Erlina Frode

On a bike in the sun and rain
Erling

Through narrow small towns
All the way to Italy

Dressed in sweat and dust
Ahead and let no one pass
(A light body built for speed)

A policeman who easily ran into thugs
Caught them on a narrow dirt road
Haughty and kind

But in his eyes there was seriousness
There was security in his step

He looks out over his beloved hometown
In silence

In laughter

Sees details others don't see
Photographs the entire Bymarka

Every tree

Every path

Every hidden detail

Countless walks with his king poodles
Clapping in the heather

And him in the middle of it

Erling

You live so strong

That memories still wander by our side here

Old albums on a kitchen table
Worn shoes by a front door
Kings on four legs wait

For a voice that is always so dear

Erling sports fan

Cyclist in Italy

Caught thieves

He took all the pictures
Of souvenirs in Bymarka

Erling Erling

What a guy

Erling Erling
Poodle by his side
Erling Erling Erling
He ran so fast
Erling Erling
Memories that last

Pa sykkel i sol og regn

Erling

Gjennom trange smabyer
Helt til ltalia

Kledd i svette og stov

Foran og lot ingen passere
(En lett kropp bygget for fart)

En politimann som lett lop inn i kjeltringer
Tok dem pa en smal grusvei

Hoflig og snill

Men i oynene hans var det alvor

Det var trygghet i hans skritt

Han ser ut over sin elskede hjemby
| stillhet

| latter

Ser detaljer andre ikke ser
Fotograferer hele Bymarka

Hvert tre

Hver sti

Hver skjult detalj

Utallige turer med kongepudelen sin
Vandrer i lyng

Og han stér i det

Erling

Du lever sé sterkt

At minnene fortsatt vandrer ved var side her

Gamle album pa et kjgkkenbord
Slitte sko ved en inngangsder
Kongen pa fire bein venter

Pa en stemme som alltid er sa kjeer

Erling sports fan

Syklist i ltalia

fanget tyver

Han knipset alle bildene
Av suvenirer i Bymarka

Erling Erling

For en fyr

Erling Erling

Pudler ved hans side
Erling Erling Erling
Han lgper sé fort
Erling Erling

Minner som varer



