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4. 0ASSI

Thea Theazan,

ik don estimerele

jaskatvuoda

Jusuba eallima satnegovak
¢alle du balddan

go ijaid gohcen du oaddima,
go du olin ellen du vuoignama,
go liikkak havssihii mu
Theaza riikii,

Jusuba riikii;

go calmmik oidne

jago laviok snigga jienain
lavlagiid meit ik mahttan:

rafi buktek mu sivu sisa,
jamon,

oaivvehis Jusup,

behken oarjenieidda vaimmu sisa
ja jaskkodin.

“Josef, jeg tror du kan here meg tenke...”
ja nu sahtten.

Giehkan,

stohpu,

girku,

gahta,

vuovttak,

suorpmak,

sealgi,

ahta,

THE KING OF SHOEMAKERS - part 4

Thea, my Thea,

you cannot imagine

the mildness

Jusup’s imaginary

noted at your side

as | watched you sleeping at night,
as | dwelled in the palm of your breath,
as the scent of your skin sent me
to Thea'’s kingdom,

to Jusup’s kingdom;

the gaze in your eyes

and your squeaky voice singing
songs you did not know:

you brought me peace,

and|,

mindless Jusup,

crawled into a southern girl’s heart
and went to rest.

“Joseph, | think you can hear my thoughts”
and so | could.

Kitchen,

attic,

chapel,

dinghy,

shoulders,

fingers,

hamstrings,

thingy,



SKOMAKARNAS KUNG — Del 4

Thea, min Thea,

du kan inte forestélla dig

stillheten

Jusups forestéallningsvirld

skrev vid din sida

nér jag om natten vakade 6ver din somn,
nér jag i din andedrikt levde med dig,
nér din hud bar doften av mig

till Theas rike,

till Jusups rike;

ndr 6gonen sig

och du med gill rost sjong

sanger du inte kunde;

du gav ro i mitt inre

och jag,

daraktige Jusup,

krép in i en sydldndsk kvinnas hjérta
och tystnade.

“Josef, jag tror du kan héra mig tdnka..”
och sé var det.

Kok,

allrum,

kyrka,

gata,

hér,

fingrar,

rygs,

grej,



Jusuba virkos giedak cuvgeje
lapmudeaddii sielu

ja €atne suorpmaid gitta suonaide.
Boaresahéi jurddalas jietna:
“Altar oarjin bija...

muht” mon bidjen;

boarrasiid buoskasa bedjel
“Mon lean Jusup,

mon lean Jusup,

mon lean Jusup,”

ja mon bidjen.

Gudnélas Oarjeriika,

du sinne odden mon hearvamus nahkara;

du néllenieida

mu oaddinseahkka,

ii olgobeal” mailbmi oidnon,
dego seahka sinne,

muht’ buorre Oarjeriika,

i olmmos eaidi oade

jago idit bodii

oidnen mon abajaga
Nuortabeali ovdabeal" rabdda,
ja calbmelasu ¢azeoaivvin sugastisgodii
vuoigna.

Jusup’s able hands brightened

the soul of the charmer

and tied the fingers harder to the sinews.
Grandfather’s wise voice:

“Never venture south...!”

but so | did;

discounting the crapmouthed elders
“l am Jusup,

I'am Jusup,

| 'am Jusup,”

and so | ventured.

Honored Terra South,

within you | floated in the sweetest sleep;
your descentress

a soft mattress,

the outside world nowhere in sight,
draped as | was inside a cocoon,

but good Terra South,

aman does not sleep forever

and when morning came

Ifinally glimpsed

the vast horizon of Terra North,

and on the watery membrane of the eyepool awakened
the spirit.



Jusups flyhdnta hander satte ljuset

pa forforarens sjal

och fjittrade fingrarna stadigt i senorna.
Farfaderns manande stimma:

” Aldrig fara soderut...!”

Men sa jag gjorde;

trotsigt mot gamlingarnas rad

” Jag ér Jusup,

jag dr Jusup,

jag ar Jusup,’

och jag drog ivig.

Du drorika Sydliga Land,

idig sov jag den sotaste somnen;
din blodsbands janta

min sovsack,

utan kontakt med omvirlden,
som vore i en kokong,

men vilsignade Sydliga Land,
ingen sover for evigt

och ndr morgonen kom

antligen sag jag

Nordsidans yttersta rand,

och i 6gonglobens vattniga hinna

vaknade sjilen ater.



5. OASSI

Est-il rien sur la terre

qui soit plus surprenant

que la grande misére

du pauvre Juif-Errant!

Juohke bassi girjji namma lean mon,
skuovvadeddiiid gonagas,

leak gus mu oaidnan?

