FEM PAPPERSLOSA KVINNORS HISTORIER

CINCO HISTORIAS DE MUJERES
INDOCUMENTADAS

Amalia Alvarez




Under min tid i Sverige, mitt nya land, ldrde
jag kdnna de hdr fem kvinnorna som
anfortrodde sina historier till mig, och som jag
nu anfortror dt er.

En mi paso por las calles de Suecia, mi nuevo
paits, conoct a estas cinco mujeres, que
confiaron sus historias a mi, y que ahora yo
confio a ustedes.

During my time in Sweden, my new country, I got to know
these five women who confided in me their stories. Stories I
now entrust to you.



- ________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

No, but I know there’s a room in
Does anyone know of a job? Alby, close to the subway.

Give me the
address, I rent part
of a closet now,
and I sleep very

I know of a
couch in a room w
only Asian girls, with
access to shower!
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FEM HISTORIER - CINCO HISTORIAS

Luz Maria
Asylsokande — Solicitante de asilo
Arbetare utan papper — Trabajadora indocumentada
Hustruimport — Esposa de importacion

Mitt hemliga liv — Mi vida secreta




Luz Maria




Gracias por
venir!

Thank you for coming!




tanto tiempo! §Te acuerdas cuando nos vimos
por ultima vez? Serd hace un par de aios

éno?

iYo estaba embarazada pues! iTajaja! No sabia
si seria nifio o nifa y Tu me dijistes gue iba a
ser ninita,

Estaba fan feliz: recuerdas?

It’s been so long! Do you remember? It was a few years
ago, wasn’t it? I was pregnant then! Hahaha. I didn’t know if
it was going to be a boy or a girl and you said it was going to

be a girl. I was so happy! Do you remember?



Nada me parecia ilegal,

Nothing seemed illegal.

Mis clientes igual me .
My customers supported me, most of

apoyaron, P maugovia al them in any case.

menos! The majority of my customers accepted

‘ that I brought her with me when I was
La mayoria acep“’aban working, only a few fired me without

gue trabajara con ella paying the last salaries.
y otros me echaron sin
pagarme,



Yo nunca hice
problemas,
siempre frabajé.
Tu sabes, si una
no trabaja un
dia, es un dia
sin comida, sin
techo 4 en
deuda,

Es gue los
SUECOS SON Muy
buenas personas
ssabe? Me
regalaban ropita
para mi bebe y

I never started any trouble, I always worked. You know, if you me deJ aban
don’t work for one day, it’s a day with no food, no roof over your -\— vaba J ar con
head! One day more of debt!
R

The Swedes are very good people, aren’t they? They gave me
clothes for my girl and they let me bring her to work.






My daughter and me never
left each other. We were
undocumented, she and 1.

We lived in hiding, even though

she never committed any crime!
=
-

My daughter was born during a hot
summer and grew up in a long winter.

iMi hijita y yo no nos separamos nunca! Ella y yo
éramos indocumentadas, aungue ella nunca ha
cometido delito alguno.

Mi hija nacié en un caluroso verano y crecié en un
largo invierno.,



Indocumentada
y Todo yo era
tan feliz con mi
hija,

iLos hijos le
dan fuerza a
uno!

Y ella no se
enfermé nunca
iera sanita!

Undocumented, and I was
so happy with my daughter.

Children give you strength!

She never fell ill, she was so
healthy!




La vida nos cambid
drasticamente cuando
Kalle me recomendé gue
mi hija fuera reconocida
para tener sus derechos
en Suecia,

Kalle, gque reconocid
a mi hija, tiene peor
situacion econdmica
GUe 4O, aungue €s un
hombre bueno y
generoso.

Life changed drastically when Kalle gave me the advice that a Swedish man should claim my daughter
as his so that she would have rights in Sweden.
Kalle, who took her as his, has worse economy than I do, even if he is a generous and good man.




Crei que era lo
mejor para Felicia
recibir los derechos
gue merecia, y
crecer en una
sociedad justa, El y
yo enconframos gue
Felicia era un buen
nombre para que la
Felicidad le
acompaiara siempre,

I thought it would be best for Felicia if she could have the
rights that she deserved and that she would get to grow up in
a just society.

Both he and I thought Felicia was a good name, since it means
“happy”, then maybe happiness would accompany her in life.




pero cuando
ella recibid su
nacionalidad
una barrera
invisible se
dibujé entre
ella 4 yo.

Ella 4 su padre
reian libres,

ellos eran
legales y yo
era ilegal,

But when she got her Swedish
citizenship, it became an
invisible barrier between her
and me.

She and her father could laugh
freely.

They were legal and I was
illegal.




Entonces empecé con mis
primeros temores de
perder a mi hija.

That’s when my first fears of losing my
daughter started.

Fears that the police would separate us.

That they would deport me and leave her
here in Sweden.

el temor que la policia me

separaran de mi hija, me

expulsaran y la dejaran a ella
agui,




Every day, when I left home to work, in
the subway, everywhere, there was this
creeping sense of anxiety and panic.

Todos los dias salia de
casa a trabajar y cada
vez que tomaba el metro
un senfimiento de
angustia y panico me
embargaba,

Ella también presentia mi

miedo 4 no se separaba de
mi

She could also feel my fear
and she wouldn’t leave my
side for a moment.




Despite all this, I tried to give

her a normal life, full of love,

and her father talked to her on

the phone and sometimes he
came to visit.

A pesar de todo frate de

darle una vida normal, llena

de amor, y su padre hablaba
por teléfono con ella y
algunas veces la visitd,




Asi escondidas
vivimos mucho
tiempo,
Cansada del
terror constante

de la ilegalidad.

Informe a Kalle
gue regresaba a
Bolivia para
solicitfar desde
alla el derecho
gue Felicia tenia
de vivir con su
madre.

We lived like that, in hiding, for a
long time.

Tired of the constant fear that came
from being here illegally, I informed
Kalle that I would go back to Bolivia

to apply from there for Felicia’s
rights to stay with her mother.




