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

Min bror Séren gar pa stadens alla fotbollsmatcher
och samlar pantburkar.
Han akte till Stockholm en gang

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

“Det var en bra match den déar gangen i Stockholm*“
brukar Soren saga.

Sorens rost ar svar att hora
som att det alltid faller snd mellan honom
och hans omgivning.

N&r tréanare Stig gar langs sidlinjen
ropar Soren efter honom
“Stig! Stigge! Stickan!“

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

Ida Linde

En dag ska Soéren panta alla burkar och bli rik.
Da ska han képa en present till Stig
eftersom Stig gor ett sadant bra jobb.

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 fradgor:

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

trycka dem mot nésan och siga

“Gud vad jag saknar Maskinflickan”

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

Det var far som ordnade arbete at Soren.
Soren skulle ignorera den skylt han alltid noga
respekterat:
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“Grasmattan far ej betradas
beivras med utestanging fran allsvenska matcher”

Séren skulle lagga ut de vita vackra linjerna,
begrdnsa spelarna och han tittade rakt pa mig och sa
att det ar som sné

och att det fyller samma funktion.

Det var forsta gangen han gick 6ver en fotbollsplan.

Huvudet sokte sig bort fran graset
mot det vélbekanta jarnet.

Tinningen motte maskinen.

Far sa att blodet snabbt fl6t ut dver sidlinjen.
Inga fotbollsplaner har rosa streck.

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

Ida Linde

Pa begravningen sa far
“Den Gud alskar dor ung”

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

For pengarna kopte jag en present

som trdnare Stig inte ville ha.

Stig ville knulla Maskinflickan
“For att hur doden ser ut”
och jag tankte att déden ser ut som min bror Séren.

| utbyte mot samlag spelar alla spelare i sorgeband
for min bror

Hemmalaget vinner med fyra mal mot ett

i sdsongens sista match.

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

SVERIGE



“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 vander traden ryggen.

Min far ar fotbollsdomaren
som alltid springer runt
med det roda kortet i handen.

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

Nar jag ska sova ramsar jag ord i huvudet,
detta har jag och min far gemensamt.
Men nér jag ber honom tala om traden
ar han tyst,

och jag talar om bjorken utanfor mitt fonster,

att den ar hogre an sjalva huset
och att nar jag sitter vid koksbordet virar
testamentet sig runt stammen.

Ida Linde

Min far talar ofta om Gary Lineker.

En hel karriar utan att nagonsin fa sitt namn noterat
pa varken rétt 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 ader pa min fars kropp, fran halsen
och vidare ut

som ett floddelta 6ver brostet.

Blodet forsoker finna en vag forbi sorgen.

Han dor en sondag.

Ett trad faller, till synes utan anledning,
o6ver honom.

Stadens fotbollsdomare ar dod

och ingen spelare vill kommentera
dodsfallet i tidningen.
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Alla vet att det &r Gud som gjort det.
Min far har bara levt pa nader.

Aren lagger 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.

Det réda langst in

spicker ibland ut 6ver Ggat.

Allt eftersom lagger traden nya ringar
runt stammarna, jorden eroderar

och dnnu en bonde séljer sin mark.

“Tiden gar fort nar folk dor”

sdger hemsamariten innan hon gar ut i koket.

Det ar jag som ar Mackinflickan.

Ida Linde

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

som kommer att hitta mig

och att det ar hennes arbete.

Jag skulle kunna ha tagit arbete i skogen.

Jag som overlevde alla

kommer ihdg att jag féddes som motocykel,
att jag var ododlig

men att min olja byttes ut mot blod.

Hor ni hur barnen férsoker lara sig maskinsanger
pa skolgarden?

Hae 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 kndlat ihop,
jag lagger dom har vid fotandan. Slang dom.
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Jag kommer att stdlla mig upp igen
nar kugghjulen satts pa plats.

Jag ar Maskinen.

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

Tvattar varje skruv och mutter.

Lagger de alla pa ett vitt lakan.

Ida Linde
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Soren tells the woman next to him that
"Stig, he is a good guy”

It is me. | am the Machine Girl and carries on with searching.

We are all going to die

but | will be the first to go. One of these days Soren will get deposit on all the cans
and get rich.