Mon jodan du markana selju,

du gilaza balgaid,

du deattdma roankejogaid:
Lagedem,

Buttadeo,

Ahasverus,

Kartafilus,

skuovaid reiden mon juohkehaccii
aman mailmmézan jorrdma bisanit;
skuovaid gehtte in lih¢o mon Jusup,
virkos giedak gorrok mielarabdda deattéldagaid,
goavrume historjja ¢ada gonagasa Serres biktasiigo,
leak gus mu oaidnan?

skuovak jitnek

ipmasiid

go eatnama jodésan:

da datta dayadhvam

shantih shantih shantih!

de dette diebbelii

sahtan sahtan sahtan!
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THE KING OF SHOEMAKERS — PART 5

Est-il rien sur la terre

qui soit plus surprenant

que la grande misére

du paure Juif-Errant!

Every hallowed book’s name am |,

the king of shoemakers,

have you seen me?

| traverse the squares of your townships,
the roads of your hamlets,

the murky rivers of your ornamentations:
Laquedem,

Buttadeo,

Ahasverus,

Kartafilus,

| fashion shoes for all

to spin my tiny world;

without my shoes | were not Jusup,
busy fingers sewing mindrecessed ornaments,
propulsively walking through history in a king’s shiny clothes,
have you seen me?

my shoes wallop

eccentricities

as | traverse the land:

da datta dayadhvam

shantih, shantih, shantih!

do duty duefully

satan, satan, satan!



SKOMAKARNAS KUNG — Del 5

Est-il rien sur la terre
qui soit plus surprenant
que la grande misere

du pauvre Juif-Errant!

Alla heliga skrifters namn bér jag
skomakarnas kung,

har du sett mig?

Jag korsar dina centrums torg,
dina smd byars gangstigar,

dina grumliga krokta floder:

Laquedem,

Buttadeo,

Ahasverus,

Kartafilus,

jag ordnar skor till alla;

eljest stannar min lilla vérld

skolos vore jag inte Jusup,

flitiga fingrar syr sinnebildens ornament
kutryggigt vandrande genom historien
med kungens skinande klader

har du sett mig?

skorna ljuder

underligheter

nér jag fardas i virlden:

da datta dayadhvam

shantih shantih shantih!

denna forbannelse

satan, satan, satan!
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Bidjek barggu eatnamii,
diktek vaimmu gatnjaliid vardit;
la traversée augmentre,
Jusup ¢atna skuovaid:
giliboja,

guldaleaddji,

buktejeaddji,

sogasuhkki,

viekseveahkki,

vaibmoborri,

guolasteaddji,

ildasdahkki,

slunkejeaddji,

botnjalbivdi,

binnosbannos boatkabardni,
gonagasa buoskkassardni,
bahtareaddji,

geampagoddi,

ganjaloari ¢iegusardna;

bijan mahkashaja uniformma,
suonaidsuorri

¢atna julggiide sogaseainni geah¢astagaid
ja dikta eatnama giedastit
abirabdda olbmocollosiid.

Le dernier jugement

finira ton tourment.
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Lay your hands to the ground,

let tears bleed from your heart;

la traversée augmentre,

Jusup ties his shoes:

hamlet's laddie,

echo marker,

notion donor,

kinship wringer,

sheep farm henchman,

entrails’ eater,

ocean trawler,

rattle maker,

sorry crawler,

anger stoker,

itsy bitsy farmstead clinger,

king and country's dirty flinger,
broken runner,

giant killer,

teardropped mugfaced deadly ringer;
| put on my somehow scented uniform,
the sinew binder

ties his feet to the stares from the kinship wall
and lets the soil twine

the sea rim’s human entrails.

Le dernier jugement

finira ton tourment.



Lét ert arbete ske i jorden

lat hjértats tarar bloda;

la traversée augmentre,

Jusup knyter skorna,

bypajsare

lyssnare,

glddjespridare,
sléktskapssorjare,

farskotare,

hjarteslukare,

fiskare,

kaosmakare,

svarmodstinkare,
angestskapare,

pytteliten bondgardpojke,
kungens skitiga angel,

flykting,

vildig baneman,

tarindrankt dubbelgangare;

tar pa mig min nagotsanar doftande uniform,
sentvinnaren

later sldkttradets blickar svepas om skorna
och later jorden fingertvinna
havsbandets ménskliga indlvor.
Le dernier jugement

finira ton tourment.
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Mon riegadin guoktelogigolbma jagi réjen,
ledjen losses manna gievrras vaimmuin.
Eiddi lavii mu askkin doallat

lullame siivosaniid mu beljiid sisa,

mu vuosttas muitu

lea skabmamanu sargumiid

beaivvi mon Euoigat ohppen,

lean vuolabeal” siergarodu soahteprinsa
ja geargebavtti lojes vildu.