Dentro de mi pobreza en Bolivia, Felicia
recibio amor y las llamadas de su padre
se fueron distanciando, Y al poco
fiempo, los médicos bolivianos descubren
en Felicia, indicios de una enfermedad
gue podria ser crdnica!

b B B B | LR 4
Even in my poverty in Bolivia, Felicia
recieved lots of love and the calls from

pthér beshmg pcreasifgly rar

v e e

After some time in Bolivia, the doctors
iscovered that Felicia had signs of a
isease that could become chronic.
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ia ciudadania boliviana

no le garantizaba salud

a Felicia,

A pesar de los

esfuerzos de ur

Felicia’s Bolivian citizenship didn’t

ano ; EO ) méa’ icos en guarantee her the right to healthcare.
i 1% als no vo C!!?» n Even after a year’s efforts, the doctors in my
darle el homeland couldn’t give Felicia the care she
needed.

tratamienio gue

merecia a Felicia,



Asi es que decidi por su
bien enviarla de vuelta a
Suecia, alla mi hermana y su
padre la recibirian, Mi
madre hipotecd su casa y
compramos un billete con
destino a Estocolmo.

So I decided that it would be best for
her to send her back to Sweden, where
my sister and Felicia’s father would
take care of her.

My mother had to mortgage the house
so that we could buy the ticket to
Stockholm.




Durante un mes estuve preparando a mi hija

para separarla de mi, Créame que no fue
facil,
Y cuando llegé el dia, ella me preguntd
nuevamente por qué yo no venia,

During a month, I tried to prepare my daughter for the separation from me. Believe me, it
wasn’t easy.

And the day she was supposed to
leave, she asked me again why I wasn’t
coming with her.




I gave her the same answer again:

‘el presidente en Suecia
tiene que decidir si yo
puedo estar contigo, y me
dijo gue estaba muy
ocupado ahora pero que le
enviara muchos papeles
contandole que tu gquieres
estar conmigo®,

The president of Sweden has to decide if I can come with you.
He said that he is very busy now, but I will send lots of papers to
him where I tell hem how much you want to be with me.



Ring och
friga igen

llamalo y
preguntale
de nuevor

Call himand 1
ask again.

ok.., presidente? Si, la Felicia quiere vivir conmigo en

Suecia y estar sanita, Ah, si, claro yo voy a mandarle
los papelitos a su secretario de inmigracion., Mire,

usted cuide a la Feli porgque yo la quiero mucho a ella

OK... Mr President? Yes,
Felicia wants to live with me
in Sweden and be healthy.
Yes, I will send the papers to your secretary of immigration. You have to
take care of Feli because I love her very much! ...



TR 5w

She is a very good and cute little girl, who brushes her teeth all by
herself and she eats all of her food and she doesn’t lie.

La Feli es una nifia muy buena y linda y se
cepilla los dientecitos solita 4y se come toda
la comidita 4 no miente,



Dice el presidente que
tratard de darme
permiso luego, que tiene
mucho trabajo y que tu
tienes que ser una nina
obediente con mi
hermana ési? iLlamale
maiana al presidente

EEN

The President says that he will try to give me the
permit soon, he has a lot of work, and that you must
be a good girl and obey my sister, ok?

ven luego!

Come soon!






Mi hija se portd fan bien
en el vuelo, En mi contacto
con el piloto ¢l me dijo
gue la nina era muy
tranguila 4 que le mostrd
una foto mia que llevaba My daughter behaved so well on the flight.

In my contact with the pilot, he said that
she had been calm and that she had shown
him a photo of me that she kept around her

neck.

colgada en su cuello



My daughter was two years
and six months old when we
were separated. I can’t tell you
about the pain of losing her,
because there aren’t any words
to describe it.

Since that day, Kalle and I
have sent all the papers they
have asked for from Sweden.

Mi hija tenia
dos aiiitos y
sels meses
cuando me
separé de
ella. No voy
a confarle el
dolor porgue
no hay
palabras,

Desde ese dia
kalle y yo
hemos enviado
los papeles
gue desde
Suecia me han
solicitado.,




He enviado un poder
para gque mi hermana
se haga cargo de ella
mientras yo framito
el permiso para mi,
La oficina de
migracion sin
imaginarse el dolor
gue causa me envia
esta decisidn:

I’ve given my sister power
of attourney to represent my
daughter while I try to get my
permit. The Migration Board
sent, without imagining the
pain it caused, the following
decision:




“Da du sjalv valt att lata din dotter aterforenas
med sin pappa, anser Migrationsverket att det
inte foreligger ett sarskilt beroendeférhéllande
mellan dig och din dotter s som avses i Kap 5.3
a § 2, forsta stycket i utlinningslagen.”

“ya que tu voluntariamente has
permitido que tu hija se retina con su
padre, la Junta de Inmigracién cree que
ya no existe dependencia entre usted y
su hija a que se refieren en el Capitulo 5.
3 a § 2, parrafo primero, de la Ley de
Extranjeria.

] ] feew 5 SEE i w9 -
Since you have chosen to let your daughter be united with her father, the view of the Migration
Board is that no special relationship of dependence exists between you and your daughter as
referred to in Chapter 5.3 a § 2, first paragrah of the Aliens Act.




Ellos negardn reunirme
con mi hija,

El padre ha dicho gue

¢l quiere gque Felicia

esté con su madre y

gue él no puede darle

lo que yo, pero ellos
dicen que la niia esta
bien cuidada con su
tia, Hace un afio que
no veo a mi hijita, Mi
hermana me cuenta gue
la nifia esta rebelde
gue no come y gue
miente
constantemente, Ayer
la llamé y al menos no
me mintié cuando nos
despedimos.

They denied me the reunion with my daughter.
The father has said that Felicia should be with her mother and that he can’t give her
the things that I can.
It’s been a year since [ saw my daughter. My sister has told me that the girl is
disobedient, that she doesn’t eat and that she lies all the time. Yesterday I called her
and at least then she didn’t lie when we were saying goodbye.




—Dice mi hermana
gue no guieres
comer y gue

mientes que ya
no eres una niia
obediente
—iTu tampoco
eres buena:
iDijiste que ibas
a venir luego y
no vienes!
—£l presidente
no guiere darme

permiso,

—iPor q,ué no? — My sister says that you don’t want to eat and that you lie,
that you’re no longer an obedient girl.

