The Poet Waits

Who knows if these days are last

Better so than first

if this be the way

Mind falls into a mad, distant river
Senses close in on things

crowd them as conspirators on Caesar
swarming without mercy or control

The rivers rush away without pattern
Roots, branches hurry along between pauses
What is this that the wind passes over?
Why these equal spaces of sun and moon?
Senses close in on the brain

as an eagle on a falling bird

doomed to fly and doomed to fall

Meta-
morphosis

Now there is little time

few moments till boatmen take me from this shore :

Soon all will pass

Letters will flake each to each

like late leaves blown and sent away
This Greek basket that we fill

will dry and harden

in someone’s basement

bty

GUNNAR. EKELOF

Whenthey slipout through the graveyard gates
on Easter night, on Easter night

When the dead go out and look over the town
on a moonlit night, a moon-night

Then eternal homelessness claims its right
its right in all the other dead

The dead, they jog along to their old lots

pretty soon, pretty soon: l
Demolished, destroyed houses — :
There are no ways in, no, there are no ways in ‘
There are no kitchens, no best parlors '
Mary is not there, we cannot see Henry or Paul

or any bark-canoe, or any armless doll

We have a few flowers, these dead are saying

and offer a sheaf of straw without a top

a sheaf of straw without a top

They head for doorways, for bedroom-doors
where they have every right to be let in

They bang the ghost-iron, they grind the attic keys
They hold up memories, they knock the knuckle-bones
the knuckle-bones, the knuckle-bones

O the homeless dead.

They do us no harm

they just keep us from rest

This is how things stand: they miss

a finger, a toe, an arm

perhaps a whole chest

that olden and modern witches have stolen
and ground to powder for new love-potions

The living often do us evil
The dead do us no harm
The living are the greedy ones
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The dead, they are the ones that feed us
The dead are the feeding ones

% *

Telephone lines sing tonight

a tuning-fork note, another

that rises falls ceases and rises
another one, now as a chorus
approaches unison, divides, and rises
You ask if someone speaks in us

You ask about some voice

What is this to us, someong's voice
It is for each other we sing

It is with each other we sing

Fable

A lambchop 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,
instead 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

"1 die for the butcher's hound.

Figureheads

It darkens

It darkens and autumns

He with the shaggy eyebrows i,
the salt-grizzled beard and wood-brown skin
stares obstinately past me

as if he saw a horizon where there is none is
among the summer cottages

It is there, just at his right elbow

which sticks to the money-box

He turns his back on it

Perhaps he sees it otherwise somewhere else

Behind his head with the cap and name
sheer unrealities:
# cachalot foetus swimming in the Pacific of an eterna 11y

' corked
bottle of brandy

a dried-up elephant-ear from Cameroon

a narwhal’s horn from Greenland

unnameable souvenirs and lastnight's chambefr-pots
yellowed photographs [
postcard views sent by no one come to noth1ng
thing that Leviathanhas spewed forth from hlsimouth
chewed to leeward and spat out to windward |

things thatno longer belong either to sea or land
time and non-time or even border-time

All thatisleftis the leached rest of the sour smell
of vain labor and pastime of despair

the sickening smell of etherized memories

in this half-roiten bunk

The rest the sea has absorbed

and these things are discrete, are unconnected
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It darkens and autumns. #nd Cleopatra there — GEORGE LOEHR

is she not sailors'-bar Mollie in her slip

resurrected and more exciting in this state Images
with her change of name? She stares remote and dull
at the narwhal"-s-horn_ adventures non-existent 1

Not the

dry-bone darkness but the
crystal limbs

clattering like castanets
after the ice storm,
Unwatched, they

dip and wheel

carefully in practiced

Thereto stares also — “2 monseuldesir”™ — the
high-bellied consul
with his epaulettes
Where they stare,side by side ,Herrmann in helmet
_ and armor
and the snub-nosed frock-coated banker

Beyond that lurks the Sphinx,equated with the Riddle

But like the cat in wonderland of whom finally only air,
a metaphysical smile was left lifted
of the Sphinx is left only the look by winds.

Unconciously they
catch the blue
refractions of the streetlamps,

without eyelids,lashes orjeye-rims, undefined
an iris without pupil, enigma metal green

but with a last 'sprinkling'of sunset. Andinthatlook.
exist no longer distant lands and unknown peoples
and behind these,turned to wood, thereareno ships .
and behind me not my land and no people
Stranger,who put a penny into Salt Peter's box
give alsoa thought to me,who stand here unconnected

II
No ideas but in things,
The poet
siphons off the meaningful, leaves
the cockle-shell darkness.
— translated by .

Leif Sjoberg & Muriel Rukeyser No ideas but in things

Ice-
prowed, the wine-dark ships
move in widening circles.

No ideas but in things.
The empty trees

bend like steaming
masts before the gale.
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