THE SWAN Gunnar Ekelof

Inschrift, von neyem, fiir Nelly Sachs

I heard wild geese over hospital gardens
where pallid people wander

—one morning in slumber

I heard them. I hear them.

I dreamed that I heard—

And still T did hear them!

Here endless paths circle
bottomless ponds girdle
all the days mirror

the day’s dull round

and flowers withdraw

at the lightest touch
mysterious petals—

Listen to the woman on the nurse’s arm
crying incessantly

Devils Satan Devils!

—Iled home quickly . ..

It is sundown

above the salmon-coloured complex

and outside the fence

an anaemic blush over endless suburbs
of identical houses

with fields steaming springlike between—
People burning leaves and branches

It is the Autumn

and the lands are harassed by worm-eaten cabbages
and dying flowers—

I heard wild geese over the hospital gardens
one autumn Spring-morning

I heard wild geese one morning

a spring-autumn-morning

honking—

To the north? To the south?

To the north! To the north!

A long way from here.



Deep in me lives something healthy
which no one can deny me
not even I—

From ‘Non Serviam’, 7945, translated from the Swedish by BRITA
STENDAHL, ADRIENNE RICH and PATRICIA DOUBELL

POEM FOUR Anne Goossens

Bats flying

Through blind alleys of despair
Like sorrows strike and flutter
Against the hard prism of the mind.

Pain with thin wailing arrows,
Clean lines converging to points,
Pierces the tranquil surface

Of all limpid quietude.

Grey pigeons, grey rain;
Soft falls the curtain of oblivion

- Across the curling wound—
Discreet and gentle as myriad hope.

COMMUNICATION Marcella Salzer

The surgeon asked ‘What are you reading ¢’
‘An anthology of dramatic criticism,’

I said. “Who is it by ?’

‘It’s an anthology,’ I repeated:

Smiling: “Who wrote it?’

What does one say? Explain?

What an anthology is? To a doctor?

A man of learning ?

(He’s only a Mister—clot. True,

You have no secret from nurses and doctors,
But they don’t make you display your ignorance.)
‘What you want is a nice book,’ sister said,
And she brought Reveille—or was it Parade?
What does one say? Nothing.

Every word is an explosive

Widening the gap between person and person.
Be patient, patient. Alone.