—iPorgue ¢l no
se lava los
dientes, no es

— You’re not good either! You said that you would come
soon, and you’re not coming!

— The president doesn’t want to give me the permit.

obediente y dice
muchas mentiras!

— Why not?

— Because he doesn’t brush his teeth, he is
disobedient and he lies a lot!




Felicia esta grande es
muy abilosar iY habla muy
clarito!

Aungue no guiere ir al
dagis entra en panico
cuando mi hermana la
tiene que dejar. No

tiene amiguitos esta

muy rebelde, Mire, agui
tengo fotos de mi

Felicia..

Felicia is big now and very good! And
she talks so clearly. Even if she doesn’t
want to go to kindergarten.

She gets a panic attack when my sister
is leaving her. She has no friends and
she’s very rebellious.

Look, here are some photos of my
Felicia ...




Esta es mi hermana, ella
fiene permiso de
frabajo, no fiene

residencia permanente,

su contrato no fue

renovado, y ella misma

tiene una situacion
insequra en Suecia,
Tengo miedo, mucho
miedo que a mi hijifa la
pongan en una familia
adoptiva, mas ahora
con los escandalos gue
se han escrito sobre
nifas que han sido
abusadas sexualmente
por hombres gue viven
en esas casas,

This is

my sister,

she has a work
permit, not permanent
residence. Her contract
isn’t renewed, so she
also has a precarious
situation in Sweden.
I'm very afraid

that they will put

my daughter in

an adoptive

family, even

more now

after

hearing

about

those

girls are
being
sexually
abused by
the men in
those families.




Ella guiere estar
conmigo y 4o
con ella, ella

‘he ne deyeoho a She wants to live with me and I want
to live with her, she has the right to get
\a Sa\Ud en medical treatment in Sweden, and to

see her father.

Suecia, y4 a
encontrar a su
padre.

iYo no puedo
Vivir asi!
Separada de mi
hija, como no
va a tener
derecho a ser
escuchada a

I can’t live like this! Separated from

ViVir con su my girl, how can she not have the right
d to be heard when she says that she
maare, wants to live with her mother?



During 2012, an international campaign in
solidarity with Luz Maria and her daughter
Felicia managed to collect enough money to get
her a ticket to fly to Copenhagen. Two Danish
police officers checked her and without knowing
any Spanish they could understand Luz Maria’s
desperation when she showed them a photo of her
daughter and the small amount of money she had.
“I have money, I want to see my daughter!”

Under 2012 lyckades en internationell kampanj i
solidaritet med Luz Maria och hennes dotter Felicia
att samla in tillrackligt med pengar fér att kopa
en biljett fér Luz Maria till Képenhamn, Tva
danska poliser kontrollerade henne och utan att
kunna spanska kunde de forstd Luz Marias
foértvivian medan hon visade en bild pa sin dotter
och de fa pengar hon hade pa sig., *Tag har
pengar, jag vill traffa min dotter:*

Durante el 2012, una campaiia internacional de
solidaridad con Luz Maria 4 su hija Felicia consigquid
el dinero suficiente para comprar un billete hasta
Copenhague. Dos policias daneses la controlaron y
sin saber espafiol entendieron la desesperacidn de
Luz Maria mientras esta le mostraba una foto de su
hija 4 el poco dinero gue llevaba en su cartera, *iYo
tengo dinero, yo quiero mi hijar*



Pi julafton 2012 vantade Felicia pa
sina julklappar,
Hemma hos sin moster

On Christmas Eve of 2012, Felicia was at her aunt’s, waiting for her presents.

Estocolmo, Suecia,
en la *casa* de la
ta. @B @ @@ @ @@ @@
El 24 de diciembre
del 2012 Felicia
esperaba los regalos,

~ €l viejo pascuero
no existe dice papa
Kalle,
~No, fal vez no,
pero la solidaridad
existe,
- Quien es ese?

— Daddy Kalle said that Santa doesn’t exist.
— Maybe not, but solidarity exists.

— Who is that?

—It’s a big group of people who have a gift for you ...

Look outside, Felicia

— Es un grupo de
personas secrefas gue
tienen un regalo para

ti.. mira alla fuera

Felicia, .




-
-
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Luz Maria bor illegalt i Sverige och hennes fall ligger
i handerna pa solidariska jurister fran skane,

Luz Marias mamma har fortfarande inteckningar pa
huset och kampar foér att hon inte ska vrakas,

Luz Maria vive ilegal en Suecia y su caso esta en
manos de juristas solidarios en la region de Skane,

La madre de Luz Maria, todavia fiene su casa
hipotecada y lucha para que no la rematen.

Luz Maria is living illegally in Sweden and her case is in the hands of solidarity lawyers from
Skéne. Luz Maria’s mother still has the mortgages on her house and is struggling not to get
evicted.



Annons:
Motorola mobiltelefon, gammal

modell, men fungerande, saljs
tér 100:= eller 5 kilo ris,

Ad:
Motorola cell phone, old model but
working, sold for 100:- or 5 kilos of rice.
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vende en 100:= o se cambia por
cinco kilo de arrvoz. 3




Asylsokande

Solicitante de asilo

Asylum seeker



They fired me, did you know that?
For smoking and so on! This is the
last break we have together.




Protest it? Why?

Don’t be stupid, my friend, they
don’t even respect the rights of the
Swedes, even less mine since I’'m
applying for asylum.

Nonsense! All the unions are run
by political parties or by some
group of idiots with their own

agenda. Please!




I didn’t call you for your
propaganda lectures.

I want you to change my story!

Give me a good ending ... I can’t
think of one right now, but ...

Add some irony, something like




“the poor immigrant from Rosengard, the
neighbor, buddy, compatriot to the criminals
that you see in the headlines.”

Or something for the romantic revolutionaries,
“the wretched immigrant who came from the
war”. I’m sure that’ll make more than one
reader cry, and then forget all about it.

Unfair? Ha! Fairness is an individual
feeling.



For the moment I think it’s unfair
that they won’t let me smoke on my
breaks from work, in any public
places or non-public places ...



They say it’s for

my health! Hahaha! Isn’t it funny? That’s

governmental humour, you can’t
say the Swedes aren’t funny, eh?