Séren my brother goes to all the city’s football matches Then he will buy a present for Stig

and collects empty cans.
He went to Stockholm once
even if no one afterwards can understand how he did it.
It is me. | am the Machine Girl.
"It was a good match that time in Stockholm” We are all going to die
Séren would say. but I will be the first to go.

| can bake bread. | read fast. | have a tattoo.
| have two questions:
Séren’s voice is difficult to hear

like it is always snowing between him 1. What will you do with my dirty laundry?
and his surroundings. Will someone pick up my panties
press them to their nose and say
When Coach Stig walks down the sideline "God how | miss the Machine Girl?”
Soren cries out after him:
"Stig! Stigge! Stickan!” 2. What will you do with my perishables?

Can one drink a dead woman’s milk?
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It was father who got Soren his job.
Séren 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
itis just like snow

and they have the same purpose

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.

Ida Linde

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”

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

For the money | bought a present

that Coach Stig did not want.

Stig wanted to screw the Machine Girl
"To see what Death looks like”
and | thought death looked just like my brother Séren.

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.
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| have to tell Father about my tattoo

because he will be the one identifying 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.

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 | am going to sleep | jungle words in my head

| have this in common with my Father.

Ida Linde

But when | ask him to tell about the trees

he is silent

and | 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 around the trunk.

My father often talks about Gary Lineker.

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

| ask what Gary Lineker was so afraid of

but Father won’t answer.

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

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

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

The red epicenter

sometimes burst across the eye.

Eventually the trees grow new rings around their trunks
the earth erodes

and yet another farmer sells his lands.

Ida Linde

"Times move quickly when people die”
says the help Samaritan before she goes into the kitchen.

| am the Machine Girl.

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

| could have gotten a job in the forest.

| who survived everyone

remember that | was born a motor cycle
that | was immortal

but that my oil was replaced with blood.

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.
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The clothes will go to the Salvation Army.
| have blended my dirty panties

| put them here by the foot of my bed. Throw them away.

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

I am the Machine.

And God with his big fingers glowing with oil
picks me apart. Bit by bit.

Cleans every nut and bolt.

Places them all on a white sheet.

Ida Linde
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AS esu Mechaniné mergaité, Masina.
Visi mirsime, bet as — pirmiausia.

Mano brolis Siorenas eina j visas miesto futbolo rungtynes,
jis renka tuscias alaus skardines.

Kartg nuvaziavo net j Stokholmg,

véliau nieks nesuprato, kaip tai nutiko.

,Geros buvo rungtynés Stokholme*,

sakydavo Siorenas.

Sioreno balsg nelengva isgirsti,
tarsi koks sniegas kristy
tarp jo ir aplinkiniy.

Kai treneris Stigas pasirodo prie Soninés linijos,
Siorenas Saukia jj:
,,Stigail Stige! Stikanai!”

Salia stovin¢iai moteriai jis sako:
,Stigas — geras vaikinas” —

ir toliau iesko skardiniy.

Ida Linde

Vieng dieng Siorenas priduos skardines ir bus turtingas.
Stigui jis nupirks dovana,
nes Stigas daro gerg darba.

AS esu Mechaniné mergaité, Masina.
Visi mirsime, bet as$ — pirmiausia.

AS moku kepti duong. Moku greitai skaityti. Turiu tatuiruote.
AS noriu uzduoti du klausimus:

1. K3 jUs darysit su nesvariais mano apatiniais?

Kas nors paims mano kelnaites,

pakels prie nosies ir pasakys:

,Dieve, kaip man gaila tos Mechaninés mergaités.”

2. Ka jus darysit su likusiu mano maistu?
Ar galima gerti mirusios moters pieng?

Mano tévas padéjo gauti Siorenui darba.
Siorenas galés nepaisyti perspéjimo Zenklo,
kuriam Siaip visada paklusdavo:
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»,Pasaliniams draudziama vaiksciot veja.
Nacionaliniy pirmenybiy rengéjai“
AS pasirtpinau jo skardiném. Septynias dienas nesiau

Siorenas dailiai nubrés baltas linijas, j kooperatyvo parduotuve, kol sugrazino uzstata.
atribos Zaidéjus, jis jdémiai pazvelgé j mane Uz gautus pinigus nupirkau dovang,
ir pasaké: jos kaip sniegas, bet treneris Stigas jos nepriémé.

jy panasi paskirtis.
Jis panoro isdulkint Mechanine mergaite, Masina.
»,Pamatysiu, kaip atrodo mirtis.”
O man mirtis — kaip mano brolis Siorenas.

