Gunnar Ekelof

The Tale of Fatumeh

Translated by W. H. Auden and Leif Sjoberg

Five times I saw the Shadow

And greeted her as we passed,

But the sixth time

In a narrow alley of the lower city
Suddenly she stood before me
Barring my way

And began to revile me

In the coarsest language

Then she asked:

"Why have you rejected me?

Why have you not lain with your Shadow ?
Am I so repulsive?”

To which I answered:

“How can a man lie with his Shadow?
It is customary

To let it walk two paces behind him
Until the evening.”
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She smiled scornfully

And pulled her black shaw] tighter about her face:
"And after sunset?”

"Then a wanderer has two shadows,

One from the lantern he has just left behind him
And one from the lantern he is just approaching:
They keep changing places.”

She smiled scornfully and laid her hand on the neighboring wall:

"“Then I am not your Shadow ?”’

[ said: "I do not know whose shadow you are”
And meant to walk on

But, lifting her hand, she showed its black impression
[n the moonlight on the white wall

And said again:

“Then I am not your Shadow 2"

To which I answered:

"I see who you are,

It is for you to take me

Not for me to take you.”

She smiled scornfully, “Beloved,” she said
"At your place? Or at mine?”

“At yours,” I answered.
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End of Tale about Fatumeh

"Beloved, shall we meet at your place or at mine ?”

So echoed her mocking question in the Night.

“At yours!” So echoed his mocking answer.

One more they wandered through the Night,

Far out of the City, far beyond the suburbs.

Over the oasis gardens, up out of the Night,

The red dawn rose. Further on the road

Lost itself in the sand. As the Sun climbed higher out of the Night
The Moon turned pale. The Sun cast darker shadows.

As it set they came to her place. In the Night

All roads had vanished. They lay down beside each other.
Beneath him nothing was to be seen of her Shadow,

But when they shifted positions as lovers will,

Nothing was to be seen under his Shadow

Thus the Night became a Day and the Day again a Night,
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Myron Turner

Occult Diary

January 3rd.

. . . Everything tastes and smells of Celery. When I take off my shirt at
night it smells of Celery. What can it be? My (chastity), my celibacy?
January 13th, Sunday.

. . . (First telepathic ‘intercourse’ with B.) When she appeared tele-
pathically during the night I 'possessed’ her. Incubus.

[annary 14th, Monday.

Passed two ladies in the street. . . . A smell of Celery. (lascviousness).

February 17th, Sunday.

Night before: . . . A walk in Djurgarden, A flag was hoisted on Skansen.
Two dogs made much of me. Read in Stokholm’s Dagblad the words ‘Love
is best.'

. .. The smell of incense, which succeeded that of Celery and had become
nauseating, is less strong today.

AUGUST STRINDBERG, From an Occult Diary

I

Celery and incense
odors of the mind

or mind-smells?
what are these fumes
flocks

wisping in the distance

gulls at their graceful
turning points of price
windblown at a dead

stop
feathery spiders touching across
her cheek (the scent, the feel of plum-blossom)
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