Of course it’s an experiment, and everyone will obey like soldiers,
and some will volunteer to see that people obey the stupid rule, for
free, hahahahaha. If you ask me, they can go to Hell!




I have nothing to lose anymore.
It’s very possible that they won’t
grant me asylum.

I’d rather die from cancer than
be tortured again.




I want you to change my story. Don’t
draw me running or tortured.

Do something so that I’d never started
this never-ending fucking race.

I want my father to go on reading
verses from the Holy Book that
afternoon, and my mother to go on
baking bread.




I can still smell the wood oven, hear
the last holy verse that my father
recited ...

My father was a good man, and
up until the last minute he tried to
 protect my mother who had already
fallen wounded to the ground.




."i
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e I saw my father beg the murderer for
‘ 4 ). my mother’s life, and I was completely

- paralyzed when their bodies shook as
they were hit by bullets.




My body didn’t react, there behind the door, I
couldn’t scream, couldn’t shed a tear. I couldn’t
move my hand to take the machete lying just
beside me.




Unfortunately, the
murderer was in a
rush and didn’t see
me. Later, I regretted
not having died

there with them.




After the murder, my race started. I ran and ran, [
don’t know for how long:Behind me I saw others;
also running, children, babies, men and women:




We ran for our lives or to catch up
with death.

While we ran, I saw people jump
onto trucks driving to freedom. I
jumped on board on the fly.




When the time came to pay for the ride, I
was raped by many men. They used me in
horrible ways to charge me for the transport
to the European border.

These monsters, hungering for pure meat,
are the closest thing to Hell you can
imagine. They lack all humanity.
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They smell like metal and their
voices grind against your ears.

Some of them liked for me to eat
their feces, others wanted to eat
mine, and they beat me every time
they violated my body.




In my private parts and on my
nipples I have scars that will never

mwwm%mmmmmwm%%:%ia{%
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as a reminder of what it

cost me to come here.

go away,



Do you know what’s happening at
the European borders? No? What
have you been doing in your life

that you never found out?

_ - ‘ ‘ At night, drivers and traffickers get
. L L ’ together to trade us for sex, money,
’ . . : guns and drugs. The four forces
g 1 o 0 o psonide that run the world.



Babies are easy merchandise to sell.
Pedophiles and frustrated parents are the
clients. The beautiful children are sold to the
mafia that deals with the children before they
are sexually exploited. The smartest ones are

the most sought-after.




: Oréamiﬁ%evéde '
ngar och klienter

Organized criminals and clients

with money come from all over

Europe, eagerly waiting for ne
products ...

... while teenage boys are throtn
but to a fate in organ trading ..




Teenage gitls go to
prostitution. The rest make
“do as best they can until
they reach the exile, with
 their lives as collateral.

. On the long road to freedom, the
food is scarce and
have water, th

During my race I got to know the burning smell of the
last excrements left by the dead, I know how the last
breath rattles, and I can draw with precision the lines in
a face wracked with pain.



Together with my compatriots we ran until we came here, lost, frightened by the unknown
freedom, for we didn’t know if it existed anymore.

When we arrived they photographed us and examined our teeth, they interrogated us and before
we had time to draw our breaths we found ourselves sitting in a white box in front of a clock.




il

The clock rang for us t(l o to school. SFI was the name of the goal and you
had to keep running to reagh it.
1!




Many of my compatriots who started the race with
me aren’t with us anymore and the few who are left
sit with their hands clutching their phone or the
Holy Book during lessons.




They are the only means available to get in contact with their
wives, children, etc. The constant praying is the only thing
keeping them from falling apart completely and it’s the only
hope they have left.




Others, like me, we feel only anger ‘ The teacher in school is just yet
or horror, nothing else, it’s enough another idiot in the ranks of racists,
to keep running. psychopaths, human traffickers and

assholes that we have to endure.




She likes to sit on the table where we eat bread, she throws the Holy Book in the bin and confiscates
phones during lessons, treats us like we’re stupid and teaches us how to behave as adults.

Protest? No, that’s the first rule: don’t protest, or they’ll suspend you and if you’re not in school you get no
more money from the social services, and then you can’t eat or pay the debts for your trip to exile.



That debt is one you can’t forget to pay. They know how to get every last bit of it. If
you don’t pay, your body will disappear, here or at one of the European borders.

Others, who aren’t granted asylum, hide from the police and the mafia and maybe they can get by as
undocumented for a few years, but not forever. They have a death sentence.



I don’t know if they’ll grant
me asylum, I doubt it, but
before I disappear ...

... I want you to draw me with my
parents, that I could have said goodbye
to them, that I would have had the
strength to get revenge and that my

race could finally end.

hejda till dem




Det var sista gangen som jag traffade Sara, nagra av hennes

fove detta vanner siger att hon fick asyl, och med hopp om

att hon ser sin historia berattad tecknade jag henne som jag
lovat.

Esa fue la ultima vez que vi a Sara, algunos de sus ex
amigos dice gque recibié asilo, y con la esperanza que ella vea
su historia contada, la dibujé como le prometi,

This was the last time I met Sara, some of her former friends say that she was granted
asylum, and in the hopes that she will see her story being told, I'll draw her like I
promised.





















Horrible? You think so? I think it’s more
horrible that you don’t know about reality ...



Annons: Ett seridst foretag soker:
Ensamstaende kvinnor mellan 1€ och
30 ar sokes for stadning i privata

hem och pa restauranger. Kontakta
Don Hitler, arbetsgivare,
Lénen kan diskuteras,

Ad:
Legitimate company looking for:
Single mother between 18-30 wanted for cleaning in private
home and at restaurants. Contact Don Hitler, employer.
Salary can be discussed.

L ]
*eccee’

Aviso: Empresa seria, busca:
Se necesitan seforitas de 18 a
maximo 30 ahos, solferas, para aseo

en casas particulares y restaurantes,
contactar Don Hitler; el patrdn,
Sueldo conversable,




Arbetare utan papper

Trabajadora indocumentada

Undocumented worker



Why hello! How nice to see you again!



I’'m in a hurry, but I have so much to tell you.

I’ve decided to go to the union and tell them
everything.