Mon riegadin siidabardnin,

vaibmu lea nanus sladjohajan,
skovlabalga sattun ja giehkanborddi muitalusais,
lean guolasteaddii ja dalureanga,

ja go bidjen julggiid

nuorttaguvlui vané¢a nala

sadden mon

bahtareaddji

ja siidiiboahtti

simme h&min.
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| was born twenty-three years ago,

a sturdy child with a robust heart.

Mother used to hold me in her lap

blowing sweet words into my ears,

my first memory

are November drawings

the day | learnt how to ski,

| am the warrior prince of the wicker thickets

and the wild oat of the stony rubble.

| was born a kinsman,

my heart made from the scent of meadows freshly mowed,
of sandy school roads and of stories whispered over kitchen tables,
| am a fisher lad and a farmstead worker,

and when | set my feet upon the deck

of the northbound boat

I became

a fugitive

and a home comer

in the same guise.



Jag foddes for tjugotre &r sedan,

var ett bastant barn med starkt hjarta.
Mamma brukar halla mig i famnen
viska vackra ord i mitt Ora,

mitt forsta minne

ar novemberteckningarna

dé jag ldrde mig éka skidor,

ar de tita videsnarens krigarprins
och stenklippornas nadiga vildman.
Jag foddes som lantgardspojke,
hjértat dr starkt med slatterdoft,
skolvigens sand och koksbordets berittelser,
jag dr fiskare och dring pa garden,
och nir jag satte fotterna

pa den nordatgaende bétens dick
blev jag

en flykting

och dtervindare

isamma person.
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6. OASSI

Deahkan ¢ohkkai ijaid

trubadura;

ranes biktasiis ja sixpence ain
bijai geasanas idjaluhkkii
nuhtaraiddu

meinna nurtii métkkostin,
vanc€aholbbi tevdneme vielgadin
ija ¢ahpodaga vuostai,

ja jienagehtte

guldalin mon Nuortariikka geasanasgeasu.

li dat lean biegga,

dat lii Geasanas ja dan mahtadeaddji,
ja Trubadura suorpmaid mielde
manne vuonak ja gaddi

siidiiboahtti

ja bahtareaddji

vazzinskuovaid mielabalga:

Man hat uns nicht gefragt

als wir noch kein Gesicht,

ob wir leben wollten oder besser nicht.
Jetzt gehe ich allein

durch eine fremde Stadt

und ich weiss nicht,

ob sie mich lieb hat.

Ich schaue durch die Fenster,
durch Tiir- und Fensterglas
und ich warte,

und ich warte auf etwas.

16

THE KING OF SHOEMAKERS — PART 6

At night on the windy deck sat

a minstrel;

grey suited with a sixpence on top
he clad the searimin a

convoy of memories

with which | travelled northwards,
the froth of the lower boat white
against the beauty of the night,

as | silently listened

to the accordion tow of Terra North.
It was not the wind,

it was the Accordion and its master,
and the Minstrel's fingers moved us along
the fiords and shore

to the rhythm

of the walking shoes of

this homecoming

fugitive:

Man hat uns nicht gefragt

als wir noch kein Gesicht,

ob wir leben wollten oder besser nicht.
Jetzt gehe ich allein

durch eine fremde Stadt

und ich weiss nicht,

ob sie mich lieb hat.

Ich schaue durch die Fenster,
durch Tir- und Fensterglas
und ich warte,

und ich warte auf etwas.



SKOMAKARNAS KUNG - Del 6

Om nitterna satt en

trubadur pa dack;

grakladd och med sixpence

prydde dragspelet himladrikten
med rajd av noter

ndr vi reste norrover

skutans holbi1) tecknad i vitt

mot nattens morker

ljudlost

lyssnade jag pa Nordrikets dragspelsdrag.
Inte var det vinden

det var Dragspelet med sin mastare,
och med Trubadurens flinka fingrar
foljde fjord och kust

i takt med atervandares

och flyktingars

vandringskadngors sinnesstig:

Holbi: Dekorativ bard ldngs samedréktens nedersta del.

Man hat uns nicht gefragt als wir noch
kein Gesicht, ob wir leben wollten
oder besser nicht. Jetzt gehe ich allein
durch eine fremde Stadt und ich weiss
nicht, ob sie mich lieb hat. Ich schaue
durch die Fenster, durch Tiir- und
Fensterglas und ich warte, und ich

warte auf etwas.
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Wenn ich mir was wiinschen dirfte,
kame ich in Verlegenheit,

was ich mir den wiinschen sollte,
eine gute oder schlechte Zeit.

