TRANSLATION OF “TAG OCH SKRIV"

“Tolle Scribe”
Translated by Richard B, Vowles

I

About life, about the lving.

About death and the dead.

About loving and hating,

About east and west,

the two that shall never meet

and never part,

merely suspect each other's proximity,
sense and follow cach other’s movements,
just as one must

in hate and in love.

I sing of the only atonement,

the only practical, the same for all:

How rare for man to possess the power
to resist powerl

To resist the self and its claims, to resist—
that which alone gives power.

II

I rise from the ashes

—a thinking sentience;

about to be engulfed by the formless swell,

I retreat.

A man exists only to be witness:

There is no other strength than inner strength
and it comes from without,

from the mysterious something that moves above,
gleams through vaguely self-lit clouds,

streams over you galvanically

so that you feel yourself caught up in combat|
But power is the combatant, not youl

With whom the combat?

There is no other weakness than inner weakness
and it comes from without,

from the mysterious something that stirs below,
amorphous, darkly swelling,

menacing, magnetic.

You feel the combat of strong arms!

But power is the combatant, not youl

With whom the combat?

In truth, you are no more than an arenal
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A wanderer from whom both sun and storm at the same time
seek the victory,

at the same time| Not one after the other.

Freezing in the shade, red-hot in the sun:

April of the soul,

III

You say “I" and “it concerns me”

but it's a gamble:

In reality you are nothing,

So formless, nameless, naked is reality |

In terror at this thought you began to clothe yourself,

assume some bearing and call yourself “I,”

clutch fast to a straw,

In reality you are nothing.

Justice, human dignity, freedom of will,

all are pictures painted in terror in the empty halls of reality,

terror at confessing something beyond right and wrong,
beyond thesls and antithesis|

In reality you are nothing,

Beyond good and evil, yet an arena for good and evil,

the beast on top fighting the beast beneath—

you sense the truth sometimes, like an abyss by the roadside,

without daring to know, without willing to know,

dizzied by the slightest declivity!

In reality you are nothing,

A place, a rag, a name—

all else is merely your fantasy,

your “I" a fantasy, the redeemed in you as well as the unredeemed:

All this you have asked in advance payment!

Salvation| There is no salvation! You imagine salvation
and stammer “Resurrection!” and “Holy |"—because that's
what you want,
And man’s lot is immovably fixed,
but you have advanced at least one step toward your wish-castle;
One wish of the conceivable thousand upon thousand
has become possible, essential, certain, and finally a fact,
like yourself a wish from the beginning,

like the magic name bestowed by your parents

to protect you from dark and anonymity,

to distinguish you from the thousands so much like you.

Yet at bottom you are as nameless as the darkness and the night,
In reality you are nothing,
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v

The beauty I hitherto sought was the springboard'’s quiver.

The wisdom I hitherto knew was the diver's cowardice.

But he who expects redemption, he is unredeemed,

He who wills salvation, he is already damned.

Denial? No, the deepest faith,

to be had only when one first believes nothing,

to be possessed only when one knows:

I do not lie, there is no lying in me

and the truth is foreign to me (I am foreign to myself).

I abandon myself

as the last rat abandons a sinking ship

a burning wreck of which the deep gets its own when the
helghts get theirs

(you are weighed and found a little on the light side, a
little heavy),

one shipwrecked who drifts on the darkly shifting waters,

drawn and flluminated by the star of secret battle,

who unseen is more powerful than sun and moon,

who at the same time is both one and many, dark and light,

at the same time! Not one after the other.

Life Is the convergence of opposites,

Life is neither pole alone.

Life is neither day nor night

but dawning and dusk,

Life is neither an evil nor a good,

it is the grist between stones.

Life is neither the dragon nor the knight,

it is the maiden.

And no one shall talk to me of the dragon’s hunger and spleen,

and no one shall talk to me of the knight’s nobility,

though the fairytales lic so beautifully!

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

because the battle lasts forever

and the one who is going to die

is neither the dragon

nor the knight

but always the maiden.

A

The maiden’s anguish and flight are sword and claws.
From her flight and anguish the sword s forged and the
sharp claws grow.

She dies every instant, and therefore she lives,
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She flees every instant, and therefore she remains,

She gathers strength and resilience; therefore she crumples.

She crumples, and therefore she finds equilibrium,

The crown, the mantle, and the clutched hands belong to the
combat, not to her,

but the combat is hers,

It has its very life in her:

She is its outward semblance.

Oh decp calm, wrapped in the storm|

You are like a doll cast aside by children,

pliantly resigning yourself to the meaningless!

You advance before him who sees through the combat,

You disappear before him who sees through you,

for he disappears in you:

A door which opens, a path which winds into the distance.

And on the path a lone figure diminishing,

The same figure disappearing down the path,

again and again the same

again and again disappearing:

Illusion and parthenogenesis.