He owes me for 3
months, 12 hour

a day, Monday to
Sunday. 50:—/h on
weekends and 30:—
on weekdays.

Sit down, bonita. Listen
carefully. This may be the
last time you see me.

My employer threatened to
kill me when I mentioned
the union.




Don’t look at me like that, dear, I know the pay is crap
... and take care not to look at me like a wretch! Don’t
try to compare your fucking situation to mine, we live in
completely different worlds.

It’s not going to be easy.



This fucker is in contact with the
restaurant mafia that runs the big
luxury restaurants in Stockholm,
his social circles include
politicians, his buddy is a well-
known hip hop artist and he’s
friends with people who know
people in power.

There was this girl who
threatened to go to the media,
she disappeared on the way to
her homeland.




Another girl committed suicide after contracting
I-don’t-know-what disease, at one of the parties
the employer organized.

Anyone would say that we are whores. Hah!

Such difference between reality and
what people think.

Here’s some information to supplement
the negotiations with the union.




Give this to that union
representative who was
threatened. He’ll know how to

make use of it.

And don’t give it to the police.
They’d deport me immediately.
The employer has lawyers.

As you can see, carifio, now it’s
my turn to fuck with him, I've
let him fuck me over for three

damn years!



At one of those parties, he didn’t wear a condom. I'told him I was
pregnant he punched me in my stomach. What an idiot. He has to kill me to
get rid of the evidence, he’s scared that I'1l talk.

No, I’'m not having an
abortion, you know, I'm

¥ Catholic. I don’t know what

to do, but for now I want
to defend myself and keep
working so

I can send

money back

home. In

any case |

don’t want

to end up

like Luz

Maria, far

from her

daughter, or

get killed.




Last month I paid him the last part of my debt for the trip here. It means I
don’t have to accept him touching me and I don’t have to go to his parties
with his sick friends. Disgusting parasites with power, money and no jobs.



I need money to pay my
neighbors for keeping quiet
about me living there illegally,
pay for the address where I get
my mail, pay for bus card, rent
for the room where I live, the

bed that costs extra ...

And shit, I need money to
send to my children!



The assholeflgnting me the room won’t wait.
He’ll come e drunk, demanding sex, or else
reet! The street in winter is cold
and lonely.




Before he pays us our salary, we have
to go to his private home, with only
very little clothes on and nice shoes.
He shows us our passports that he’s
confiscated, and after he’s abused us

he leaves an envelope with a little
money on the table next to the bed.



The controls when they’re looking for
undocumented workers are made in the small
and insignificant restaurants.

We’re working where millions
and millions of crowns are
circulated, luxury restaurants
and cabarets.



There, only the employers and mafia can touch us.

Don’t look at me with compassion! I don’t want your
pity, I want you to help me destroy them. That’s all I
want from you, then you can forget me.




Vi ir inte fran samma varld,

We’re not from the same world.



Du har tagit med rosor. Det ar infe
mors dag, inte heller alla hjartans dag.
For foérsta gangen har du gett mig
vrosor. Idag ar det min begravning.

Me has traido rosas, no es el dia de la
madre ni el de los enamorados, pero
primera vez que me has traido rosas,

hoy es el dia de mi funeral,

You’ve brought roses. It’s not mother’s day, nor is it
Valentine’s day. For the first time you’ve given me
roses. Today is my funeral.



Hustruimport

Esposa de importacion

Imported wife



Did you see Payam’s eyes when she
showed us the photo of her husband?



Yes, she was still in love.

I don’t understand how, as
much as he beat her and
threatened to Kkill her.

Everyone here has had the
same threats.

samma hot

University, with more sophisticated methods.




He’s checking my e-mails,

my phone calls, my calendar, he investigates my
friends and keeps track of every step I take.

He says that I wouldn’t manage for
one day in Sweden without him.




He’s creating
myths about
immigrants
and Swedes.
He makes
me small,
dependent.

When I tell him how bad I feel, he gets furio

and insults me, hits me ...

I have to
pay him
with sex

for his
kindness,
and he takes
pleasure in
seeing me
defenseless.




Then he cries and says
that he had to “hold me
tight” to stop me from
hurting myself.

7 Damn
asshole! My
boyfriend is no
academic, but he still did the same
things to me. What’s wrong with Swedish

guys?




I come from a family where the men

beat their sisters, their wives and their

daughters. The sons are privileged and

the women can’t complain or they’1l
get punished.

And what did you do to get through it?

I’ve had my religion for support. God
has given me the strength to go on
living.




Last time I saw my
husband, he ran after
me with a knife.

He had decided to
kill me.

The police and the others listened to me
because they think it’s only immigrants
who beat “their women”.




After leaving my husband, and reporting

him to the police, my father found out and

all my family were against me and they
threatened my life.

I can never again go back to my country
to see my family.




Oh, wow. In Sweden we don’t
have that culture!

You don’t? And what the Hell are
you doing here, then?

I mean that we’re not a country with
a male chauvinist religion, with a
culture that hates women.




Didn’t your boyfriend, who beat you and threatened to
kill you, have a religion? Was that fucker not Swedish
just like mine? All these bastards are coming from the
same macho culture, no matter what country they’re
from.



The Holy Book doesn’t say that men are
worth more than women, and it doesn’t say
that you should beat the one you love! On

the contrary, it says to protect them.

But still there are no laws that punish a man
for beating or murdering a woman.




Nonsense! I don’t need any more
protection than my own!

Nor do I need justice to act, because it doesn’t exist
for me. Since I left that asshole I'm illegal here.

Men are privileged in all political systems, even the Swedish one. In the end,
you have to take the matters into your own hands if you want justice!




landsmavs som kan hga\pa dnq,'

You have friends here, compatriots who can
help you.

Hahaha, those compatriots are so thankful for
“Sweden”, they’re afraid to criticize, they’d
rather renounce the ugly to stick to the nice

things.

Hahaha, de !andsmanwem '




Are you going to beat him up?
That’s not allowed in Sweden!

Aha! But a Swede is allowed to rape,
abuse, beat up and throw an immigrant
woman out on the street, isn’t he?



