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universities of Uppsala and London. He lives in seclusion in
the old town of Sigtuna and is one of the eighteen members of
. the Swedish Academy, which annually awards the Nobel Prize

. GUNNAR EKELOF, born 1907 in Stockholm, studied at the

in Literature. One of the most daring and intelligent Swedish
poets and essayists, he was profoundly influential, especially
on lyrical poetry of the Forties and Fifties. Ekelof believes that the poet must
fully acknowledge to himself the loneliness and absurdity of earthly life. This
alone enables him to see through sham, masks and lies. It is its very absurdity,
he believes, which gives life meaning—credo quia absurdum. The following
selections, arranged chronologically so as to provide illustrations for Eric
Lindegren’s essay, are from five of his volumes, Sent pd jorden (Late Hour on
Earth, 1932) Dedikation (Dedication, 1934), Firjesing (Ferryman’'s Song,
1941), Non Serviam (I Will Not Serve, 1945) and Strountes (Non-sens,
1955).

NINE POEMS

Gunnar Ekelof
translation by Robert Bly

“BLOMMORNA SOVER .. .” #THE FLOWERS DOZE . . .”

blommorna sover i fonstret och lampan stirrar ljus The flowers doze in the window and the lamp glares light

och fonstret stirrar tankldst ut i morkret utanfor the window glares with thoughtless eyes out in the darkness out of
doors

tavlorna visar sjillost sitt anfortrodda innehéll paintings exhibit without soul the subject confided to them

och flugorna stir stilla pd viiggarna och tinker and houseflies stand still on the walls and think

blommorna lutar sig mot natten och lampan spinner ljus the flowers lean into the night and the lamp weaves light

i hornet spinner katten yllegarn att sova med the cat in the corner weaves woolen yarn to sleep with

pa spisen snarkar kaffepannan da och da med viilbehag on the stove the coffeepot snores now and then with pleasure

och barnen leker tyst med ord péd golvet and children play quietly on the floor with words

det vita dukade bordet vintar pd nagon the table set with white cloth waits for someone

vars steg aldrig kommer uppfor trappan whose feet never will come up the stairs
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ett tig som genomborrar tystnaden i fjirran
avslojar inte tingens hemlighet
men ddet riknar klockans slag med decimaler.

OKTOBERSPEGEL

nerverna gnisslar stilla i skymningen

som flyter genom fOnstret gratt och sakta

de roda blommarna vérker stilla i skymningen
och lampan sjunger ensam i ett hdrn

tystnaden dricker det stillsamma hdostregnet
som inte lingre gbr grodan nagot gott

de kn#ppta hdnderna varmer varandra

de stela blickarna falnar i gloden

SONATFORM
DENATURERAD PROSA

krossa bokstivlarna mellan tinderna géspa vokaler,
elden brinner i helvete krikas och spotta nu eller aldrig
jag och svindel du eller aldrig svindel nu eller aldrig.

vi borjar om

krossa bokstivlarna makadam och tinderna gispar vokaler,
svetten rinner i helvete jag dor i mina vindlingar krékas nu eller
aldrig svindel jag och du. jag och han hon det. vi borjar om. jag
och han hon det. vi borjar om. jag och han hon det. vi borjar om.
jag och han hon det. skrik och rop: det gar fort vilken rasande fart
i luft och helvete i mina vindlingar som vansinnet i luften svindel.
skrik och rop: han faller han har fallit. det var bra det gick fort
vilken rasande fart i luft och helvete i mina vindlingar krikas nu
eller aldrig svindel jag och du. jag och han hon det. vi bérjar om.
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a train which tunnels through the silence in the distance
does not uncover the secret of these things
but fate counts the strokes of the clock in hundredths

from Late Hour On Earth

MIRROW OF OCTOBER

The nerves rub together silently in the dying light

Which flows through the window, grey and delicate,

The red flowers silently feel their wounds in the dying light
And the lamp sings on lonely in a corner

The silence drinks the slow autumn rain
Which no longer makes anything good to grow
The folded hands warm each other

The stiff looks collapse into many embers

from Late Hour On Earth

SONNET FORM
METHYLATED PROSE

crush the alphabet between your teeth yawn vowels, the fire
is burning in hell vomit and spit now or never I and fraud you
or never fraud now or never.

