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the flowers sleep

the flowers sleep in the window and the lamp stares light

and the window stares without thought into the darkness
outside

the paintings soullessly show their confided contents

and the flies stand still on the walls and think

the flowers lean towards night and the lamp purrs light

in the corner the cat spins wool yarn to sleep with

on the stove the coffee pot snores now and then with
complacency

and the children play quietly with words on the floor

the white set table awaits someone
whose steps never ascend the stairs

a train that penetrates the distant silence

does not reveal the secret of things
but fate counts the ticking of the clock in decimals.
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invisible presence

dawn came with shattered gaze,
the window stared at length

at the moment that fell away
when the alarm clock rang . ..

a yawn dragged itself across the floor
and drowned in the washstand

the wind opened the bathroom window,
the curtain danced sideways . . .

outside the water-drops drank light in the mist

that mirrored the invisible cries of the street peddlers
and the large black trees resembled

soundless cries with their arms in the air . . .
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between five and seven

[ turn in the room sleepless and keeping watch.
I have a cloud in my arms but no dreams.
I turn in the room that is dirtied by darkness.
My lamp burns paler and paler.
Dawn slowly spins its thoughtless web over the window.
Chilliness hangs shivering in the curtains.
I turn away from the questions and the answers
When the mailman empties the mailbox full of senseless
syllables.
Outside the windows stare emptily at the icy dawn.
The pushcarts dream handgrip dreams outside.
The lanterns stand motionless like votive candles in the mist:
Iron lilies exhale in flames of iron.
The chill of the universe falls slowly over the earth.
The houses save their poor warmth far beneath gray-
clad surfaces.
The air is deathly pale and the city stones are forever dead:
City stones sleep peacefully with ancient dreams in their
hearts,
Stones that rest heavily beneath the few footsteps of people,
Stones that only have weight to believe in.
Stones that can only be themselves,
Stones that need not understand a thing.
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Death in Mind

Morning passed and daytime and evening opened its arms.

In the arms of sleep the fish began to speak.
The open eye met its fate in eiderdown.
The bodies tore away and ran over ringing obstacles.
With split lips the dreams kissed one another,
But no one could believe what they said.
A dream sat by the window and did not want to sleep:
It predicted a storm in the swamp of the sunset.
And the fisherman, who bent over his secret in the reeds,
Drew blank, white moments out of the river throat.
Then the wild ducks awoke and ran their gaze like a match
over the surface of night:
It burst into flame like bolts of lightning in mountainious
landscapes.
One swallowed them without anything happening,
But the throat rose like the crosier on a bass viol.
Its eternal tone became a highway over the sea
That the birds of the sky took on their last journey.
And the abandoned wind that groped along in the piercing
darkness
Hunted stars in the trees and howled in the deep wells.
It sought the bottomless well of descending into earth,
Where the meteor once sacrificed its eye.
In the shallow spring the bottomless eye became colorless
But bleached lilies began to bloom in the valley caves.
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Absentia animi

In autumn
In autumn when you bid farewell
In autumn when all gates stand open
to meaningless pastures
where unreal mushrooms are rotting
and water filled wheel-tracks lead
to nothing and a snail is on its way
and a tattered butterfly is on its way
to nothing, which is a wilting rose,
the tiniest and the ugliest. And the daddy-longlegs,
the stupid fools
brittle-legged, intoxicated by the lamp light in evening
and the lamp itself sighs fadingly
about light's sea of nothingness, the arctic sea of thought
in rolling swells
silently sizzling foam
of series divided by series
from nothing through nothing to nothing
thesis antithesis synthesis abrasax abraxas Thesis
(like the sound of a sewing machine)
And in the quiet night the spiders spin their webs
and the crickets fiddle
Meaningless.
Unreal. Meaningless.

In autumn
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My poem rustles
Words do their job and lie there
Dust falls on them, dust or dew
until the wind whirls up and lays (them) down
(and) elsewhere
he who everywhere seeks the true significance of things
has long since realized
that the purpose of rustling is rustling
which in itself is something quite unlike
wet rubber boots through leaves
absent-minded footsteps through the park carpeting
of leaves, affectionately sticking
to wet rubber boots, absent-minded steps
You stray, go astray
Do not be in such a hurry
Wait a moment
Wait
In autumn when
In autumn when all gates
then in the last slanting ray
after a day of rain
with long intervals hesitating
as if caught
a black bird left behind may sing in a tree top
for no reason, for his throat only. You see
his tree top against the pale background of the sky
next to a lonely cloud. And the cloud swims
like other clouds but also somehow left behind,
hors saison
and by its nature long since somewhere else
and in itself (like the song) already something
other than
Eternal peace
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Meaningless. Unreal.
Meaningless. I
sing sit here
about the sky about a cloud
I long for nothing more
I long to be far far away
I am far away (among evening echoes)
I am here
Thesis antithesis abrasax
You also I

Oh far far away

over a tree top in light skies

a cloud is swimming

in joyful unconsciousness!

Oh deep within me

an image of a cloud

is mirrored by the surface of the black pearl-eye
in joyful semi-consciousness!

This is not the existing

It is something else :
It is in the existing

but is not the existing

It is something else

Oh far far away

in the far remote

there is something nearby!
Oh deep within me

in the nearby

there is something far remote
something beyond-nearby

on this side of the distant
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something neither nor
in what is either or:
neither cloud nor image
neither image nor image
neither cloud nor cloud
neither neither nor nor
but something else!
The only existing

is something else!

The only existing

in the existing

is something else!

The only existing

in the existing

is what in this

is something else!

(Oh lullaby of the soul

song about something else!)

0]

non sens

non sentiens non
dissentiens
indesinenter
terque quaterque
pluries

VOX

vel abracadabra
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Abraxas abrasax
Thesis antithesis synthesis that becomes thesis again

Meaningless.
Unreal. Meaningless.

And in the quiet night the spiders spin their webs
and the crickets fiddle

In autumn

21



GUNNAR EKELOF

The Coast of the Sirens

The coast of the Sirens:

In a cavern-dwelling echoing
the sevenfold echo

of the Mediterranean surf
night after night:

She sleeps, she sleeps

she breathes heavily

but you have awakened

you have battled with shadows
she sleeps, she sleeps

and you are her child —

You breathe so heavily within me
you breathe so lightly within me
how you surge up mother

how you surge down

I can only breathe with you
such rest within you

such unrest within you —
She sleeps, she sleeps

you must also sleep

but you wake up and scream
and battle with your shadows
she breathes, she breathes

she will never wake up

she sleeps, she sleeps

and you are her child
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It is suffering that creates

It is suffering that is creative

even though the created tunes in major
So sang the city’s canaries

for every new bomb blast

in their cages hung outside the houses
the incitement of evil

GUNNAR EKELOF