If you who are Swedish have been beaten, abused
and the justice system still hasn’t acted, because
they say it’s his word against yours, then do you

really think there will be any justice for me?



Because the only one there can
ever be any justice for is you ...

... since it can be used to
strengthen the antimuslim
propaganda that people like, buy
and maintain.
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How do you know that?

I always thought that justice was only
there for Swedes, and I’ve seen that
there are a lot of good people who are
helping me.




Of course, it’s because you’re a Muslim. Don’t be
stupid, they’re trying to make you a victim, to use
your case, can’t you see that?

Why do you have to be so negative? Isn’t it terrible
enough what our own men have done against us?

Varfo . mas’fe du




If you think Sweden is so bad, why
don’t you leave?

Or at least don’t lose hope that there
will be justice, even if it comes late.
Hope is the only thing you have in
this life.




Ha! Hope is for people who
believe in fairy tales!

I have only rage. It keeps me alive.

The one who abused me decided
when I was coming to Sweden, I’'m
not going to let him decide when I

am to leave.



I can’t go back to my country with no dignity. He who raped me a
million times ...

... who abused me, hit me, spat on me, used me as a waitress for him
and his children ...

Jag kan inte &

... and he betrayed me ...



I want to stand up to him
without fear, and make
sure that he doesn’t go

unpunished.

I want him to think twice in
the future if he wants to try to
abuse someone again.



That’s the task of justice!

Yes, if it isn’t human justice
it’ll be divine justice!




Same justice that worked so well
for Payam? She was in love!
Should we end up like her?

\ Do you want to end up in jail?




I knew it was fear you
were carrying!

I don’t want revenge, I just want to

see my children at some point. But

I doubt it will happen, as long as I
have protected identity.



It seems like you believe that
justice is a gift, a caramel that is
only given to some, or shown on

TV.

If you think that, then you’re
not completely fooled.




Rights are used for propaganda,
it’s an old strategy that’s been
used since the Roman Empire!

Yes, I know! I want to think
that justice in my country
works, that we are protected,
that everything will be ok.




Insha’Allah!
Me too!

And me...



Ana, muslimen, har hemlig identitet och bor i ett land i
Europa, Hennes liv ar lugnt, och hon lever fér sin veligion,
Rose, den pappersldsa frun,, stannade tvd ar illegalt i
Sverige och atervande sedan fill sitt hemland, Dar kampar
hon fér kvinnors rattigneter och ar en kand ledare, enligt
hennes facebook, Malena, den svenska tjejen, traffade jag
aldrig igen. Tag hoppas att hennes éde blev battre, batire
an den vackra Payams, som jag har sd fina minnen av,

Ana, la musulmana, tiene identidad secreta, y vive en un

pais de Europa. Su vida es tranguila, y vive dedicada a su
religion, Rose, la esposa indocumentada, se quedd dos afios
ilegal en Suécia, y regreso a su pais de origen, Alli, lucha
por los derechos de las mujeres 4 es una lider conocida,
segun su pagina de facebook, Malena, la chica sueca, no la
encontré nunca mas, espero que su suerte haya sido mejor,
mejor que de la hermosa Payam, de quien tengo hermosos

recuerdos.

Ana, the Muslim woman, has a secret identity and is living in a country in Europe. Her life is
calm and she lives for her religion. Rose, the undocumented wife, stayed illegally for two years
in Sweden and then returned to her homeland. There she struggles for women’s rights and is a
well-known leader, according to her Facebook. I never met Malena, the Swedish girl, again. I
hope her fate was better, better than the beautiful Payam, of whom I have such fond memories.




Riksorganitationen fér kvinnojouren och tjejjouren i
Sverige ROKS, ger i sin rapport om fru—import, tva
fovslag pa atgarder for att forbattra villkoren for
kvinnor som utsatts for fru—import., Dels maste det
bli lattare att beviljas fortsatt uppehilistillstand enligt
den s3 kallade tvaarsregeln i de fall dar relationen
avslutas pa grund av vald, Och dels maste alla
personer som beviljas uppehillstillstand 3 tydlig
information om vilka rattigheter och skyddsnat de
omfattas av i Sverige.

La organizacidn nacional de los refugios de las
mujeres en Suecia, ROKS, da, en su reporfe sobre la
importacion de esposas, dos propuestas de medidas
para mejorar las condiciones de las mujeres gue han
sido victimas de importaciéon de esposas., El primero
es que sea mas facil de recibir un permiso de estadia

si la relacién se termina por violencia, La sequnda
consiste en que Todas las personas que reciben un
permiso de estadia tengan informacién de sus
derechos y cuales redes de proteccion que hay en
Suecia,

Riksorganisationen for kvinnojourer och tjejjourer i Sverige (the National organization
for Women’s and girls’ shelters in Sweden), ROKS, in their report on wife importation,
gives two suggestions on what to do to improve the situation for women who are the
victims of wife importation. It must become easier to be granted a continued permit of
residence according to the so-called “two year rule”, in cases where a relationship is
ended because of domestic violence. And anyone who is granted a temporary permit
must be properly informed about what rights and safety nets they are entitled to in

Sweden.




Oh! Raise the volume!

“This is your land, this is my land ... ”
MIKAEL WIEHE — THIS IS MY LAND

>
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Este es fu pais, este es mi pais..
MIKAEL WIEHE *DET HAR AR MITT LAND®
* Este es mi pais* de MIKAEL WIEHE,




Flera manader innan Payam Ali A hittades
drunknad hade hon polisanmalt sin man for att
han hotat att mérda henne, Vid ett flertal
tillfallen hade han misshandlat och hotat henne
och hon hade flera ganger tvingats soka skydd
hos kvinnojouren,

Varios meses anfes de que Payam Ali A se
encontré ahogada, habia denunciado a su
esposo por haberla amenazado de muerte., En
varios ocasiones le habia golpeado 4
amenazado y ella habia tenido gue buscar
proteccion, en el refugio de las mujeres.

Several months before Payam Ali A was found after drowning, she had
reported her husband to the police for threatening to kill her. At many
occasions, he had assaulted her and threatened her and she had been
forced to seek the refuge of the Women’s shelter.



The last time I asked why he hit me so much,
he said: “Because you are mine.”