Wenn ich mir was wiinschen diirfte,
machte ich etwas glicklich sein,
denn wenn ich gar zu gliicklich wére,

hétte ich Heimweh nach dem Traurigsein.

Wenn ich mir was wiinschen dirfte,
kame ich in Verlegenheit,

was ich mir den wiinschen sollte,
eine gute oder schlechte Zeit.

Wenn ich mir was wiinschen diirfte,
mochte ich etwas gliicklich sein,
denn wenn ich gar zu gliicklich wére,

hétte ich Heimweh nach dem Traurigsein.

Spanjola Trubadura lii,
mailmmalas olmmos,

Juan Espera & Dios
sunamma,

su sanik vaddasak ipmirdit,
muht” mieladeamek $olge
aktan

go Geasanas ja Skuovak deaivvade
guhkkin avdin abin

gosa mailbmi ii hain ollen
ja jaskat vellek suttuk.
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Wenn ich mir was wiinschen dirfte,
kéme ich in Verlegenheit,

was ich mir den wiinschen sollte,

eine gute oder schlechte Zeit.

Wenn ich mir was wiinschen ddirfte,
mochte ich etwas gliicklich sein,

denn wenn ich gar zu glicklich ware,
hatte ich Heimweh nach dem Traurigsein.

The Minstrel was a Spaniard,
aworldly man,

Juan Espera & Dios

his name,

his words difficult to make out,

but our minds merged into

one

as the Accordion and the Walking Shoes congregated
far out on the desolate sea

where the world has not yet reached
and the sins float tranquilly.



‘Wenn ich mir was wiinschen durfte, kaime
ich in Verlegenheit, was ich mir den
wiinschen sollte, eine gute oder schlechte
Zeit. Wenn ich mir was wiinschen diirfte,
mochte ich etwas gliicklich sein, denn
wenn ich gar zu gliicklich wire, hitte ich

Heimweh nach dem Traurigsein.

Wenn ich mir was wiinschen diirfte, kime
ich in Verlegenheit, was ich mir den
wiinschen sollte, eine gute oder schlechte
Zeit. Wenn ich mir was wiinschen diirfte,
mochte ich etwas gliicklich sein, denn
wenn ich gar zu gliicklich wire, hitte ich

Heimweh nach dem Traurigsein.

Trubaduren var en Spanjor,

en vérldsvan person,

Juan Espera 4 Dios

hans namn

hans ord var svira att forsta,
men vara tankar smilte samman
till ett

da Dragspel och Skor mottes
langt ute pa det 6de havet

dit varlden dnnu inte nétt

och synderna flyter stilla.
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NOTAHTAT MARKOSAMI COAHKAZIS

Notahta 1

Johka.

Gaéicarassi lieddu.

li mihkkege danne leat summal geavvan.

Gaéicarassi lea jierpmas $addu midjas diehta gonnes lea nitrogenarikkis
eanan.

Guhkes ruoh¢at vizzet biepmu ¢iknosis.

Son guhte gaicarasi ipmirda sahtté lovssas lohkat midjas lea nuorta ja
midjas lea oarji.

Harve dihtet olbmot ahte gaicarasi liedit sahttet leat vielgat nai, dego ¢ahci
johtti vancca steavnni birra.

Notahta 2

Motto nr. 1: Ovdal galgé ¢oavji ciskat go biebmu spilljanit.
Motto nr. 2: Buoret oaivveheapme go raddeheapme.
Motto nr. 3: Muhtumin ferte coggat sistegahpira.

Notahta 3

Sus lea bassanmasiidna midjas lea mannan riehttasii. Valda olggos
rumbbu, Cuohppa eret geaZi ja reide dasa julggiid. Dal sus lea grilla. Go
gaikkoda boares aitti hukse luovveseainni bazahusaiguin.

Notahta 4

Moarsi geah¢ada su goabridanduhpaha suovastettiin. Veaha aiggi manna
manna sisa. Godda. Searfa samegielat sattasaniin eadnai. “Eadni, don
leat mailmmi buorremus!” cealké minsttar. Beare akta sétni lea ¢allon
boastut.
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NOTES FROM A BACKWOODS SAAMI CORE (FROM I TO 4)

Note 1

Acreek.

The fireweed blossoms.

Nothing here is coincidental.

The fireweed is an intelligent plant that knows where the dirt is
rich on nitrogen.

Long roots fetch nourishment from the deep.

He who understands the fireweed can read off its stem

what is north and what is south.

Rarely do people know that the fireweed’s blossoms also can be white, like
water lapping the stem of a moving boat.

Note 2

Motto nr. 1: The stomach shall rip before good food goes to waste.
Motto nr. 2: Better to be void of a head than void of ideas.

