Gunnar Ekelof
EN ANGEL BESOKER MIG VARJE NATT

En iingel besiker mig varje natt

Han rycker mig ur siangen av smirta
till en smirta av gliadje

som blir en glidje av smirta

storre an den jag hade—

—Hur kom du in i denna cell?

—Jag mutade viiktaren

mitt sallskap vaktar dérute. . .

—>5a fick jag den natten ett sillskap
som var ensamt

Hans drikt var en resandes

som firdats lang vig

Och jag, en furstes dotter

vet vad som passar sig:

Ett bad! Jag gjorde mina égon tll ett bad
Rena klader! Jag gav honom min syn
Nagot att dricka! Jag gjorde mitt blod till en dryck
Att dta! Han ndjde sig inte med mindre
dn mitt hjirta

Han limnade mig bradstértat, utan tack
mer ensam #n nagonsin

Han sade mig inte sitt namn

men jag visste det

darfor att han visste mitt!

Det ar, pa ett fraimmande sprék:

Jag ér den som kommer tillbaka

Pé hans sprak heter jag:

Jag dr hon som viintar.
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Gunnar Ekelof
AN ANGEL VISITS ME EACH NIGHT

An angel visits me each night

He draws me from my bed of pain

to a pain of joy

which becomes a joy of pain

greater than that I had—

—How did you get into this cell?

—I bribed the watchman

my company’s keeping watch outside. . .
—So that night I had company

which was lonely

His dress was that of a traveller

who has journeyed a long road

And 1, a prince’s daughter

know what is fitting:

A bath! I made my eyes into a bath
Clean clothes! I gave him my sight
Something to drink! I made my blood into a drink
To eat! He contented himself with no less
than my heart

He left me abruptly, without thanks
more lonely than ever

He did not tell me his name

but I knew it

because he knew mine!

It is, in a foreign tongue:

I am he who returns

In his tongue I am called:

I am she who waits.
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Gunnar Ekelof
EN TIGGARE SADE

En tiggare sade:

—P4 pilgrimsfird frén ett land i séder

gjorde en prins, en sommardag, for att undfly hettan

med sitt folje en fird till en 6de 6 ut i havet

néra kusten. Han sékte svalkan av vinden i havet

Alla spridde sig éver én fér att bese dess under:

Tridens frukter liknade dgon och léven éron av getter

Varje klippa gav, nir man ropade, svar som en kvinna

Detta forvirrade dem i sitt ropande efter varandra

och efter prinsen, och som de inte fann nagot vatten

gick de tillbaka till batarna, drack ur skinnen

vatten och avligset vin, sen gick de tillbaka sékande

Men nu blundade frukterna, getléven hingde slokande

och nir de ropade fanns ingen klippa som svarade

Prinsen ensam hade pa 6n kommit fram till en killa

druckit sig otorstig, och i sin lust efter svalka

doppat sitt huvud ett égonblick, tvatt hander och fétter

Nir han sdg upp fran den kyliga ytan, sig som férut

frukternas gon pa honom, l6ven lyssnade, klipporna

svarade pa hans ensamma rop med kvinnliga réster

Nir han kom ner till stranden var de som f61jt honom
borta

Dir fanns vitnade knotor, torkade vinskinn, en rutten
skinnbat

som kunde lagas med skinn och knotor. Han nédde kusten

omsom roende, dsande, paddlande med ett dskar
Ingenting fanns av den stad han nyss hade lamnat
Han gick vidare, kom till en stad som han hért om

namnde sitt namn och land och frégade efter sitt sillskap

De som hérde hans fragor blinkade forst och skrattade
nickade, slog sig pa knéna och sade: “Dir dr han!”
Men vid porten till Djamin fann han en tiggare

som strickte fram sin hand, fick ett mynt och berittade
om en furste som en gang férsvann med hela sitt f6lje—
han visste inte nir men hade hort av sin farfarsfarfar

Sedan strickte han ater fram handen: Han kunde beriitta

22

Gunnar Ekelof
A BEGGAR SAID

A beggar said:

