SWEDEN

Tired of All Noble Love

GUNNAR EKELOF

Tired of all noble love

sobbings, troth and truth —

trust me, I know your prosody!

You, a disgrace to our wanting spccics

......... harmting all tha ominting ~arma
squuluus, uauuuus ali Wiv Ziuldidiig COImners

so that we waltz like thin, tine-down pitchforks
around a crate of salt

around a Christmas-tree of peat-litter

while licking cow-tongues bind green crowns for us

to some phallic maypole wound with ensilage of clover

Who wants the crown in the round?

Who sets a wreath on the threshing?

Well, you do when you lower

your latest Christmas-poem secretly into a black claque
while deep in the dark grave

fervently avid worms tie on the bib

believing blindly in a snow-white rabbit

that you shall lift by the ears —

Allagazam! — and show us: Isn’t the bib scribbled full?
Well, sure! What verses for good babies are written there?
There stands it written that the pitcher goes

so long to the well that the water splits.

Translated by Muriel Rukeyser and Leif Sjéberg
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