Motto nr. 3: Sometimes you've got to put on your fur hat.

Note 3

He’s got a washing machine that's gone to hell. He takes out the drum,
cuts off the top and puts it on a rack. Now he’s got a grill. When he tears
down the old shed he builds a windstopping wall out of the rubble.

Note 4

She looks at him smoking a fag. After a while she goes inside. She knits.
Ascarf with a message in Saami for mum. “Eadni, don leat mailmmi
buorremus!” says the pattern. “Mum, you're the best in the world!” Only
one word is misspelled.



NOTERINGAR FRAN EN MARKASAMISK KARNA

NOTAT 1

En dlv.

Mjolkorten blommar.

Har finns inget av en tillfallighet.

Mjolkorten ér en vis planta som vet var jorden ar kvaverik.

Lénga rotter hdmtar ndring fran djupet.

Den som forstar sig pa mjolkorten kan av stjilken fa veta vad som &r nord
och vad som ar syd.

Folk vet sdllan att mj6lkortens blommor ocksé kan vara vita,

som forsande vatten kring kolen pa en farande bat.

NOTAT 2
Motto nr. 1: Innan ska magen spricka dn maten forspillas.
Motto nr. 2: Bittre huvudlos dn radlos.

Motto nr. 3: Emellandt méste man ta pa sig skinnmdossan.

NOTAT 3
Han har en tvittmaskin som har gatt at helsike. Han tar ut trumman, kapar
av toppen och sitter den pa ett stativ. Nu har han en grill. Nér han river det

gamla forradet bygger han ett vindskydd av resterna.

NOTAT 4

Fdstmon ser pa honom rokandes en rullcigarett. Efter en stund géar hon in.
Stickar. En halsduk med ett budskap pa samiska till sin mor. "Eadni, don
leat mailmmi buorremus!” ” Mamma, du ar virldens baste!” Blott ett ord dr

felstavat.
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Notahta 5

Moadde buolvva manos. Gonagas-Jomna ¢uozzu dievas gili vardame.
Ihéna geampa. Son lea gullan ahte ie$ ruotagonagas galga mannat
danne meaddil jodus mearragaddai. Lea buktan guokte muorrafiellu
dievvai gonnes lea buorre vardat juohke guvlui. Dl vuorda. Dassézii leat
goh&odan su beare Jomnan.

De oaidna Jomna guhkes réiddu lahkaneame. Baggu leat gonagas. Jomna
i leat goassege doallan Cuojanasa, muhto lea gullan gonagaslaviaga.
Dohppesta fielluid ja alga daiguin dearpat gonagaslaviaga ritmma nu
jitnosit ahte davista olles gilis. Dainna joatka gitta gonagasa raidu lea
mannan meaddel ja javkan. De vazza Jomna vuolus dievas. Jus gonagas
goassege ipmirdii gutni ii aktage diede.

Notahta 6

Lea arbejuvvon rdmisvuohta das ahte ii oastte, ahte ie$ reidet dan maid
darbbahat galvvuin mat dus jo leat. Danne gohcodit dan reidet iezas
pateantta.

Notahta 7

Juohke biillas lea potensiala arvu. Nuogis organaaddit sahttet loahpas
$Saddat produktan. Orgénaaddipanseriid dikta veallat giettis huotnaha birra.
li man ge sivva Corget, sardnu, $leadgalit nu ¢appat beaivvazis.

Notahta 8

Rava dutnje guhte hahppeha danirdit calbmelasiid ja fertet ahcat boares
méastoranddiid atnit muodus botta leat vuordime ahte oddalasit galget
boahtit: Go vuolggat rambuvrii; ale véldde eret mastoranddiid ovdal leat
parkeren biilla.

Notahta g
Jasuvrris...
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Note 5

It's a few generations back. King-Jo stands on a hill overlooking the village.
Amastodon of a man. He's heard that the Swedish king himself will pass
here with his cortege on his way to the coast. Jo’s brought two planks of
wood onto this hill which has a good view in several directions. Now he
just waits. Nobody in the village understands what he's doing. Until now
they've called him only Jo.

Then Jo sees a long cortege approaching in the distant. It can only be the
king. Jo has never laid hand on an instrument, but he's heard “God Save
The King". He picks up the two planks and starts banging them to the beat
of the song so hard that the sound echoes throughout the parish. He keeps
on doing this until the king's cortege has passed and is out of sight. Then
Jo walks down from the hill. Whether the Swedish kind ever understood
the tribute, nobody really knows.

Note 6

There’s an inherited pride in not buying new stuff, but rather to make what
you need out of what you already have. Here we call it making one’s
own patent.

