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Gunnar Ekelof |

Born in Stockholm in 1907, the son of a
wealthy broker, he for a while studied at the London
School of Oriental Studies. Later at Uppsala University
he studied Persian and Sanskrit. His first published
collection of poetry, Sent pa jorden [Late on Earth, 1932]
was identified with Surrealism. The book has been called
by the poet “a death book” or “a suicide book”, Fir-
jesing [Ferry Song], 1941, which Ekel&f termed his “per-
sonal break-through”, has a renewed interest in early
oriental poetry and mystic thought patterns. Non Serviam
[1945], with a Joycean allusion in the title, gives the main
gist of the poet’s insight to that time. In Strountes [Try-
flings, 1955] the poems are often whims, with puns. The
title alludes to an aphorism by the Swedish poet Almg-
vist [1793-1866]. According to Fehrman “‘the implica-
tion of the word and concept Strountes [lit. trash] for
Ekeldf becomes almost metaphysical: he wants ‘to
squeeze its meaninglessness’ out of reality and at the
same time to seek an ironical redemption. He continues
in a similar way in Opus incertum [1959] — the playfully
ambiguous title words are originally the name of a spe-
cial kind of Classical walling — and A Night in Ototac
[1961]. Consciously he there persues the anti-aesthetical,
anti-poetical, sacrificing his rich, earlier controlled artis-
tic means for an ascetic, often burlesque sketch form.”
His latest collections, 15 in all, so far, Diwan [1965] and
Sagan om Fatumeh [The Tale of Fatumeh, 1966] have
led many to consider Ekel6f as perhaps unequalled
among his European and American contemporaries.

As translator Ekeldf’s “elective affinities”
are to be found among such writers as Baude]aire, Rim-
baud, Whitman, Samuel Butler, Joyce, D. H, Lawrence,
Auden, Apollinaire, Desnos, Nelly Sachs, and others.

Gunnar Ekelof has been translated into
French by Jean-Clarence Lambert [Seghers], into
German by Nelly Sachs [Suhrkamp], into Spanish by
Octavio Paz, into English by several translators, among
them Robert Bly [Hudson Review, Winter 62-63], Muriel
Rukeyser[Selected Poems, Twayne Publishers, 31 Union
Sq.w, Nvc], Frederic Fleisher, [Seven Swedish Poets
Cavefors, Malma].

Relatively little known in the English-
speaking world Gunnar Ekelof in his native Sweden is
about as well established as a living poet can be. He has
won all national literary awards except the Nobel; he
received the Grand Prize for poetry from the Danish
Academy in 1964, and the prize from the Scandinavian
Council for his Diwan in 1966, In 1958 he received an
honorary doctorate at Uppsala University and the same
year became a member of the Swedish Academy. His
more recent books of poetry have remained for months
at the top of the Swedish best-seller list of poetry [there is
such a thing!]. He is revered, especially by the genera-
tions of poets of the 1940’s and the 1950’s whom he has
greatly influenced. L.S.

Choros

so has it always been so shall it always be
until the last man dreams fire and it all ends
until we set ourselves in rebellion against it all
and annihilate ourselves
break out of the circle and escape from reality

and breathe in so deep that we lose consciousness 3
so deep that the whole Milky way sears our lungs
and disappears into Northwest
with a clear face

[from Sent pa jorden 1932]

Sung

This evening is full of starlight.
The air is cool and clean.
From the moon flows a gleam
down over everything.

A window, a blossoming branch,
that is enough:

No blossom without earth.

No earth without space.

No space without blossom.

*suNg refers to the Sung dynasty.

from Firjesang [Ferry Song] 1941

Absentia Animi

In autumn

In autumn of your leave-taking

In autumn when all gates stand open to meaningless pastures
where unreal mushroonis go rotten : ’
and water filled wheel-tracks are heading :
to nothing, and a snail is heading to

a frayed butterfly is heading

to nothing, which is a faded rose o
the smallest and ugliest. And the insects, stupid devils
brittle-legged, drunk in lamplight in the evening

and the lamp itself sighing sinking

about the zero of the sea of light, thought’s polar ocean
with its long waves

quietly seething foam

of series divided by series

of nothing through nothing to nothing

thesis antithesis synthesis abrasax abraxas Thesis

(like the sound of a sewing-machine) .

And spiders spin their webs across the silent night

and cicadas scrape

Meaningless.

Unreal. Meaningless

In autumn

My poem rustles

Words do their work and lie there

Dust rains over them, dust or dew

till the wind whirls up and lays (them) there (and) .
elsewhere

. he who partout seeks the meaning of all things has long

since realized
that the meaning with the rustling is the rustling
which in itself is something other than
wet rubbers through leaves
absent-minded footsteps on the park’s carpet
of leaves, affectionately adhering
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to wet rubbers, absent-minded steps
You are lost, most lost
Don’t bein such a hurry
Wait a while
Wait
In autumn when
In autumn when all gates
it so happens that in the last slanting ray
‘ after a day of rain
with long pauses hesitating
as if caught in the act

an overlooked blackbird sings in a treetop
for nothing, for the throat’s sake. And you see
his treetop standing against the sky’s pale background
close to a single cloud. And the cloud swims
like other clouds, but also overlooked, hors saison
essentially long ago and somewhere else
and in itself [like the song] already other than

Eternal rest

Meaningless. Unreal.
Meaningless. I

sing sit here

of the sky of a cloud

I wish nothing more

I wish myself far far away

1am far away [among evening echoes]

Iam here

Thesis antithesis abrasax

Youalsol

O far far away

swims in the bright sky

over a treetop a cloud

in happy unconsciousness!
O deep down in me

the eye of black pearl reflects from its surface
in happy half-consciousness
the image of a cloud!

Not a thing that exists

It is something else

It is in something existent
but it does not exist

It is something else

O far far away

in what is beyond is found
something very near!

O deep down in me

in that which is near

is something beyond
something beyond-near
in what is near and far
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 thing that is

is something else! *

The only thing that is

in that which is

is something else!

The only thing that is

in this which is

is that which in this

is something else!

[O the soul’s cradle-song
the song of something else!]

(6]

non sens

non sentiens non
dissentiens
indesinenter
terque quaterque
pluries

VOX

vel abracadabra

Abraxas abrasax

Thesis antithesis synthesis which again becomes thesis
Meaningless.

Unreal. Meaningless.

And spiders spin their webs across the silent night
cicadas scrape

In autumn

from Non Serviam 1945

Fable

Alambchop resolved:

I will not be eaten,

Soon he lay full of worms
rotten and forgotten

Deep in the refuse-can
he waits for resurrection
of all flesh, Doomsday,
instéad of digestion

O porkchop, contemplate
that lambchop’s fate.
Praised or decayed

will you be with the dead ?

No, sociable and sound
welldone and spiced just right
in every worm’s despight

I die for the butcher’s hound.

These walls shield one from nothing

the walls have not even a secret to conceal
No way to seein

All the echoes here are dead

in rainstorm, in rainstorm

Here all the walls have overflowed

There is no thirst that is not quenched
The clouds hold no other thunder

than blank clashing rain on leaves



