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" SANG j SONG
| Viick mig till somns i dig, Wake me to sleep in thee,
| vick mina virldar till dig, ' Wake my worlds to thee,
: an . us o . - - g
} tind mina doda stjdrnor Light my dead stars
E nirmare dig. Nearer thee.
' Drom mig bort ur min viarld Dream me away from my world
hem till lagornas hem, _ Home to the home of flames,
fod mig, lev mig, déda mig Bear me, live me, kill me
nirmare dig. : Nearer thee.
Nirmare mig till dig, Nearer me to thee,
narmare fodelsens hird, Nearer the natal hearth,
; tag mig varmare, tag mig. Take me more warmly, take me
narmare dig. Nearer thee.
TPTH ' T v Erik Wahlgren and
(Ur Dedikation, 1 Translated by Eri
di i Martin §. Allwood
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7 ONE AFTER ONE

: One after one
[ see them expire, the lights.

ETT EFTER ETT
tt efter ett
ser jag dem slockna, ljusen.

O light, hope of my life!

O light, memories of light!
No wonder I linger behind
Or hold on to something.
Maybe my universe is darker

O ljus, min levnads hopp!

O ljus, minnen av ljus!

Vad under om jag dréjer mig kvar
celler klamrar mig fast!

ol .- . v
I‘;l.mslxe’ ar min virldsrymd morkare 0 §ail oF tha ditknes grenter
eller min ridsla for morkr . r my dread o » darkness i
: 5 é ret storre ’
f an andra minniskobarns. . . [han dread that others have known.

Alltid ir det sa langt till nista ljus Lt fpatweye 5o it fo ”’“’f text lighe
[ — det fladdrar i rymden lingt bort: —1It flickers in the sky far away:
Jag ser det knappt,

: I hardly see it.
&y Kanske det slocknat innan jac | o Perhaps it will expire before T get there. ..
I8 I ITAm 4 No wonder then 1 linger behind

Vad under da om jag dréjer mig kvar ' ‘
vl ! And hold on to something.

O light, memories of light!

Memories of those I have loved,
mfrmcn av ogon, cn kort tid trofasta, T\*Iemnri’es of eyes, a short time faithful,
minnen av hem jag trott mig aga . Memories of homes I thought T owned
cller av hem som higrat! '
Ja, jag lingtar hem,

O ljus, minnen av ljus!
Minnen av dem jag iilskat,

Or homes of my hope!
Yes, I long for home,

hemlés lingtar jag hem e et oge i
e t.”l Lo e AP : Home to where love is, the one, the good,
hem till mitt verkliga hem!

Det hemmet ir ljust —

Home to my real home!
That home is bright,
In my mind I open the door,
' See everything awaiting me there.
Continued on page 71

I tankarna éppnar jag dérren
ser allting std dir och viinta.

Fortsdttning d sidan 70 |
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Ett efter ett

ser jag dem slockna, ljusen,
ett efter ett, genom livet
mot daden, det sista,

Och idnda idr det hir jag vill leva,
hir jag ville bli bofast,

hir pa jorden, med minniskor.,
Vad under om jag dréjer mig kvar
och klamrar mig fast!

(Ur Kip den blindes sing, 1938)
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One after one

I see them expire, the lights,
One after one, through life
Toward death, the last.

And yet it is here 1 would live,
Here 1 wanted to settle,

Here on the earth, with men.
No wonder if I linger behind
And hold on to something.

Translated by Lars Forssell
and Carl Anderson
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