Note 7

Any car has potential value. Enough organ donors could in the end
become a product. The organ donor hoods remain lying around in the field
encircling the house. No need to remove them, he says, they shimmer so
nicely in the sun.



NOTAT 5

Nagra generationer bakover. Kung-Jo stir pa en kulle och spanar ut dver
bygden. En koloss till man. Han har hort att sjélvaste kungen av Sverige ska
passera hir med sitt folje pa vag mot kusten. Han har tagit med sig tvd brador
till kullen med god utsikt at alla hall. Nu vintar han. Fram till nu har han bara
kallats Jo. Ingen annan i bygden forstar vad han sysslar med.

Sa ser Jo ett langt f6lje ndrma sig. Det kan bara vara kungen.

Jo har aldrig héllit i ett instrument, men han har hort kungssangen.

Han fattar tag i bradorna och borjar sla kungssangens rytm med dem sd hart
att det ekar hogt i hela bygden. Detta fortsatter han med dnda tills kungens
folje har passerat och forsvunnit. Sa gar Jo ner fran kullen. Om kungen

nagonsin forstod hyllningen, dr det ingen som vet.

NOTAT 6
Det finns en neddrvd stolthet i att inte kOpa, att ordna saker man behover med

det man har till hands. Har kallar vi det att skapa ett eget patent.

NOTAT 7

Varje bil har ett potentiellt varde. Tillrackligt manga organdonatorer kan till
slut resultera i en produkt. Organdonatorernas skoldar far bli liggande pa
vallen runt huset. Finns ingen anledning att r6ja upp, sdger han, de blanker s&

fint i solen.

NOTAT 8
Réd till dig som av misstag trampat pa dina glaségon och tvingas gd med
din farsas gamla brillor pa trynet medan du véntar pa att nya glasogon ska

komma: Nér du ska till affiren; ta inte av dig brillorna innan du har parkerat.

NOTAT 9

Ochsur ...
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Notahta 10

Vanhemat ostet sutnje odda joggeskuovaid Ruotas. Skuovat leat alidat

ja fiskadat. Gili manaid gaskkas gohcoduvvogohtet ruvva “ruotaskuovat’.
Ruotaskuovat leat reidejuvvon gusmmus, syntehtala$ dvdnasis midjas
hiehpa oalle heitot spappaciekéamii. Ciek¢at spappa lea veadjemeahttun,
bavctaga beare sakka. Sahtta beare lobbet. Dan ¢avéca ja Cuovvovad
geasi mielde habme sofistikerta lobbenteknihka hirpmahuhtti repertoarain.
li gamno éuolbma maid ii sahte Eoavdit lobbemiin. Aiggiid &ada lea son
guhte lea lobben alimus ranggastusciekéama gélbeealahagas.

Notahta 11
Juovllat lea sivdniduvvon igi.

Notahta 12

Vancavovdnabagadus:

Oastte 30-40 jahkasa$ campingvovnna

Cuohpa olles baikka smavvabihkiide mohtorsahain
Guras gaittin earret 4isa vievssi duohkai

Notahta 13
Dearvvuodat rannjas: I mihkkege ivdne ¢akéamanodaivaha nugo jietna
mohtorsahas snievkkuheame lasesarrasiid ja alumiinna.

Notahta 14
Jamehat leat danne. li hal dramahtalacéat, ii hal gaibideaddji, baicce
virola¢éat, leat danne.

Notahta 15

Son oasté odda ruvkonbiilla. Biilla ovdde$ oamasteaddii lea
jorristovlaruvkojeaddiji ja biila lea hiebahuvvon vinttain doaresuvssas.
Alggus jahkka lea hehttehus ja jurddada skruvvet eret stovlavintta. De
ipmirda lea attaldat.
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Note 10

His parents buy him new trainers while on holiday in Sweden. The

shoes are blue and yellow. Among the kids in the village they are quickly
nicknamed “the Swedish shoes”. The Swedish shoes are made from a stiff,
synthetic material that proves poorly suitable for soccer. To shoot the ball is
impossible, it's too painful. He can only lob it. In the course of that autumn
and the following summer, until he finally grows out of the Swedish shoes,
he develops a sophisticated lobbing technique. There is no situation he
cannot lob his way out of. Through all times he is the one who's lobbed the
highest penalty on the calves grazing field.

Note 11
Christmas is a blessed season.

Note 12

Recipe for a boat trailer:

Buy a 30-40 year old caravan.

Slash it all to smithereens with a chain saw.

Dump everything apart from the undercarriage behind the barn.

Note 13
Greetings from the neighbour: Nothing colours the September sky like the
sound of a chain saw eating away at fibreglass and aluminium.

