljivimi zivili?
Ali se lahko pije mleko mrtve zenske?

It is me. I am the Machine Girl.
We are all going to die
but I will be the first to go.

I can bake bread. I read fast. I have a tattoo.
I have two questions:

1. What will you do with my dirty laundry?
Will someone pick up my panties

press them to their nose and say

”God how I miss the Machine Girl?”

2. What will you do with my perishables?
Can one drink a dead woman’s milk?



Det var far som ordnade arbete at Soren.
Soren skulle ignorera den skylt han alltid noga
respekterat:

”Grasmattan far ej betradas
beivras med utestingning fran allsvenska matcher”

Soren skulle ldgga ut de vita vackra linjerna,
begrinsa spelarna och han tittade rakt pa mig och sa
att det dr som sno

och att det fyller samma funktion.



Sorenu je delo priskrbel oce.

Od takrat Soren ignorira napis na tabli, ki ga je
prej vedno

dosledno uposteval:

»Prepovedana hoja po igriscu.
Krsitelj se kaznuje s prepovedjo ogleda vseh tekem
drzavnega prvenstva.«

Soren je narisal lepe, bele Crte,

omejil igralce, me pogledal naravnost v oci in rekel,
da so kot sneg

in da imajo isto funkcijo.

It was father who got Soren his job.
Soren would ignore the sign he had always
so carefully obeyed:

”Keep off the grass. Trespassers will be prohibited
from attending National Matches”

Soren would trace the beautiful white lines

confining the players and he looked me straight in
the eyes and said

it is just like snow

and they have the same purpose.



Det var forsta gangen han gick 6ver en fotbollsplan.

Huvudet sokte sig bort fran griset
mot det vilbekanta jarnet.

Tinningen motte maskinen.
Far sa att blodet snabbt flot ut 6ver sidlinjen.
Inga fotbollsplaner har rosa streck.



Takrat je prvic preckal nogometno igrisce.

Glava je silila stran od trave
in iskala dobro znano zelezo.

Sence so se srecale z masino.

Oce je rekel, da se je kri hitro razlila po stranski
Crti.

Nobeno nogometno igrisce nima roza crt.

It was the first time he walked across a football field.

His head sought out the well known metal
away from the grass.

The temple met the machine.

Father said his blood quickly poored over the
sideline.

No football fields have pink lines.



Nir kistan blir buren langs akrarna
ligger jorden med ansiktet vant uppat.

Pa begravningen sa far
”Den Gud alskar dér ung”



Ko krsto nosijo vzdolz polj,
lezi zemlja z obrazom navzgor.

Na pogrebu je oce rekel:
»Tisti, ki ga Bog ljubi, umre mlad. «

When the coffin is carried alongside the fields
the earth is lying face up.

At the funeral Father said
”Those who God love die young”



Jag tog burkarna. I sju dagar stod jag pa Konsum
och pantade.

For pengarna kopte jag en present

som tranare Stig inte ville ha.

Stig ville knulla Maskinflickan
”For att se hur doden ser ut”
och jag tankte att doden ser ut som min bror Soren.

I utbyte mot samlag spelar alla spelare i sorgeband
fér min bror.

Hemmalaget vinner med fyra mal mot ett

i sdsongens sista match.



Vzela sem plocevinke. Sedem dni sem potrebovala,
da sem unovcila vse.

Z denarjem sem kupila darilo,

ki ga trener Stig ni maral.

Stig je hotel nategniti Deklico Masino.

»Da bi videl, kako je videti Smrt,«

in jaz sem pomislila, da je smrt videti kot moj brat
Soren.

V zameno za seks nosijo vsi igralci zalni trak
za mojega brata.

Na zadnji tekmi sezone

domace mostvo zmaga s Stiri proti ena.

I took the cans. For seven days I returned
the cans for their deposit.

For the money I bought a present

that Coach Stig did not want.

Stig wanted to screw the Machine Girl

”To see what Death looks like”

and I thought death looked just like my brother
Soren.

In exchange for intercourse all the players wear
mourning bands

for my brother.

The home team wins with four goals to one

in the last match of the season.



Jag ar tvungen att beratta for far om tatueringen
eftersom han ska identifiera mig pa barhuset.

”Nej, det dar ar inte min dotter
ty hon har inga tatueringar”

och jag ska ligga ensam under stenen.

Tatueringen forestaller tva trad
och en manniska som viander traden ryggen.



Ocetu sem morala povedati za tatu,
ker me bo identificiral v mrtvasnici.

»Ne, to ni moja hdi,
ona nima tetovaz,«

in pod nagrobnikom bom lezala sama.

Tatu predstavlja dve drevesi
in ¢loveka, ki jima kaze hrbet.

I have to tell Father about my tattoo
because he will be the one identyfing me at the
morgue.

”No that is not my daughter
because she has no tattoos”

and [ will lie alone under the headstone.

The tattoo is of two trees
and a person whose back is turned towards them.
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Min far ar fotbollsdomaren
som alltid springer runt
med det roda kortet i handen.

