GUNNAR EKELOF

“I KONVENTIONERNAS SKOGAR”

I konventionernas skogar,

dir gdr ndgra man i grova blusar

- det klingar av yxhugg i morgonluft!
Dir 4r vart 6ga vaket

nir jittarna vacklar och stortar.

Dir dr vart andetag djupt:

Det doftar sd friskt av de fillda triden!
Dir ir det alltid gryning!

Herdedrottning, ga

till arbetsminnen med brinnvin i korgen!
Skank deras styrka ro

i vintan pd badet i dodens alv!

Ty gryning och skymning ir ett,

det finns inte natt eller dag,

och alla trollskogens trad ir ett enda,
stindigt detsamma.

GUNNAR EKELOF

“IN THE FORESTS OF CONVENTION"

In the forests of convention,

Some men walk there with rough shirts
— a sound of ax-blows in morning air!
Each eye is open there

when the giants waver and crash.

Each breath is deep there:

A wonderful smell from the fallen trees!
There it is always dawn!

Shepherd queen, go

to the working men and carry potato whisky
in a basket!

Give their strength peace

as they wait for the dip in the rapids of death!

For twilight and dawn are one,

neither night nor day exists,

and all the trees of the magic wood are
one tree still,

always the same.



FORSTAD

I den oindliga forstaden
dir stdr ett sjukt trad.
Det har knappt ndgra lov.

De rasslar svagt for vinden.

En asp i murbruksdammet
frin kongruenta hus!
Runt kring den leker barn

en lek om livets knapphet:

De koper sand for mjol.
De siljer sten for brod.

Det 4r nistan sommar.

SUBURB

In the endless suburb
there stands a sickly tree.
It has hardly any leaves

which weakly rustle in the wind.

An aspen tree in the plaster dust
that comes from neighboring houses!
Round about the children play

a game about the sparseness of life:

They buy sand instead of flour.

They sell stones instead of bread.

Summer is nearly here.



APOTEOS

ge mig gift att do eller drémmar att leva
askesen skall sluta snart i minens portar som solen
redan vilsignat
och fastin of6rmilda med verkligheten skall den

dodes drommar sluta beklaga sitt éde.

fader 4t din himmel dterlimnar jag mitt 6ga som
en bld droppe i havet

den svarta virlden bojer sig inte mer for palmer

och psalmsdng
men tusendriga vindar kammar tridens utslagna
* har
killorna slicker den osynlige vandrarens torst
fyra viderstreck stir tomma omkring béiren
och dnglarnas musslin férvandlas

genom ett trollslag

till intet

- -\.’.

APOTHESIS

give me poison for death or dreams for life
asceticism shall soon come to an end in the
gates of the moon which the sun
has already blessed
and although unbetrothed to reality the dreams
of the dead man shall stop mourning his fate

father I will to your heaven my eye as
a blue drop in the sea
the black world bends itself no more for palms
and psalms
but thousand year old winds comb the loose
hair
of the trees
wells slake the invisible wanderer’s thirst
four directions stand empty around the bier
and the muslin of the angels is changed
by a magic wand

to nothing



CHOROS

sd har det alltid varit sd skall det alltid vara
till dess den sista manskan drommer eld och allt
ar slut
tills vi gor uppror emot allt for att forinta oss
sjalva
bryter oss ut ur circeln och avviker frin
verkligheten
och andas in s& djupt att vi forlorar medvetandet
s djupt att hela vintergatan strdlar i lungorna
for att forsvinna i nordost

med lugnt ansikte

CHORUS

so it has been forever so it shall be forever
until the last man dreams of fire and the end
is come
till we make revolt against everything in order
to turn
to nothing
break out of the circle and turn away from
reality
and breathe in so deep that we faint and
fall down
so deep that the whole Winter Street blazes
in our lungs
so that we disappear in the northeast

with quiet faces.



From

ETYDER

Den som inte hoppas
skall inte fortvivla,

Den skall inte tvivla

som ingenting tror.

