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Ja sam Djevojcica-Stroj.
Svi ¢e umrijeti, ali ja ¢u umrijeti prva.

Moj brat Séren ide na sve nogometne utakmice u gradu
i skuplja limenke za reciklazu.

Jednom je otisao do Stockholma

iako poslije nikome nije bilo jasno kako je to izveo.
“Dobra je to bila tekma, onda u Stockholmu”,

Soren zna reéi.



Sorenov je glas tesko cuti
kao da uvijek pada snijeg izmedu njega
injegove okoline.

Kad trener Stig hoda uz crtu
Soéren mu vice
“Stig! Stigge! Stickan!”

Soren kaze zZeni pored sebe
“Stig je stvarno dobar tip”
ikrece dalje u potragu.

Jednog ¢e dana Soren predati sve limenke u reciklazu i
obogatiti se.

Onda ¢e kupiti poklon Stigu

jer Stig tako dobro radi svoj posao.



Ja sam Djevojcica-Stroj.
Svi ¢e umrijeti, ali ja ¢u umrijeti prva.

Znam ispeéi kruh. Brzo ¢itam. Imam tetovazu.
Imam dva pitanja:

1. Sto éete uéiniti s mojim prljavim rubljem?
Hoce li netko uzeti moje gacice
prisloniti ih na nosireéi

“Boze kako mi nedostaje Djevojcica-Stroj?”

2. Sto ¢ete uciniti s mojim namirnicama?
Smije li se piti mlijeko mrtve Zene?



Otac je bio taj koji je Sérenu sredio posao.
Soren je trebao ignorirati natpis koji je uvijek jako
postovao:

“Pristup travnjaku nije dozvoljen
u suprotnome prijeti izbacivanje sa svih utakmica.”

Soren je trebao iscrtati te lijepe bijele linije,
ograniciti igrace i pogledao me ravno u oc¢iirekao
daje to kao snijeg

idaima istu funkciju.



Bio je to prvi put da je hodao po nogometnom igralistu.

Glava je trazila dobro poznato zeljezo
ane travu.

Sljepooc¢nica u dodiru sa strojem.
Otac je rekao da je krv brzo potekla preko aut-linije.
Nijedno igraliSte nema ruzicaste crte.



Dok lijes nose preko polja
zemlja lezi licem okrenuta prema gore.

Na sprovodu je otac rekao
“Onaj kojeg Bog voli umre mlad.”
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Uzela sam limenke. Sedam sam ih dana u trgovini
vracala u reciklazu.

Zanovac sam kupila poklon

koji trener Stig nije htio uzeti.

Stig je htio pojebati Djevojcicu-Stroj
“Davidi kako smrt izgleda”
aja sam razmisljala kako smrt izgleda kao moj brat Séren.

U zamjenu za spolni odnos svi igraci na sljedeéoj utakmici
nose crne trake oko ruku u sje¢anje na mog brata.

Domadi tim pobjedi sa 4:1

u zadnjoj utakmici sezone.
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Prisiljena sam reci ocu za tetovazu
jer ¢e me on morati identificirati u mrtvacnici.

“Ne, to nije moja kéi
jer ona nema tetovaze”

aja ¢u ostati sama lezati pod kamenom.

Tetovaza prikazuje dva stabla
ijednu osobu koja im je okrenula leda.
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Moj otac je nogometni sudac
koji uvijek trci
s crvenim kartonom u ruci.

Kao stalno podsjecanje igracima
da su u njegovoj milosti.

Prije nego §to zaspem gomilam rijeci u glavi,
to nam je zajednicko, meniiocu.

Ali kad ga zamolim da mi pri¢a o drveéu
onda usuti,

ajapricam o brezi ispred mog prozora,

kako je visa od kuce

ikako se

dok sjedim za kuhinjskim stolom

oporuka obavija oko debla.
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Rekla sam ocu

da covjek

za svog zZivota

nikada ne uspije dozivjeti

onoliko svjetskih nogometnih prvenstava
koliko bi htio.

Devedeset minuta finala uz produzetke
je nista drugo do ¢ekanje na smrt.
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Moj otac Cesto pric¢a o Garyju Linekeru.
Cijela karijera, a nikada ni

crvenog ni zutog kartona.