En stindig paminnelse till spelarna
att de bara spelar pa nader.

Nir jag ska sova ramsar jag ord i huvudet,
detta har jag och min far gemensamt.

Men nir jag ber honom tala om traden

ar han tyst,

och jag talar om bjorken utanfor mitt fonster,
att den ar hogre dn sjalva huset

och att nar jag sitter vid koksbordet virar
testamentet sig runt stammen.



Moj oce je tak nogometni sodnik,
ki vedno tece naokrog
z rde¢im kartonom v roki.

Stalen opomnik igralcem,
da igrajo samo zaradi njegove milosti.

Pred spanjem si v mislih vedno nastevam besede,
to nama je z oCetom skupno.

Toda ko ga prosim, naj mi pripoveduje o drevesih,
je tiho,

jaz pa govorim o brezi pred svojim oknom,

da je visja od hise

in da se, ko sedim za kuhinjsko mizo,

okrog njenega debla vije oporoka.

My father is the football ref

who is always running around
with the red card in his hand.

A constant reminder to the players
that they are only playing by his grace.

When I am going to sleep I jungle words in my head
I have this in common with my Father.

But when I ask him to tell about the trees

he is silent

and I talk about the birch outside my window

that is taller than the house itself

and when I sit at the kitchen table the testament
snakes its way aound the trunk.



Jag har sagt till min far

att man aldrig far uppleva

sa manga varldsmasterskap
som man tror under en livstid.

Finalens nittio minuter plus tilligg
ar inget annat 4n vantan pa déden.



Ocetu sem rekla,

da ¢lovek v svojem zivljenju

nikoli ne bo docakal toliko svetovnih prvenstev,
kot si misli.

Devetdeset minut finala plus sodniski dodatek
nista ni¢ drugega kot ¢akanje na smrt.

I have told my Father

that one will never experince

as many world cups

as one think during one’s life time.

The final’s ninety minutes plus over time
is nothing other than waiting for death.



Min far talar ofta om Gary Lineker.

En hel karriar utan att nagonsin fa sitt namn noterat
pa varken rott eller gult kort.

Jag fragar vad Gary Lineker var sa radd for

men far vill inte svara.

Den enda sonen ar dod och ansiktet blir ett annat,
det som vantat bakom trader fram.

Jag ser en ny dder pa min fars kropp, fran halsen
och vidare ut

som ett floddelta over brostet.

Blodet forsoker finna en vag forbi sorgen.



Oce pogosto govori o Garyju Linekerju.

V celotni njegovi karieri ga niso niti enkrat zapisali
ne na rdeci ne na rumeni karton.

Oceta vprasam, Cesa se je Gary Lineker tako bal,

a mi noce odgovoriti.

Edini sin je mrtev in obraz je drugacen,
to, kar je ¢akalo zadaj, stopi v ospredje.
Na ocetovem telesu opazim novo zilo,
od vratu navzdol

po prsih kot recna delta.

Kri poskusa najti pot mimo zalosti.

My father often talks about Gary Lineker.

A whole career without ever having had his name
on a red or yellow card.

I ask what Gary Lineker was so afraid of

but Father won’t answer.

His only son dead, his face become another
what has been waitng behind comes forward.

I saw a new vein on my fathers’ body

from the neck down

like a river delta across his chest.

The blood trying to find a way past the sorrow.



Han dor en sondag.

Ett trad faller, till synes utan anledning,
over honom.

Stadens fotbollsdomare 4r dod

och ingen spelare vill kommentera
dodsfallet i tidningen.

Alla vet att det ar Gud som gjort det.
Min far har bara levt pa nader.



Umre na neko nedeljo.

Nanj pade drevo,

na videz brez razloga.

Nogometni sodnik nasega mesta je mrtev
in noben igralec noce komentirati
njegove smrti za ¢asopis.

Vsi vedo, da je to naredil Bog.
Oce je zivel samo zaradi njegove milosti.

He dies on a Sunday.

A tree falls over him for no apparent reason.

The football ref is dead

and no player wants to comment on his death in
the paper.

Everyone knows that God did it.
My Father only lived by his grace.



Aren ldgger sig som extra ringar runt iris
och sorgerna andrar skarpan i pupillen.

Pa kyrkogarden star stenarna resta i givakt
for dem som levde med ansiktet uppat.



Leta se kot obroci nalagajo okrog Sarenice
in zalost spreminja ostrino zenice.

Na pokopaliscu nagrobniki postrojeno stojijo
za tiste, ki so ziveli z obrazom, obrnjenim navzgor.

The years settle themselves like extra rings around
the iris
and the sorrows alter the acuity of the pupil.

At the cementary the headstones stand to attention
for those who lived facing the sky.



30

Det roda langst in

spricker ibland ut 6ver ogat.

Allt eftersom ldgger traden nya ringar
runt stammarna, jorden eroderar

och dnnu en bonde siljer sin mark.

