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(they couldn't read his stuff). The close personal literary friends
he had -- from Emerson to Mrs. Gilchrist-- don'tenter the poems.
Here he competes with Dostoyevsky, Shakespeare and Li Po,
and if he doesn't hit it all the time, that may be our fault for
giving him the kind of country he lived in, full of unfulfilled prom-
ises.

We are all innocents, murdering only what we have to in or-
der to survive....And even as we write it, the subject has taded.
I don't know how others figure, but I see another generation
coming along every four or five years. The voice of tomorrow is
already here --in the children of five to ten who will soon be the
people who count. Today they are all poets, creacive, complete.

One day they will call us the age of the Insane Old Men and
Women, locked up in the asylums of our past and unable to see
through the barred windows the cool cercainties that everybody
will soon take for granted.

And yet, this tortured act of our age is all we can do -- even
if we are Picasso. And having won the sense of arrival, the horse
quietly resisted the whip, lay smoochly down and gave up being
a horse.

Marinos Akim
BATTLE CRY

On opposing groundswells:
Spent musket balls.

On an oak stump:

Sabers flaking,

Sighting solitary lanes of white marble.

Breeze.
The silence of grass.

Gunnar Ekelof
OF FALL

Of fall, of the aurumnal

Of the late bluebell and the mustard
Of seeing and yet discerning nothing
because no intention

Of letting oneself love

and letting oneself be loved

because no love

Of not

sings the blackbird his late song.

(translated by Steve and Ronnog
Seaberg, from the Swedish)