Men den som soker mal
och den som soker mening
ger draken dess etter

och riddaren hans svird.

Flingorna ligger sig mjukt
till ro i dédens driva.
Ligorna flitar sig muntert
i livets eld.

Som flingornas lek dirute
och ligornas pd hirden
har livets lek sin mening

i meningsloshet.

Ej 6de men kombinationer
virvlar och virldsvindsdrifter.
Ej kamp men kampens vixling.
Ej ordtt eller ritt.

Lit elden smilta drivan.

Lat drivan slicka elden:

Liv, var ar nu din mening?
Liv, var dar nu din udd!
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“HE WHO DOES NOT HOPE"

He who does not hope

Shall not despair.

He who does not doubt

Shall not believe.

But he who gropes for a goal
And he who gropes for meaning
Gives the dragon his venom
And the knight his sword.

Snowflakes lay themselves tenderly
To rest in the snowdrift of death.
Flames weave themselves gaily

In the fires of life.

As the snowflakes’ game out there
And the flames’ game in the fireplace
The game of life has its meaning

In life without meaning.

No destiny, but combinations,
Whirlings and world air currents.
No battle but pivots in battle,
No right or unright.

Let the fire melt the drift.

Let the drift extinguish the fire:
Life, where is now your meaning?
Lite, where is now your sting?

11



Tvé foraldralosa barn

var hjirtat och sjilen,

en bror och en syster,

och hon var i moders stille.
- S4 vagga mig av och an,
min syster och moder.
Sjung visan for mig,

den dndlosa visan.

From

TAG OCH SKRIV

Jungfruns dngslan och flyke #r svirdet och klorna.

Av hennes flykt och #ngslan hamras svardet och
vixer de skarpa klorna.

Hon dér i varje 6gonblick, dirfor lever hon.

Hon flyr i varje dgonblick, dirfér blir hon kvar.

Hon upptar kraft och motkraft, dirfér vacklar hon.

Hon vacklar, darfor 4r hon i jimnvike.

Kronan, manteln och de knippta handerna tillhor
kampen, inte henne,

men kampen tillh6r henne.

Det dr pa henne kampen lever:

Hon ir dess attrapp.
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Two orphan children

The heart and the soul were,

A brother and a sister,

And she took the mother’s place.
— So rock to and fro,

My sister and mother.

Sing me the song,

The eternal song.

“THE FEAR AND FLIGHT OF THE
VIRGIN”

The fear and flight of the virgin is the sword
and the claws.

By her fear and flight the sword is hammered
and the claws enlarged.

She dies in every instant; therefore
she is living.

She flees in every instant; therefore
she is left behind.

She takes up force and counter-force; therefore
she wavers.

She wavers; therefore she is in equilibrium.

Crown, mantle, and the clasped hands belong
to the battle, not to her,

But the battle belongs to her.
It is upon her the battle lives:
She is its lash.



O djupa stiltje, holjd i storm!

Du liknar en docka, kastad av barn,

viljelést fogande dig i det meningslosa!

For den som genomskddar kampen trader du fram.
For den som genomskddar dig forsvinner du,

ty han forsvinner i dig:

En port som &ppnas, en vig som slingrar sig bort.
P4 vigen en ensam gestalt som avligsnar sig.
Samma gestalt som vandrar sin vig och forsvinner,
ater och ater samma

som iter och ater forsvinner:

Synvilla och parthenogenesis.

O deep stillness, hidden by storm!
You resemble a doll, by a child thrown away,
Sleepily giving in to the meaningless life!
For him who sees through the battle you
step forward,
For him who sees through you you disappear,
For he disappears in you:
A door which opens, a road which
wriggles away.
On the road a lonely figure which withdraws.
The same figure which wanders his way
and disappears,
Again and again the same one
Who again and again disappears:
Delusion and parthenogenesis.

All poems are from Ekelof: Dikter (3 volumes,
Stockbolm, Bonnier, 1949); and translated by
the editors with Christina Bratt Duffy.
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