”Tiden gar fort nar folk dor”
sager hemsamariten innan hon gar ut i koket.

Det ar jag som ar Maskinflickan.



Vcasih se rdeca sredica

razpoci ez oko.

S¢asoma naredijo drevesa okrog debel
nove obroce, prst se izpira

in Se en kmet proda svojo zemljo.

»Ko ljudje umirajo, ¢as hitro mineva,«
reCe negovalka, preden gre v kuhinjo.

Jaz sem Deklica Masina.

The red epicenter

sometimes burst across the eye.

Eventually the trees grow new rings around their
trunks

the earth erodes

and yet anther farmer sells his lands.

”Times move quickly when poeple die”
says the help Samaritan before she goes into the

kitchen.

I am the Machine Girl.



Jag ligger i sangen
och hor hur hon stuvar om mjolken i kylskapet.
Vi talar sillan med varandra.

Jag borde saga till hemsamariten
att vi aldrig blir sa ridda for déden
att vi inte dor.



Lezim v postelji

in slisim, kako negovalka spravlja mleko v hladilnik.

Redkokdaj se pogovarjava.

Morala bi ji reci,
da se nikoli toliko ne ustrasimo smrti,
da zato ne bi umrli.

I lie in bed
hear her arranging the milk in the refrigerator.
We seldom talk to one another.

I shoud tell her
that we are never so afraid of death
that we won’t die.



Hemsamariten kommer en gang i veckan.
Vi vet bada att det ar hon

som kommer att hitta mig

och att det 4r hennes arbete.

Jag skulle kunna ha tagit arbete i skogen.

Jag som o6verlevde alla

kommer ihag att jag foddes som motorcykel,
att jag var ododlig

men att min olja byttes ut mot blod.



Negovalka prihaja enkrat na teden.
Obe veva, da bo ona tista,

ki me bo nasla,

in da je to njena sluzba.

Imela sem priloznost za delo v gozdu.

Jaz, ki sem prezivela vse ostale,

se spomnim, da sem se rodila kot motor,
da sem bila nesmrtna,

a so mi olje zamenjali s krvjo.

She comes once a week.
We both know that she will be the one who finds me
and that is her job.

I could have gotten a job in the forest.
I who survived everyone
remember that I was born a motor cycle

that I was immortal
but that my oil was replaced with blood.
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Hor ni hur barnen forsoker lara sig maskinsanger
pa skolgarden?

Har ligger alla papper i ordning.
Kylvarornas bast-fore-datum stracker sig
genom en vecka i tiden.

Kladerna ska till fralsningsarmén.

Mina smutsiga trosor har jag knolat ihop,
jag lagger dom har vid fotindan. Slang dom.

Jag kommer att stilla mig upp igen
nar kugghjulen satts pa plats.



Ali slisite, kako se na Solskem igris¢u otroci
skusajo nauciti masinskih pesmi?

Tukaj so vsi papirji urejeni.

Hrana v hladilniku ima roke trajanja

se en teden.

Obleke naj gredo na karitas.

Umazane spodnjice sem stisnila v kepo

in jih odlozila k vznozju postelje. Vrzite jih stran.

Ponovno bom vstala,
ko bodo zobata kolesa na svojem mestu.

Do you hear the children trying to learn machine
songs in the school yard?

Here all the papers are in order.

The best-by date of the perishables extends

a week ahead.

The clothes will go to the Salvation Army.

I have blunded my dirty panties

I putt hem here by the foot of my bed. Throw them
away.

I will rise again
when the cog wheels are put in place.



Jag ar Maskinen.

Och Gud med sina stora lysande och oljiga fingrar
plockar isdr mig. Bit for bit.

Tvattar varje skruv och mutter.

Lagger de alla pa ett vitt lakan.



Jaz sem Masina. I am the Machine.

In Bog me s svojimi velikimi, svetleCimi in oljnatimi And God with his big fingers glowing with oil
prsti picks me apart. Bit by bit.

razstavlja. Del za delom. Cleans every nut and bolt.

Opere vsak vijak in vsako matico. Places them all on a white sheet.

Vse polozi na belo rjuho.

translated by Irene Odmark Hall



Innehall

Det dr jag som dr Maskinflickan.

Sorens rost dr svadr att hora

Det dr jag som dar Maskinflickan.

Det var far som ordnade arbete at Soren.

Det var forsta gangen han gick 6ver en fotbollsplan.

Ndr kistan blir buren lings akrarna

Jag tog burkarna. 1 sju dagar stod jag pd Konsum
Jag dar tvungen att berdtta for far om tatueringen
Min far dr fotbollsdomaren

Jag har sagt till min far

Min far talar ofta om Gary Lineker.

Han dor en sondag.

Aren ldgger sig som extra ringar runt iris

Det réda langst in

Jag ligger i singen

Hemsamariten kommer en gang i veckan.

Hor ni bur barnen forsoker ldra sig maskinsanger

Jag dar Maskinen.
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