Pitam Cega se Gary Lineker toliko bojao
ali otac ne Zeli odgovoriti.

Sin jedinac je mrtavilice mu je postalo druk¢ije,
ono sto je cekalo u pozadini, sada je izaslo van.
Vidim novu zilu na ocevu tijelu, od vrata
padalje

poput rijecne delte preko prsa.

Krv pokusava pronadi put, a da se ne dotakne tuge.
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Umre jedne nedjelje.

Drvo padne preko njega,

naizgled bez razloga.

Gradski nogometni sudac je mrtav
initko od igraca ne zeli komentirati
smrt za novine.

Svi znaju da je to Bog ucinio.
Moj je otac zZivio od njegove milosti.
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Godine se slazu poput dodatnih godova u oku
atuga mijenja ostrinu zjenice.

Na groblju nadgrobni spomenici stoje u stavu mirno
za one koji su zivjeli lica okrenutog prema gore.
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Ono crveno u dubini

ponekad mi prsne preko oka.

No drvo samo nastavi stvarati godove
na deblu, zemlja propada

ijos jedan seljak proda svoje imanje.

“Vrijeme brzo prolazi kad ljudi umiru”,
kaZe Zena koju su poslali za ispomo¢ u kuéi

prije nego sto izade iz kuhinje.

Ja sam Djevojcica- Stroj.
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Lezim u krevetu

i cujem je kako stavlja mlijeko u hladnjak.

Rijetko razgovaramo.

Trebala bih joj reéi
da se nikada toliko ne bojimo smrti
dane umremo.
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Ispomo¢ u kuéi dolazi jednom tjedno.
Oboje znamo da je ona ta

koja ¢e me pronaci

idaje to njezin posao.

Mogla sam poceti raditi u Sumi.
Jakoja sam sve nadzivjela
sjetim se da sam se rodila kao motocikl,

da sam bila besmrtna
ali mi je ulje zamijenjeno krvlju.
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Cujete li djecu u §kolskom dvoristu
kako pokusavaju nauciti strojne pjesme?

Ovdje su svi papiri, sredeni.

Rok trajanja namirnica je jo§

tjedan dana.

Odjeca ide armiji spasa.

Prljave gadice sam zguzvala,

ostavit ¢u ih ovdje, na dnu kreveta. Baci ih.

Uskrsnut ¢u

kad zupcanici budu postavljeni na svoja mjesta.
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Ja sam Stroj.

I svojim velikim prstima blistavima od ulja
Bog me rastavlja. Komad po komad.

Pere svaki vijak i maticu.

Slaze ih na bijelu plahtu.
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Det ar jag som dr Maskinflickan.
Alla ska do men jag ska do forst.

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

dven om ingen i efterhand kad f6rsta hur det gick till.

“Det var en bra match den dir gangen i Stockholm”
brukar Soren séga.

27



Sorens rost ir svar att héra
som att det alltid faller sn6 mellan honom
och hans omgivning.

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

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

En dag ska S6ren panta alla burkar och bli rik.

Da ska han kdpa en present till Stig
eftersom Stig gor ett sadant bra jobb.
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Det ar jag som dr Maskinflickan.
Alla ska do men jag ska do forst.

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

1. Vad kommer ni att gora 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 gora med mina farskvaror?
Kan man dricka en d6d kvinnas mjolk?
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Det var far som ordnade arbete at Séren.
Soren skulle ignorera den skylt han alltid noga
respekterat:

“Grasmattan far ej betrddas
beivras med utesténging fran allsvenska matcher”

Soren skulle 14gga ut de vita vackra linjerna,
begrinsa spelarna och han tittade rakt pa mig och sa
att det &r som sn6

och att det fyller samma funktion.
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Det var forsta gangen han gick éver en fotbollsplan.

Huvudet sokte sig bort fran griset
mot det vilbekanta jarnet.

Tinningen mdtte maskinen.
Far sa att blodet snabbt flot ut 6ver sidlinjen.
Inga fotbollsplaner har rosa streck.
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Nir kistan blir buren lings akrarna
ligger jorden med ansiktet vint uppat.