Mitt hemliga liv

Mi vida secreta

My secret life



m och prata med honom,

The last time I reported my
husband for assaulting me, the
police said I should go home
and talk to him.

My husband was good, most
of the time, but sometimes
something weird happened and
he turned into a monster.




When I got to know him, in my
country, he was so polite, so
understanding, so intelligent,
respected in his work, and we

all admired him.

He cheated on me with other
women ...

... and I let him think that he had
me fooled ...

The feeling of being clever,
of tricking me, made him feel
powerful. I didn’t care.



Many times, I've heard him
speak ill of the people who
clean, of immigrants, of people
in the countryside, of regular
simple people, of homosexuals.

My body trembled when I heard
him. I felt a mix of fear, respect
and admiration for him. I don’t

know, he reminded me of my
father.



He is also active in a big
organization where he has an
important post.




Through his position there,
he usually solves problems
for some persons who he has
chosen, who later become his
unconditional slaves.

Most of the time they’re young,
or people with a tendency
towards fanaticism or who have
a low self-esteem.



From them he gets an
undivided admiration, many
say he’s a born leader. And
he likes to feel important,
admired, powerful! But he
won’t tolerate any criticism,
then he turns violent.

I had to take his
frustrations. For ten
years he beat me.




When we came to
Sweden, his sister said
despotically that I let
him order me about,
and she made jokes
about immigrant women
and their submissive
attitudes.

She and her
family made me feel
inferior.



‘When he beat me, I screamed,
but the neighbor never asked
about it. I felt alone.




After a few hours, or days, he would regret it,
and ask for my forgiveness,

and sometimes he threatened to kill himself,
because he said that he was suffering when he
hurt me.



At first he said that I was
provoking him, that he didn’t
beat me, that it was only in
my imagination, that I threw
myself down the stairs.

Yes, and that we Latinos are dramatic
and Swedes are calm. It’s typical!



Yes, and that I should go see a
doctor.

I believed him and when I
told the psychiatrist about the
torture he put me through, she

told me to leave him and go
back to my country.




Hat 50 om det

Ha! As if it was that easy.

One of the many times I left him and came
back, the psychiatrist insulted me, she said that
I liked my miserable life and she didn’t want to

treat me anymore.

En a deménga
som jag lamnade honom




My classmates at the Swedish education,
SFI, asked me why I was always so quiet and
scared. I was ashamed. I didn’t want them to
look at me like I was stupid, or discover my

fear.




After many assaults and
personal experiences, 1
decided to tell my husband
that I wasn’t happy.

Two months before we
would have been together
for two years in Sweden,

I opposed being raped,

I told him my truth and

asked for a divorce.




He couldn’t accept the
truth, he threatened to take
my children from me, and

he knocked my teeth out
and he broke my arms and
nose.

He hit me so much that
I lost my consciousness.
When I woke up, he had
taken me to a psychiatric
hospital. “She has big
personality problems”, he
said to the doctor.




One day at the hospital was enough,
and I told them everything I had
kept hidden for many years. And

then I applied for asylum. It was the

first time I felt that I had strength.

The doctor said that I should go to

the Migration Board and the social
services. I never saw him again.




There were women there who were like me, who couldn’t go back to
their countries because they had a death sentence on them. One because
of honor killings, for me it was my sexuality.

Without him, my life began to flourish again. I found love, the joy of living, the strength of
seeing my children again, and I told my family who I actually was.



I applied for asylumbut 2
was denied. Still, my self-
confidence grew when I was

undocumented.

When they denied my asylum
application, the state didn’t
help me, but the regular people
did.



What should have been the
work of the psychiatrist was
done by the people in the
church. There was a woman
who spoke Spanish. She
taught me that when you
are in the cycle of violence
you feel guilt, fear, shame,
guilt. That we who have
been in that cycle often
return to the person who
hurt us and that people tend
to judge those who endure
rather than the ones who



The work that should have

been done by the police was

done by my feminist friends

who, when they heard about

my case, visited him at his
work with signs.




IF YOU EVER APPROACH OUR FRIEND AGAIN
WE WILL TELL ALL YOUR SUPPORTERS WHAT A
COCKROACH YOU ARE.

AND WE WILL VISIT YOU EVERY
DAY SO YOU WON’T FORGET HOW
MANY WE ARE THAT HATE YOU.

AND WE WILL CUT YOUR DICK OFF,
YOU FUCKER!







Tillingnad min van Carmen som idag
bor legalt i Sverige med sin stora
karlek Amanda, Tillsammans har de
ldkt sdren och man kan se deras
karlek i allt som de @or.

Dedicado a mi gran amiga Carmen,
gue vive ahora legal en Suecia con su
gran amor Amanda, juntas han sanado
sus heridas y el amor se puede ver
en todo lo que hacen.,

Dedicated to my friend Carmen who today lives legally in Sweden
with her great love, Amanda. Together, they have healed the
wounds and their love is visible in everything they do.



*Nir man befinner sig i situationen att vara illegal, lever man i marginalitet,
i skuggan. De som solidariserar sig med/hjilper de har personerna maste da
ocksd gdra si pa lagens skuggsida. Det ar inte latt att vila varje natt, utan

att tinka pd om din granne och dennes familj behdver din lilla hjalp just

nu. Det ar inte heller latt att vara solidarisk i den illegala miljo dar det
handlas med manniskor fér stora summor, for ditt huvud har ett pris, och
vem som helst skulle kunna salja det, billigt eller dyrt, beroende pa behov,
det spelar ingen roll. Ibland ar inte pengar inblandade, bara makt, som ar
an mer berusande. Som svensk kan jag lata bli att tanka pd det och tanka
att det inte ar mitt problem. Man kan ocksi olagliggdra det rattvisa. Man
kan gdra allt detta, men det man inte kan undvika ar att héra samvetets

voste,
Ruben Tastas, Fackligt aktiv

Not: Ruben Tastas anklagades i massmedia, av tre ex—medlemmar i hans
fackforening och en anonym person, fér att vara inblandad i skandalen med
térsalining av anstallningssavtal till pappersidsa. Efter den offentliga
anklagelsen, uteslét SAC:s administration 2013, den lokala samorganisationen
Vasterorts LS,

~ ~ "~

*Cuando se esta en la situacion de ilegal, se vive en |a~}nargina\i<;l;lc|, en las
sombras. Quienes solidarizan/ayudan a estas personas lo deben hacer al
margen de la ley. No es facil descansar cada noche, sin evitar pensar si tu
vecino o vecina y sus familias, necesitan justo ahora tu pequeia ayuda.
Tampoco es facil ser solidario, en el ambiente ilegal donde se fransan seres
humanos por mucho dinero, porgue tu cabeza tiene un precio, que cualguiera
podria vender, barato o caro, segun la necesidad, no importa, a veces no
hay dinero, sino poder, que es mas embriagador.