we will begin over

crush the alphabet macadam and your teeth yawn vowels, the
sweat runs in hell I am dying in the convolutions of my brain vomit
now or never fraud I and you. i and he she it. we will begin over. i
and he she it. we will begin over. i and he she it. we will begin over.
i and he she it. scream and cry: it goes fast what tremendous speed
in the sky and hell in my convolutions like madness in the sky fraud.
scream and cry: he is falling he has fallen. it was fine it went fast what
tremendous speed in the sky and hell in my convolutions vomit now
or never fraud i and you. i and he she it. we will begin over. i and
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jag och han hon det. vi borjar om. jag och han hon det. vi bérjar om.
jag och han hon det

vi borjar om

krossa bokstivlarna mellan tinderna gispa vokaler, elden
brinner i helvete krikas och spotta nu eller aldrig jag och svindel du
eller aldrig svindel nu eller aldrig.

HOSTSEJD

Var stilla, var tyst och viinta,

Vinta pa vilddjuret, véinta pd varslet som kommer,

Vinta pd undret, viinta pd undergingen som kommer

Ndr tiden har mist sin silta.

Det svivar med slickta stjirnor ldgande skir forbi.

Det kommer i gryningen eller i skymningen.

Dagen och natten #r inte dess tid.

Nir solen gir i mull och ménen i sten skall det komma

Med sldckta stjirnor pa kolnade skepp . . .

DA skall de blodiga portarna dppnas for allt som dr mdjligt.

D3 skall de blodlésa portarna stingas for alltid.

Marken skall fyllas av osedda steg och luften av ohdrdaljud,

Stiderna storta punktligt som klockslag.

Oronens snickor skall springas som djupt ner in vattnet

Och tidens omitliga saktmod forevigas

Djupt in i d6da blickar, i domnade ljus

Av undret som snuddar forbi deras hus.

Var stilla, var tyst och viinta,

Andlost tills gryningen Oppnar sitt 3ga och andlost tills skymningen
sluter sin blick.
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he she it. we will begin over. i and he she it. we will begin over. i and
he she it.

we will begin over

crush the alphabet between your teeth yawn vowels the fire
is burning in hell vomit and spit now or never i and fraud you or never
fraud now or never.

from Late Hour On Earth

TROLLDOM OF FALL

Be still, be quiet and wait,

Wait for the animal, wait for the approaching sign,

Wait for the miracle, wait for the approaching defeat

When history has lost its saltiness.

It soars with falling stars fiery sweeps past.

It arrives in dusk of moming or dusk of evening.

Day and night are not for it.

When the sun sinks in the loam and the moon in stone it shall come

With falling stars on burnt ships . . .

Then the blood-stained doors shall open for everything possible.

Then the bloodless doors shall close forever.

The fields shall fill with unseen steps and the air with unheard sound,

Cities shall tumble down exactly on time like chimes of a clock.

The seashells of the ears shall explode as if deep down in water

And the infinite meekness of time shall be immortalized

Deep in dead gazes, in the numbing light

From miracles that graze their houses.

Be still, be quiet and wait,

Do not breathe until the morning dusk opens its eyes do not breathe
until the evening dusk closes its eyes.

from Dedication
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TAG OCH SKRIV av)
Den skonhet jag hittills har sokt var trampolinens gungning.

Den klokhet jag hittills har trott var hopparens feghet.
Men den som vintar férsoning, han dr en oftrsonad.
Den som vill frilsning, han 4r en redan fordomd.
Fornekelse? Nej, den djupaste tro,

den som kan vinnas forst ndr man ingenting tror,

den som kan dgas forst nidr man vet:

Jag ljuger inte, det ljuger inte i mig

och sanningen 4r mig fjarran (jag ar mig fjdrran).
Jag Sverger mig

sd som den sista réattan ett sjunkande skepp,

ett brinnande vrak av vilket djupet far sitt ndr hojden fatt sitt,

(du #r vigd pa en vag och befunnen dels Iatt, dels tung),

en skeppsbruten som driver pd det morka gestaltskiftande,
attraherad och bestrdlad av den hemlighetsfulla kampens stjérna,
hon som osedd #r miiktigare 4n sol och mane,

hon som pa en ging 4r enkel och dubbel, dunkel och ljus,

pa en ging! Inte i tur och ordning.

Liv ar kontrasternas mote,

liv ar ingendera parten.

Liv dr varken dag eller natt

men gryning och skymning,

Liv 4r varken ett ont eller ett gott,

det dr milden mellan stenarna.