—One summer day, to escape the heat

a prince on pilgrimage from a land in the south

went with his company to a desolate isle in the sea

nedr the coast. He sought the coolness of the sea-wind
They all dispersed over the island to look at its wonders:
The fruit on the trees were like eyes and the leaves like goat-ears
When they called, each rock answered like a woman
This bewildered them as they called after each other

and after the prince, and finding no water

they returned to the boats, from the skins drank

water and foreign wine, then returned, seeking

But now the fruits were closed, the goat-leaves drooped
and when they called no rock answered

The prince had reached a spring on the island alone
quenched his thirst, and in his hunger for coolness
dipped his head for a moment, washed his hands and feet
Looking up from the chill surface he saw as before

the eyes of the fruit on him, the leaves listened, the rocks
answered his lonely calls with womanly voices

When he came down to the shore his company had gone
There were whitened bones, dried wine-skins, a rotten skin-boat
that could be mended with skins and bones. He reached the coast
alternately rowing, scooping, paddling with a bailer
Nothing existed of the town he had just left

He went further, came to a town he had heard of

gave his name and country and asked for his friends
Those who heard his questions blinked first and laughed
nodded, slapped their knees and said: “There he is!”

But by the gate to Djamin he found a beggar

who reached out his hand, took a coin and told

of a prince who once vanished with all his company—

he didn’t know when but had heard it from his grandfather’s grandfather

Then he reached out his hand again: He could tell



om hur prinsen i sagan aterkom ensam, utan sitt félje
och maste fraga sig fram, och ingen da levande
kinde hans rike eller hans fursteslakt. Forvanad
tyckte sig prinsen hora sin saga inda fran bérjan!
Tiggaren strackte fram handen: Detta &r sanning!
Men inte hela sanningen. Furste, du skall ga vidare
och héra samma saga berattas om samma furste
som pa en o i havet druckit ur en fértrollad killa
Dricka av vattnet ar hundra ar. Att doppa sitt huvud
ar tusen. Att tviatta hinder och fétter r intet.

Prinsen gav honom annu ett tredje mynt och ténkte i stillhet:

Ingen kan siga mitt namn, ingen kénner mitt ansikte
Allt vad de vet &r att jag alltid kommer tillbaka.

Gunnar Ekelof
HON SADE

Hon sade:

—Mota dig ar min trést och min enda tanke
Langsam dod har dagen varit. Jag vintar Natten

da jag far hora din rost: Jag ar pa vég, jag kommer!
Da jag far héra rosten av dig: Jag ar néra dorren!
Lagg dig rak med armarna utefter kroppens sidor
Andas djupt och hdj brésten. Mitt hjartas hjarta
min tankes tanke, lat allting sjunka till botten!

Sjil av min sjal, var uppmérksam pa vad som hander:
Det knakar i dorren. Rattornas gnagande tystnar
Dérren stdr pa vid gavel, murarna viker at sidan
som for ett vinddrag. Jag vilar i luft, i det fria

Han star bredvid. Han lutar sig, sanker sitt dga

in i mitt blundande 6ga. Jag ser pa dess insida
skuggan av honom. Stunden med honom har kommit
med synen av honom, med honom sjaly har den kommit.

how the prince in the story returned alone, without his company
and had to ask his way, and no one then living

knew his kingdom or his princely line. Astonished

the prince took the whole story to be his own!

The beggar reached out his hand: This is the truth!

But not the whole truth. Prince, you shall go farther

and hear the same story told of the same prince

who on an island in the sea drank from a charmed spring
Drinking the water is a hundred years. Dipping your head
is a thousand. Washing your hands and feet is nothing.
The prince gave him a third coin and calmly thought:

No one can tell my name, no one knows my face

All they know is that I'll always come back.

Gunnar Ekelof
SHE SAID

She said:

—DMeeting you is my solace and my one thought

Day has been slow and dead. I wait for Night

when I shall hear your voice: I'm on my way, I'm coming!
Then I shall hear your voice: I'm near the door!

Lie down straight with your arms along your sides
Breathe deeply and raise your breast. Heart of my heart
thought of my thought, let everything sink to the depths!
Soul of my soul, be attentive to what is happening:
There’s a creak at the door. The rats’ nibbling falls silent
The door stands wide open, the walls yield sideways

as if to a current. I rest in air, in the open

He stands beside me. He stoops, lowers his eye

into my closing eye. I see inside it

the shadow he throws. The hour with him has come

with my seeing of him, with his very self it has come.
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