Pabegravningen sa far
“Den Gud alskar dor ung”
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Jag tog burkarna. I sju dagar stod jag pa Konsum
och pantade.

For pengarna kopte jag en present

som trinare Stig inte ville ha.

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

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

Hemmalaget vinner med fyra mal mot ett

i sdsongens sista match.
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Jag dr tvungen att beritta 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 forestéller tva trad
och en ménniska som vinder triden ryggen.
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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.

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

Men nir jag ber honom tala om triden

ar han tyst,

och jag talar om bjorken utanfoér mitt fonster,
att den ar hogre én sjilva huset

och att nér jag sitter vid koksbordet virar
testamentet sig runt stammen.
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Min far talar ofta om Gary Lineker.

En hel karriir utan att ndgonsin fa sitt namn noterat
pavarken rott eller gult kort.

Jag fragar vad Gary Lineker var sa radd for

men far vill inte svara.

Den enda sonen dr d6d och ansiktet blir ett annat,
det som vintat bakom triader fram.

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

som ett floddelta 6ver brostet.

Blodet férsoker finna en vig forbi sorgen.
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Jag har sagt till min far

att man aldrig far uppleva

sa manga varldsmasterskap
som man tror under en livstid.

Finalens nittio minuter plus tillagg
ir inget annat 4n vintan pa déden.
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Han dor en sondag.

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

Stadens fotbollsdomare ar déd

och ingen spelare vill kommentera
dodsfallet i tidningen.

Alla vet att det &r Gud som gjort det.
Min far har bara levt pa nader.
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Aren lidgger sig som extra ringar runt iris
och sorgerna dndrar skédrpan i pupillen.

Pa kyrkogarden star stenarna resta i givakt
for dem som levde med ansiktet uppat.
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Det roda langst in

spicker ibland ut 6ver 6gat.

Allt eftersom ldgger triaden nya ringar
runt stammarna, jorden eroderar

och dnnu en bonde séljer sin mark.

“Tiden gar fort nér folk dor”
sidger hemsamariten innan hon gar ut i kéket.

Det ar jag som ar Mackinflickan.
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Hemsamariten kommer en gang i veckan.
Vivetbada att det dr hon

som kommer att hitta mig

och att det ar hennes arbete.

Jag skulle kunna ha tagit arbete i skogen.

Jag som Gverlevde alla

kommer ihag att jag foddes som motocykel,
att jag var odddlig

men att min olja byttes ut mot blod.
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Jagligger i séingen
och hér hur hon stuvar om mjolken i kylskapet.
Vi talar séllan med varandra.

Jag borde siga till hemsamariten

att vi aldrig blir sa ridda fér déden
att viinte dor.
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Hor ni hur barnen férsoker ldra sig maskinsanger
pa skolgarden?

Héie ligger alla papper i ordning,.
Kylvarornas bast-fore-datum stracker sig
genom en veckai tiden.

Kladerna ska till fralsningsarmén.

Mina smutsiga trosor har jag knélat ihop,
jaglagger dom hir vid fotédndan. Sldng dom.

Jag kommer att stédlla mig upp igen
nir kugghjulen satts pa plats.
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Jag dr Maskinen.

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

Tvittar varje skruv och mutter.

Légger de alla pa ett vitt lakan.
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Itis me. I am the Machine Girl
We are all going to die
but I will be the first to go.

Soéren 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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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.
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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?
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It was father who got Soren his job.
S6ren 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
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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.
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When the coffin is carried alongside the fields
the earth is lying face up.

At the funeral father said
“Those whom God loves die young”
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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 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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I 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 I 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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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
heissilent

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.
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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.
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My father often talks about Gary Lineker.

A whole career without ever having had his name
on ared 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 waiting behind comes forward.
I saw a new vein on my father’s 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.
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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.
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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.

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

I am the Machine Girl.
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Iliein bed
hear her arranging the milk in the refrigerator.
We seldom talk to one another.

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

that I was immortal
but that my oil was replaced with blood.
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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

aweek 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.

Iwill rise again
when the cog wheels are put in place.
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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.
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