Liv dr inte drakens och riddarens kamp,

det 4r jungfrun.

Och ingen skall komma till mig med drakens hunger och ondska,
och ingen skall komma till mig med riddarens #delmod,

fast sagorna ljuger si skont!

Och ingen skall komma till mig med jungfruns fortrdstan och hopp,
ty kampen varar for evigt

och den som skall sdtta livet till
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WRITE THEN (V)

The beauty I have looked for so far was the rocking of the spring-
board.

The wisdom I have believed in so far was the cowardice of hope.

But the man who looks for atonement, he is unatoned.

The man who wants salvation, he is already damned.

Negation? No, the deepest faith,

which can be won only when one believes nothing,

which can be possessed only when one knows:

I do not lie, nothing lies in me

and the truth is distant from me (I am distant from myself).

I abandon myself

as the last rats abandon a sinking ship,

some burning wreck of which the deep shall have its share as the
heights theirs,

(you have been weighed in the balance, and found partly light, partly
heavy),

a broken ship which drives on what is dark and changing,

attracted to and lit up by the secret battle’s star,

she, unseen, who is more powerful than sun and moon,

who is at one time single and double, darkness and light,

at one time! Not in turn and in order.

Life is the meeting of contrasts,

life is neither of the two parties.

Life is neither day nor night

but dawning and dusk.

Life is neither one evil nor one good,

it is the grist between the stones.

Life is not the battle of the dragon and the knight,

it is the virgin.

No person shall come to me with the dragon’s hunger and evil,

and no one shall come to me with the knight’s nobility,

though the sagas lie so well!

And no one shall come to me with the virgin’s trust and hope,

because the battle goes on forever,

and the one who shall sacrifice its life
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ar inte draken
och inte riddaren
men alltid jungfrun.

VARIATIONER (V)

Jag tror pd den ensamma minniskan,

pd henne som vandrar ensam,

som inte hundlikt 16per till sin vittring,
som inte varglikt flyr for ménskovittring:
P3 en ging minniska och anti-ménniska.

Hur nd genenskap?

Fly den Gvre och yttre vigen:

Det som &r boskap i andra dr boskap ocksa i dig.
G4 den undre och inre vigen:

Det som ir botten i dig 4r botten ocksd i andra.

Svart att vinja sig vid sig sjélv.
Svart att vénja sig av med sig sjdlv.

Den som gor det skall @énda aldrig bli Svergiven.

Den som gor det skall dnda alltid forbli solidarisk.

Det opraktiska #r det enda praktiska
i ldngden.

SVANEN

I

Jag horde vildgéss over sjukhusparken
ddr ménga vankar bleka

—en morgon i dvala
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is not the dragon
and not the knight
but always the virgin.

from Ferryman’s Song

VARIATIONS (V)

I believe in the lonesome human,

in the one who walks about alone,

and does not run like a dog on the scent,

and does not run like a wolf from human scent:
At once human and anti-human.

How find society?

Avoid the upper and the outer road:

What is oxen in you is oxen also in others.
Take the lower and inward road:

What is ground in you is ground also in others.

Hard to get into the habit of yourself.
Hard to get out of the habit of yourself.

He who does it shall never be deserted.

He who does it shall always be loyal.

The impractical is the only thing that is practical
in the long run.

from Ferryman’s Song

THE SWAN

]

I heard wild geese over the hospital grounds
where many pale people stagger about
—one morning in a coma
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Jag horde dem! Jag hor dem!
" Jag dromde jag horde—

Och #nda har jag hort dem!

Hir ringlar dndlosa géngar

kring bottenlosa dammar

Hir speglar alla dagar

en enahanda dag

och skéna blommor sluter

vid ldttaste berGring

de okinda blad—

Hor kvinnan vid sjuksysterns arm
hon skriker i ett kor:

Djavlar Satan Djévlar

—leds hemét

skyndsamt . . . .

Det dr skymning

over laxfirgade komplex

och utanfor stingslet

anemisk rodnad Gver oéndliga forstader
av identiska hus

med varligt dngande land emellan . . .
Man brénner ris och 16v:

Det 4r host

och landen hirjade av maskfriitt kil
och avblommade blommor—

Jag horde vildgdss Sver sjukhusparken
en hostlig virmorgon

Jag horde vildgédss en morgon

en virhdstmorgon

trumpetande—

At norr? At soder?
At norr! At norr!
Lingt hirifrin—

Langt haritran—
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I heard them! I hear them!
I dreamt I heard—

And nevertheless I did hear them!

