I remember only that A*** grinned as usual

meant when it did not mean P. B. Shelley). Of course, much could f and that M*** turned in his grave

be learned of an objective nature, and much was learned. What- — maybe in 3000 years

ever else it was, my generation was not, is not, unaware of give or take a few

poetic technique. Even the outer ranges of poetic effect seemed to ‘ it will be your high portion, poet

be available often enough in those days, as they are available to enter with your soul

today. The limitations of the period were not technical but largely into the diffident flowers that are left

concerned the availability of material. One’s material was the ’ while for you, thinker, is reserved

self. The rest was either not there or too dangerous to monkey ] the rewarding task

with. History passed by like Emerson’s days and no trace remained of being morning’s and evening’s engineer

on the poetry. (This is more or less the case at present). It was to hew out of the clouds’ careers

not that poets did not try on those foreign singing robes. There blocks of umber, rose, wine-red, sapphire

were tries at the war, at the bomb, at the quality of life in a and build them to ever higher

machine-culture; there were tries at all of the forbidden subjects. shifting, forever vacillating pedestals

But nothing came of these tries. The poetic “climate” did not per- for the star which is forever on its way

mit the wearinoe of a cond manv <ineine rohes. T exnect this is (from Strountes)
II

But it was in another place I learned

the lower world’s horrors:

Here is the lower world’s smile

Here are minutes and seconds

and the bright band between sea and sky

Here is the short catastrophe and the short outburst of joy
But you, where are you, Sorrow

TWO POEMS that one could throw himself into the sea for?

The night comes and the moon goes up

I open all the windows

I know that she who is at my side loves me

but is it really she

1 (from Strountes)

In dream have I met

the higher apparition )
which will be required: the progressive
Atom critic

— what was it he said

talking of the music of the future

and the resounding revolution-series wandering
from nothing to everything and back again?

GUNNAR EKELOF

(translated by Muriel Rukeyser and Leif Sjoberg from the Swedish)
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