Three poems by Gunnar Ekelof

THE MOON

The moon passes her hands softly over my eyes,

Wakes me long into the night. Lonesome among the sleepers,
I lay wood on the fire, fuss about with smoking sticks,

Move quietly among the shadows, shadows flapping high
Above the brown logs, richly

Decorated with glistening fish-lures . . .

Why did I awake? Lonesome among the sleepers,

Backs turned to the fire, I open the door quietly,

Walk around the corner in the snow, tramp on the clumps, see
Moonshine coldly calling me over the snow . . .

From Sorgen och stjérnan, 1936

PORTRAIT

I see myself at times in your strange mirror:
The same neat dandyness, the same helpfulness,
and the same melancholia with a background

in the same twisted reality.

My struggle is the same as yours: the tightrope walker’s:
stained and ragged all over,

flappy feet, bamboo cane,

bowler hat, tiny moustache—

Inside my soul I have all of these things.

A secret portrait of every one of us.

From Kip den blindes sang, 1938
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WHO IS COMING?

Who is coming, you ask

You wish that somebody would come |

Don’t you know that the one who is coming is you

You are coming, but to see a god

To see nothing

Its doors stand open

Its doors swing in the wind

What will be found in there?

What will you offer me ?

O always something!

There will be a little dust, some ashes

a broken cogwheel on the dirt floor

and some slag-leavings, as when a smithy is torn down

though very likely there never was a blacksmith there.
(From Strountes, 1955) Translated by ROBERT BLY

FROM ‘REQUIEM’ Karl Vennberg

Death is no more than a rucksack we discard
At the end of the journey

A leaden shadow

That disintegrates in the light

Death is no more than the plow
That turns the soil of life

The rough black bread

That cleans our teeth

Death is no more than the deserter
Who points the way

The traitor

Who gives us the password

Death is no more than a thorny hedge
Around flowers that radiate light
The sombre jewel
That lets us in to the feast
Translated by PATRICIA DOUBELL
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