Gunnar Ekelof
translated by Robin Fulton

Oecus

? It happens sometimes when | lie unable to sleep
?:HQJEPHS:V?:;QS g:::rtthl;'%izz?: blossom? on my bed with paws of bronze, under the silent lamp
Tell me. so I'll know tfgat I hear the slaves padding and whispering close by—
hat a blossoming desert looks like didn't the heavy shadowy curtain stir just now ?
i | have seen the desert blossom Are they conferring if they dare venture in
It was like the blind man's face dar_e attack me? | am here as a stranger
when with his hand he felt something while they belong to the house. But perhaps they don't dare
hich his mouth remembered. because | am a living being, because Oecus
Lt the family apartment, is forbidden to them and holy ?
Perhaps it's the major domo padding out there:
The raised whispering—someone in the crowd is obstinate
calmed by an assurance.—Shuffling steps and silence
I gather the long-since ruined covers around me
and wait. Didn't the curtain stir again ?
Or the lamp flicker ? But what kind of draught can there be
in this closed house ? | am here only
as a refugee. Did someone open the door, wanting something ?
Sometimes when | waken up from my sleep or dozing
itis as if someone had just touched me, as if
someone clumsily tried to stroke me on the hand.
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Heard in dream, '63, the 15th of the autumn month by night:
‘You are lying sleeping in a bottomless tomb—'

Half wakened by these words, neither asleep nor wholly awake
the marble casket now comes into sight more clearly
shadowed and gleaming whitely, with some clear details
first the rough-hewn insides, two long, two short:

The stone cutter has not gone to much trouble here
everywhere chisel marks can be seen, the corners are round
All his skill seems to have been devoted to the outside
There are fruits flowers birds dolphins ox-skulls

fragments also of myths, two forms in shells

each holding overhead a billowing veil

| search for my name—then it strikes me with the clear
logic of dream that since the casket has no bottom

it lacks a top as well. And whoever is resting there

lies with his back against Nothing and his face towards Nothing.

Only the field of force of the four walls holds the sleeper
floating between the plain interior's compulsion to deny
and the myth-adorned exterior's power to demand—
Jungfru, O Atokos, when this field of force breaks

in the dream let me be neither reborn nor begotten
What was before this has no scars from chisels.

What is hereafter has no fruits and flowers.

Ghazal

To live one's life with an Angel, alone, secluded in Night
is to see light in a keyhole and to be oneself No-one
To live without angels is to have keys in the locks
not to see Day, to be jostled, to kiss hands and be no-one
Healer! You, you had the sharpest knife of all
your hand did not tremble when you cut away All from No-one!
This stone pile was my house. It had one chamber
windowless, one keyhole without key. No-one
troubled himself how or when | was away:
Occupied as they were in dividing the sheep it concerned
no-one
but when the quarrelling was over and they'd drunk themselves
stupid
and fired their guns in the air over the Square, there was no-one
who did not remember it was a year and a day since he'd seen me
At the market there was some loss for all, gain for no-one
| had vanished. They thought my dwelling was a storehouse
for what they'd lost or played away. There was no-one
who did not creep round my plot and at night try all
the keys they could lay hands on in the keyhole—no-one
who did not go muttering to himself with his eyes dark
or raucously bawling me out like a sheep-thief. No-one
who did not stoop down and try to see what was in
the darkness in the keyhole, or in the soot of the smoke-hole.
And no-one
said a word when they tore down my house and dug up the floor
That the door was not locked but opened outwards, no-one
realised
and that one keyhole without a key was all | possessed
both living and when the Angel took me, no-one suspected.
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