Here endless walks circle about

around bottomless dams

Here the days all reflect

one monotonous day

at the slightest touch

beautiful blossoms close

the strange petals—

A woman on a nurse’s arm

she screams incessantly:

Devils Satan Devils

—is led home

hurriedly . . .

Dusk has come

over the salmon-colored buildings

and outside the wall

the sky reddens in an anemic way over endless suburbs
of identical houses

with some land steaming as if in spring between . . .
They are burning twigs and leaves:

1t is fall

and the land is attacked by worm-eaten cabbages
and bare flowers—

I heard wild geese over the hospital grounds
one autumnlike spring morning

I heard wild geese one morning

one springautumn morning

triumphantly calling—

To the north? To the south?
To the north! To the north!
Far from here—

233
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Det bor en friskhet djupt i mig
som ingen kan frinkinna mig
ej ens jag sjilv—

Minen gir upp, och natten
sanks Over vinterfalten.
Stjirnornas smidjebilten
slungar Svanen mot Leda.

Svandun, likt snofall i vatten,
slocknar. Han bdjer sitt huvud
over en stjarna som ropar,
djupt 6ver ménniskohopar,
forskar med gula nibben
djupt i det svarta slammet:
Torrt 4r det svarta vattnet.
Larver heter hans foda.

Leda heter hans krimpa.
Levande miste han svilja,
levande méste han doda,
kiinna de hatande kvilja,
kidnna de hatande striiva
hungern emot i sin kréva,
kinna sin hunger fornGtas—
kdnna de dlskande kdmpa
utan att nigonsin motas.

EZRA POUND

O rost som kom till mig

eko av rost som ocksa dr valv
valv som &r luft och rymd
rymd som #r blom

A freshness lives deep in me
which no one can take from me
not even myself—

n

The moon rises, and night

comes down over the winter fields.

The burning zones of the stars
throw the Swan toward Leda.

The swan-down, like snowfall in the water,

is ending. He bends his head
over a star which calls out,
deep over the hopes of men,
searches with his gold beak
deep in the black ooze:

The black lake is dried.

His food shall be called grubs.
His illness shall be called Leda.
He must swallow while alive,

he must die while alive,

and know the poisonous nausea,
know the poisonous struggle,
famine in his crop,

know his hunger wasted—
know the loving combat

though the two shall never meet.

EZRA POUND

O voice which came to me

echo of voice which is also a vault
vault which is air and rhythm
rhythm which is flower
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from Non Serviam
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Rost som jag ldngtat efter

hur lyckas du smyga dig ut

ur de instdngda rum

dir de hiller dig fingen

och hur idr din art sa fri!

Har inte domen satt mirke pa dig

ar du sé utan land?

Sannerligen

du ger mig ater mod att vara det med dig

“FRAGAR DU MIG"”

Fragar du mig var jag finns

sa bor jag hidr bakom bergen

Det dr langt men jag dr néra

Jag bor i en annan virld

men du bor ju i samma

Den finns 6verallt om ocksa sillsynt som helium
Varfor begir du ett luftskepp att fara med

Begir i stillet ett filter for kvive

ett filter for kolsyra, vite och andra gaser

Begir ett filter for allt som skiljer oss

ett filter for livet

Du siger att du néstan inte kan andas

An sen! Vem tror du kan andas?

Den mesta tiden tar vi det inda med jamnmod
En vis man har sagt:

“Det var si morkt att jag nitt och jamnt kunde se stjirnorna”
Han menade bara att det var natt
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voice which I longed for

how joyfully you have ornamented yourself
out of the closed-in room

where they hold you confined

and how free your art is!

Hasn’t any sentence set a mark on you

are you so without country?

Truly

you give me courage again to be so with you

from Strountes

“YOU ASK ME ...”

You ask me, where do I live?

I live right here, behind the mountains

It’s a long way off, but I am next door

I live in the second world

You are a citizen there also

It is found everywhere and is also rare as helium
Why do you ask for a balloon to bear you off?
Ask instead for a filter for carbon dioxide

A filter for hydrogen, for nitrogen, and other gases
Ask for a filter for everything that splits us

A filter for life

You say you can hardly breathe?

Well, who do you think can breathe?

For the most part we take it however with equanimity
A wise man has said:

“It was just dark enough so I could see the stars”
He meant simply that it was night

from Strountes