Como sueco, puedo evitar pensar, y hacer como gque no es mi problema, se
puede también criminalizar lo justo, se puede todo eso, pero lo que no se
puede evitar es oir la voz de tu conciencia*.

Ruben Tastas,

Dirigente sindical

Nota: Ruben Tastas, fue acusado en los medios de comunicacién, por fres
ex—miembros de su sindicato y una persona andnima por estar conectado con
el escandalo de la venta de contratos a indocumentados. Después de la
denuncia publica, La administracion de la SAC 2013, expulsé a su organizacion
sindical local Vasterorts Ls.,



Tack fill: Hundratals personer som kravde att jag
skulle teckna de har  historierna, Till er
pappersldsa saval som er med papper, det har ar
for er:

Tl projektet Tusen serier, till de som
finansierade, tack fér att ni tror,

Tl Mattias Eftorp for hans outtréttliga
talamod, for hans finkanslighet, och for att han
vantat pa mig., Tack: Till Amanda fér att hon ar
galen som jag, till min kompis *Coco* for att han
hanférdes och identifierade sig med historien,
och till  Martin  Larsson, min polare, for
dversattning, fér den harda kritiken, fér hans
stora talamod och hans solidaritet medan jag
skrev, fack kamrat:

Jag ar inte en artist utan en arbetare som
tecknar,

Agradecimientos: A cientos de personas que me
exigieron dibujar estas historias., A ellas, y
ellos, indocumentados 4 documentados, agui esta
para ustedes:

Al Proyecto Tusen serier, a quienes lo
financiaron, gracias por creer,

A Mattias Elftorp, por su infinita paciencia, por
su sensibilidad, 4 por esperarme, graciast A
Amanda por estar loca como yo, a mi amigo ‘el
Coco’, porgque se maravilld, e identificé, 4 a
Martin Larsson, mi compadre, por fraducir, por
las duras criticas, por la paciencia infinita 4 por
la solidaridad mientras escribia, gracias cumpa:

He agui, no una artista, sino una trabajadora,
que dibuja,



Amalia Alvar €ZX ir en sjalvlard tecknare som har

tecknat i Arbetaren, Liberacion, Mana och i tidskriften

Clandestin@ for papperslosa arbetare.
www.amaliasserier.blogspot.se

Amalia Alvarez, es dibujante autodidacta, que ha
dibujado, en los semanarios, arbetaren (el trabajador),
Liberacion, la revista Mana, y el magazine “Clandestin@”
para trabajadores indocumentados.
www.amaliasserier.blogspot.se

Amalia Alvar €Z is a self-taught artists and has

drawn for Arbetaren, Liberacion, Mana and Clandestin @,

a magazine for undocumented workers.
www.amaliasserier.blogspot.se

The target audience of TUSEN SERIER is the same as the targets
when the police make “random” ID checks on the streets. Those of us who
don’t look “Swedish” enough, who don’t act “Swedish” enough, who don’t
have “Swedish” enough names. The Swedish comics culture has been
dominated for too long by comics aimed mainly at “Swedish” readers and
creators. TUSEN SERIER (A Thousand Comics) is here to make a difference
and to open up the Swedish comics scene.

We do workshops, exhibitions and graphic novels.
This book was printed with Support for planned publications from the Swedish
Arts Council.

The project is run by the Swedish Comics Association in cooperation with
Apart Forlag & others, with support from: Arvsfonden Kultur Skéne
ABF Malmo | Kulturrddet | Stiftelsen Lingmanska Kulturfonden



Tusen Serier vinder sig till samma grupp som drabbas av
REVA (polisens inre passkontroller): De av oss som bor/bott i
Sverige men som inte ser tillréickligt “svenska” ut, eller inte beter sig
tillrdckligt “svenskt” eller inte har tillrickligt “svenska” efternamn.
Vivill 6ppna upp den svenska seriekulturen och bryta det monster som
ldinge gjort att serier som gjorts och getts ut i Sverige med fd undantag
bara forsoker tilltala “svenskar”. Tusen Serier visar att det finns tusen
sditt att berdtta en historia, tusen hdll att komma ifrdan.

Vi gor workshops, utstéllningar och seriebocker.
Denna bok éar tryckt med stod till planerad utgivning fran Kulturradet.

Projektet drivs av Seriefrimjandet i samarbete med bla Apart Forlag,
med stod av: Arvsfonden | Kultur Skane | ABF Malmo
Kulturradet | Stiftelsen Langmanska Kulturfonden

El proyecto TUSEN SERIER (Mil Historietas) se dirige
al mismo grupo afectado por REVA (control policial de identidad
nacional en Suecia) Aquellos/nosotros, que vivimos/ hemos vivido en
Suecia, que no nos vemos “suficientemente sueco”, o que no llevamos
apellido sueco, queremos abrir la cultura del comic sueco y romper el
patron/modelo, que por mucho tiempo ha hecho que los comics que se
han publicado en Suecia, con pocas excepciones, se dirigen solamente
a “suecos”. Tusen Serier, muestra que hay miles de formas de contar
una historia, mil perspectivas.

Nosotros, hacemos talleres, exposiciones, y libros de comic.
Este es un libro impreso con el apoyo para la Kulturradet.

El proyecto se ejecuta por: Seriefrimjandet, en colaboracién con, entre
otros, Apart Forlag, con apoyo de: Arvsfonden | Kultur Skéne
ABF Malmo | Kulturrddet | Stiftelsen Langmanska Kulturfonden
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