Tasyk jis pirma kartg éjo per futbolo aikste.

Bet ne j Zole atsitrenkeé jo galva, Uz sueitj visi Zaidéjai rySéjo gedulo juostele
o j geleij. mano broliui atminti.

Paskutinése sezono rungtynése
Smilkiniu jis atsimuseé j masina. vietos komanda laiméjo keturi vienas.

Tévas saké, kad jo kraujas nutekéjo per Sonine linijg.
Néra futbolo aik$tés su raudonai perbraukta linija.

Tévui pasakiau apie savo tatuiruote,
jam teks atpazint mane lavoniné;j.
Kai pro laukus vezé jo karstg,
Zemeé guléjo veidu j dangy. »,Ne, ¢ia ne mano dukte,
ji neturéjo né vienos tatuiruotés.”
Per laidotuves tévas pasakeé:
,Kg Dievas myli, tas jaunas mirsta.” AS gulésiu viena, prislégta antkapio akmeniu.
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Mano tatuiruotéje — du medziai
ir Zmogus, atsukes jiems nugara.

Mano tévas — futbolo teiséjas,
jis zuja ir zuja
rankoj laikydamas raudong kortele.

Zaidéjams jis tarsi primena —
jie Zaidzia tik jo malonés déka.

PrieS miegg mintyse rikiuoju Zodzius,

kaip ir mano tévas, tai misy bendras bruozas.

Bet kai jo prasau papasakoti apie medZius,
jis tyli,

tada as jam kalbu apie berzg mano palangéj,
jis aukstesnis uz namga,

kai sédziu virtuvéj prie stalo,

mano testamentas apsiveja jo kamieng.

Tévas daznai pasakoja apie Garj Lineker].
Per visg sportine karjera jo pavardés nerasi

Ida Linde

nei raudonoj, nei geltonoj kortelé;.
Klausiu, ko Garis Linekeris bijojo,
bet tévas neatsako.

Tévo veidas pasikeité po vienintelio siinaus mirties,
iSryskéjo tai, ko anksciau nesimaté.

Jo kiine pastebéjau kraujagysle,

nuo kaklo ji driekési per kratine tarsi upés delta.
Kraujas mégino apeiti sielvarta.

Tévas miré sekmadien;.

Jj uzmusé medis, nuvirtes, regis,
be jokios priezasties.

Miestas neteko futbolo teiséjo,
laikrasciui né vienas Zaidéjas
nekomentavo jo mirties.

Visi Zinojo — tai Dievo darbas.
Mano tévas gyveno tik jo malonés déka.
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Metai savo Ziedu apjuoseé rainele,
sielvartas sumazino vyzdZio skvarbuma.

Kapinése tiesls antkapiy akmenys tik ty,
kurie gyveno veidu j dangy.

Kartais raudona démé

uzlieja akj.

Medziui pamaZu uzauga nauja rieve,
ji apjuosia kamieng, Zemé nusialina,

dar vienam Gkininkui teks parduot savo sklypa.

,Laikas béga greiciau, kai Zmonés mirsta“
sako socialiné samarieté Zengdama j virtuve.

AS esu Mechaniné mergaité, Masina.

Socialiné samarieté ateina kartg per savaite.
Abi Zinom, tai ji

Ida Linde

ras mane,
toks jos darbas.

Man deréjo ieSkoti darbo miske.

AS juos pergyvenau,

prisimenu — gimiau tarsi koks motociklas,
buvau nemirtinga,

bet mano tepalas buvo pakeistas krauju.

Ar girdit — vaikai mokyklos kieme
mokosi mechaniniy dainy?

Stai ¢ia — visi mano popieriai.
Saldytuve po svaités baigsis

maisto produkty galiojimas.
Drabuzius atiduosit Gelbéjimo armijai.
Lovos kojtigaly paliksiu gniuzulg
nesvariy apatiniy. ISmeskit.

AS prisikelsiu,
kai dantratis atsidurs savo vietoj.
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AS — Masina.

Dievas mane iSardys. ISnarstys

nuo tepalo blizganciais storais savo pirstais.
Nuvalys kiekvieng varztg ir verzle.

ISdélios ant baltos paklodés.

Ida Linde
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