Note 14
The dead are here. With no drama, no conundrum, without being anything
out of the ordinary, they are here.



NOTAT 10

Hans foraldrar kdper honom nya joggingskor i Sverige. Skorna é4r blaa och
gula. Bland byns ungar kallas de snabbt ” svenskskorna”

Svenskskorna dr gjorda av styvt, syntetiskt material som passar hemskt
daligt for fotbollsspel. Att sparka boll 4r omojligt, det gor f6r ont. Man kan
bara lobba. Den hosten och den paféljande sommaren, innan han till slut
vaxer ur svenskskorna, utvecklar han en sofistikerad lobbteknik med en
respektingivande repertoar. Det finns inte en enda situation som han inte
kan lobba sig ur. Genom alla tider dr det han som har lobbat hogsta straffen

pé kalvbetet.

NOTAT 11

Julen &r en valsignad tid.

NOTAT 12

Anslag pé en battrailer:

K&p en 30-40 dr gammal husvagn.

Kapa hela skiten i sméabitar med en motorsag.

Sling allt utom ramen bakom ladan.

NOTAT 13
Hélsningar fran grannen:
Ingenting firgar septemberhimlen som ljudet av en motorsig som éter sig

genom glasfiber och aluminium.

NOTAT 14

De déda dr har. Utan dramatik, anspraksldsa, blott sedvanliga, 4r de hér.

NOTAT 15
Han koper en begagnad bil. Bilens forra dgare var en rullstolsbrukare
och bilen 4r anpassad med en hiss i sidodorren. Forst tror han att det ar
till nackdel och tdnker skruva 16s stolshissen. Sa forstar han att den dr en

himlagava.
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Notahta 16
Dobdda savza- ja gaicaindiviidda dego dobddat iezat.

Notahta 17

Gilihuotnaha guolbi lea radihi$goahtime oddajagefeasttas. Son lea
komitéas. Nugo gaittin earat lea bihkkan. Oaidna beare guokte vejolas
Covdosa culbmii:

Coavddus 1: Bivdit giliolbmuid heaitit tavttas njuléut.

Coavddus 2: Ringet iezas boaresahcéai gasku ijas ja bivdit su boahtit
ruvva dego riehtis nu ahte besse akuhttananosmahttit guolbestealladaga.
Sadda coavddus 2.

Notahta 18
Son bosida mana.

Notahta 19

Skaiddebaikkis lea jalga. Jus aigi lea riekta gulla son guhte meattilda
baikki njuoratméanacierruma. Dat leat sdvaheames riegadeamit, manat
guddon japmit geainnoheames ahcis dahje eatnis. Juohke gieZat jagi
mahccet manat baikai gonnes leat guddon. Mii gohcodit sin eahpadusan,
apokrifa sivdnadusat gaskal leahkimis ja dussamis. Danin mahccet deike.
Danin ¢irrot. Beare boares gasttasanrituala sahtta visot geahpput. Easkka
dalle lea visot meaddel.

Notahta 20

“It hal sahte vuolgit gavpogii viekseskuovaiguin,” sardnu eamit go
Cohkkeda biilii.

“Moai han galge beare stuorsentarii,” sardnu isit ja roaskala gitta
biilauvssa.

Muhto $adda nuvt ahte vulge gavpotsentarii nai. Isit valda gafegohpu ja
vaffela ja cohkkeda laseraiggi baldii. Viekseskuovat sahtta gahpahit dego
bolsttarolggo$ biekkas borjjasteame.
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Note 17

The floor of the community hall is about to cave during the new year's
party. He's in the committee. Like all the others he’s drunk out of his mind.
He sees only two possible solutions to the problem.

Option 1: Tell the villagers to stop jumping to the beat.

Option 2: Phone his grandfather in the middle of the night and tell him to
get over there with some building materials quickly as hell so they can
emergency-reinforce the floor foundation.

He chooses option 2.

Note 19

Down by a place where two rivers meet there is a meadow. If the time is
right he who passes here will hear infants crying. These are the unwanted
new-bomns, left here to die by a desperate father or mother. Every seventh
year these children return to the place where they were abandoned. We
call them eahpadusak, human apocrypha trapped between existing and
never having existed. That is why they return. That is why they cry. Only
by performing an ancient baptising ritual all may be alleviated. Only then
itwill all be over.



NOTAT 16

Lir kdnna far- och getindividen som dig sjalv.

NOTAT 17

Golvet pa bygdegérden haller p4 att rasa samman under nyérsfesten. Han ar i
kommittén. Liksom alla andra ar han stupfull. Han ser bara tva l6sningar pa
problemet.

Losning 1: Be byborna sluta upp med att hoppa i takt.

