a Russian girl. As always with him,
there was an unreal tinge to his relation-
ship. She was very beautiful, very
maidenly, very awkward to handle-—and
a champion in handgrenade throwing:
a Russian Amazon. This gave the
signal for a great shakeup. In two
months he learned to speak Russian
fluently. He distinguished himself at
school. And yet this was not enough.
He made his way into the highest young
intelligentsia, made his appearance in
exclusive revolutionary circles, brimmed
over with jokes, and, relaxed and un-
inhibited, gave inflammatory speeches.
That he was relaxed and uninhibited I
have no difficulty in believing, because
he had always been, but that he brim-
med over with witticisms and gave in-
flammatory speeches I would. never have
believed, had T not had it confirmed
from various sources. -He was consider-
ed a bit of a genius, by many who had
not known him from before, even a
promise of a West-European dawn.”

"I suppose his Russian Amazon was
like all Amazons, and when for the
first time in his life he really en-
deavoured to give everything, it was
nothing, becausc it was too much, When
he had lived through this month-long,
external triumph and a monthlong in-
ternal unhappiness and hunger, one of
the 'friends’ came sneaking along with
dexterity, a trick of maneuvering and
perhaps a pair of silk stockings, and
simply went away with the girl. H had
a breakdown. One of the friends whom
he had made during his brilliant time, a
revolutionary Norwegian author, took
care of him, packed his things, bought
the tickets and took him down to the
Crimea. There one day he disappeared
from the hotel and was found the fol-
lowing day in a forest, stark naked
and quite deranged.”

“Then he was for almost a year in
a Russian mental institution without im-
proving, until a relative came and es-
corted him back to Sweden.”

“In the old well-known surround-
ings and with the old well-known
language ringing in his ears, he soon
recovered. That is, he became the same
old H as before-—all his brilliant qual-
ities had disappeared.” ;

“During this period I met him in
Stockholm, for the last time. He called
on me and suggested a walk. He seem-
ed himseli—the same grey flannel suit,
although more worn, the same laughter,

JULY ISSUE

the same nonchalance—and yet there
was so much that was different. In his
eyes I noticed that weird anxiety. But
worse was that I myself felt extremely
uncertain, embarrassed and disoriented
before him in a way you always do be-
fore people who have experienced
something special, something one did
not think they were capable of. 1 felt

as if 1 could not judge if he was the
same man whom I had known or an-
other. He was the same one and yet
another.”

"We walked towards Djurgirden.
We both were hard up for cash, I,
temporarily, and he more constantly.
Accordingly, we could not afford as

(Continued on next page)

GUNNAR EKELOF:
JARAMA

Douilles éclatantes des obus 75
Carillonnez pieusement
Apollinaire

For S. T, killed at Jarama

As in the tropics endless gray
tundra endless tundra
The drum

rotting rainforestgiants lie on their backs

The drum

and paddles lift and sink—past the backs of the carsmen

birds lift up, curtains, raingreen birds
The drum
A creaking splashing —

four ‘caymans, and countless leaches, the countless daily plague

The drum

The drum—the drum that none can hear

without knowing it deep in the chest

hollow, ineluctable, in the midriff
like a transformation of the silence
like a transformation to silence

So lie we here on our backs under the lark

on our backs under a springwinter sky

The cannon
it thunders in the brain's deathspace

it shudders in the slackening strings of shellfish

The cannon
it shimmers black over the eyes’ iris
The cannon

petals that fall down to rest on staring eyes
on teeth exposed as if they want to bite

the eyes that listen —
but nobody in there hears

It darkens in the space of cells that die
it lightnings in the space of strings that burst

It darkens in space:
The cannon

On the right side—and the lines straighten
the wrong side—and the lines straighten

The right side:
Cannon

Cannon—the heavy cannon a long way off
our hearts’ clubstroke after it was over

our hearts clubstroke:
Storm, calm,

victory, defeat
Victory.

(Tr. Leif Sjoberg and Muriel Rukeyser)
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