Losning 2: Ringa farfar mitt i natten och be att han kommer fort som fan med
byggmaterial s att de kan akutforstarka golvfundamentet.

Det blir 16sning 2.

NOTAT 18

Hon blaser lange och forsiktigt pa barnets onda.

NOTAT 19

Pé landtungan mellan dlvarna som rinner samman finns ett 6ppet falt. Vid ratt
tidpunkt kan den foérbipasserande hora spadbarnsgrét. Dessa dr de o6nskat
fodda, lamnade att d6 av en desperat far eller mor. Vart sjunde &r atervander
barnen till platsen dir de lamnades. Vi kallar dessa eahpddusak, apokryfa
varelser fingade mellan livet och déden. Darfor atervinder de hit. Dérfor grater

de. Endast en gamma dopritual kan lindra allt. Forst da ér allt 6ver.

NOTAT 20

”Du kan ju inte ha pé dig ladugdrdsskorna nr vi ska stan,” sager hustrun nér
hon sitter sig i bilen.

”Vi ska ju bara till shoppingcentret’, siger mannen och sméller igen bildorren.
Men det slutar med att de aker till stadscentrumet ocksa. Mannen tar sig en
kaffe och en vaffla och sitter sig vid ett fonsterbord. Ladugérdsskorna kan han

vippa fram och tillbaka som kuddfodral som fladdrar i vinden.
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Notahta 21

“Basan lihtiid sami vuogi mielde,” sardnu son.

“Goktes nu?” sardnu antropologa.

“Lea giehtaladdasis,” sardnu. “Muhto olbmui guhte ii leat nu oahpis sami
kultuvrii soaita orrut dego dagan dan seamma vuogis go visot earat.”

Notahta 22
Sus lea: Europélla ja boares slalomsabetpara.
Son sihta: Skohtergielka.

Notahta 23

Mu érku leat Sodbes, barkejun sélljamuorat, ¢adnon aktii.

Mu érku leat boares poastaseahkat, latnjon ja gorrojun kokonna hapmai.
Mu arku lea vuostta$ idja ja beaivi midjas Cuovvu.

Mu érku lea earenoamas juollegas sabetboksa man nu halbai ozzon Ruotas.

Mu érku lea vanca, borjasa gehtte, arjjuid gehtte, rabas daivvas mu badjel.
Mu arku lea biegga, ja luhttojun olbmot guddet mu baktai.

Notahta 24

Guhkki guhkkelii bodiiga baikai. Vardaiga birra.
“Dat han orru dohkalas,” sardnu isit.

“Nu fal,” sardnu eamit.

“Deike &sahetne,” sardnu isit.

“Nu fal,” sardnu eamit.
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Note 21

“| wash the dishes the Saami way,” he says.

“How s0?” says the anthropologist.

“It's in the wrist,” he says. “But for people who are not so familiar with Saami
culture it might seem like | do it exactly the same way as everyone else.”

Note 23

My coffin is slender, skinned trunks of willow, tightly bound.

My coffin is old postal bags, split and sewn to a snug cocoon.

My coffin is nightfall and the following day.

My coffin is the particularly roomy ski box | got so cheaply in Sweden.
My coffin is a boat, with no sail, no oars, and the sky open above me.
My coffin is the wind, and entrusted men carry me onto the mount.

Note 24

Much later they arrived at a place. They viewed the land.
“This looks rather okay,” he says.

“Yeah,” she says.

“We'll settle here”, he says.

“Yeah,” she says.



NOTAT 21

”Jag diskar disken pa samiskt vis,” sdger han.

”Vad da?” sdger antropologen.

"Det ligger i handleden”, sager han” Men for den som inte dr sa insatt i samisk

kultur kan det verka som om jag gor exakt pa samma sétt som alla andra?”

NOTAT 22
Han har: En euoropapall och ett par gamla slalomskidor.

Han vill ha: En skoterkilke.

NOTAT 23

Min likkista dr smackra, avbarkade sdlgstammar, fogade samman.

Min likkista dr gamla postsdckar, sprittade och sydda till en trang kokong.
Min likkista ar den forsta natten och dagen dérefter.

Min likkista ar den sardeles rymliga takboxen som jag sa billigt fick i Sverige.
Min likkista ar en bat, utan segel, utan aror, med 6ppen himmel 6ver mig.

Min likkista ar vinden, och palitliga man som bér upp mig pa klippan.

NOTAT 24

Langt om linge kom de till ett stille. De sag sig omkring.
"Det hir ser att vara gdngbart,” siger mannen.

”Visst,” sager hustrun.

“Har slar vi oss ner;” sdger mannen.

”Visst,” sager hustrun.
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