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Ur Partitur

Han sade:

— Vad som har hint har hint
Om det vet vi nigot

Vad som skall hinda skall hinda
Aven om det vet vi nigot

i kraft av vad som har hint
Men om det som hinder

nu

kan vi ingenting veta

I den punkten av Tiden
verkar blott Odet

och blott i den punkten!

Friga Konungens skara av likare
friaga hans astrologer
fraga ministrarna

muta kammartjinarna, miktigare in ministrar . ..

Inte en hans barberare vet!

Du iir sandkornet

och pi detta obestindiga

skall jag bygga min dken

Du iir modern som iir jungfru

och pi spegeln som hinger under dict hjirta
skall jag kinna igen mig sjilv

Du iir den ilskande

Jag har sagt dig: Lit oss byta roller

Du svarade: Nej

men jag vaknade

med tvi klingande ringar om min ankel

From Pardtur

He said:

— What has happened has happened
Of that we know something
What will happen will happen
Of that too we know something
by virtue of what has happened
But of that which is happening
now

we can know nothing

In that point of Time

only Fate is at work

and only in that point!

Ask the King's crowd of doctors
ask his astrologers
ask the ministers

bribe the valets, more powerful than ministers . . .

Not even his barber knows!

You are the grain of sand

and on this unstable thing

I shall build my desert

You are the mother who is a virgin

and in the mirror hanging beneath your heart
I shall recognise myself

You are the lover

I have said to you: Let us change roles
You answered: No

but [ awoke

with two jingling rings round my ankle
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Ur En rost

Sannerligen! Jag ir ett underligt grekiskt djur
eller ett djur till vilket grekerna
linat gestalt frin tviflodslandet:

en get med minniskohuvud

kroppen ir mager och néjd med litet
torra strian, lite vatten

huvudet tinker pi mycket

tinker i kala bergsidor

Med trekantig blick

betraktar jag dessa volymer

bunden till min sega kropp

Pan har jag Svervunnit

OCI'I Satyrerna

Lingesen, lingesen kom jag ur skogar
som inte mer finns

Ingenting mer kan géra mig skada

utom en torka som vore av omitligt djup
Ingen kan iita mig

Inga fysiska smirtor har lingre betydelse
Jag iir piskad till seghet

till senighet

Dér jag maste jag sjilvdd

Det ger mig mitt grubbel djup

Det ger mig rymdens vemod

hiir diir jag stir och betrakear

nigra fi grisstrin

som vixer vid randen av briddjupet
Hade jag bara mitt ansiktes tvenne fotter
skulle jag svindla

men jag har fyra

och envetenhet att inte ge upp

1965

From A Voice

Yes — I'm a strange Greek animal

or one to whom the Greeks

gave shape from the land of the two rivers:
a goat with human head

the body lean and content with little
dry straws, a little water

the head thinks of much

thinks with bare cliff-sides

With a three-cornered gaze
Observing these volumes

bound to my tough body

Pan [ have overcome

and the satyrs

Long ago, long ago I came from woods
that no longer exist

Nothing more can harm me

but a drought unfathomably deep

No-one can eat me

Physical pains have no longer any meaning
I am whipped to toughness

to wiriness

If I die it must be by natural death

That gives depth to my ruminations

That gives me the melancholy of space
here where I stand watching

a few blades of grass

growing at the precipice edge

Had I only the two feet that belong to my face
I would turn dizzy

but I have four

and the stubbornness not to give up

1965
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Ur En rést

Havet ir den stérste skulptéren

Havet ir det stdrste juveleraren

Havet och déden

Det finns ingen sten s kantig

att inte havet slipar den rund

eller mal den till sand

eller @nnu finare stoft

Havet féder koraller och skimrande viisen

onda och goda

Det féder ljusdunkel och ytans glitter

och djupets mérker

Déden utslitar ont och gott

Det finns inget si kantigt 6de att det inte utslitas av déden
Havet som andas, som suckar utanfér mitt fonster
Dir jag ligger med déden i hjirtat

vintande sjustjirnans nedging

1965

Nir sag man nagonsin en blickfisk

frivilligt krila upp pé en strand

Nej, en storm kastade honom dit

med tusen armar kastade stormen honom dit
Han sjilv, med bara dtta armar

Men fér varje arm etthundraen sugvirtor
dirtill tva 6gon, hudpapiller etthundranittio
eller fler. Och di havet blommade

for honom — dirtill en kénslem

Det blir etttusenett armar mot havets tusen

Kirlek och vild, lust och rov, och iter lust

Uppkastad pi strand insuper han vildsamt

sitt liv, sin déd medan segerarmen fortvinar

Minskor som gir forbi kallar honom paverkad

"Fér méanga sugvirtor”, siger de, "'fér manga intryck”
De siiger: "Han tal inte den friska luften”

Kanske for att de sjilva inte til salt vatten?

De glémmer 8gonen och den ett-tusen-enda armen
den udda lemmen,

1966

From A Voice

The sea is the greatest sculptor
The sea is the greatest jeweller
The sea and death
There is no stone so jagged
the sea won’t rub it smooth
or grind it to sand
or finer
The sea gives birth to corals and shimmering creatures
evil and good
It gives birth to chiaroscuro and surface glitter
and deep dark
Death smoothes out evil and good
There is no fats so jagged it is not worn smooth by death
The sea that breathes, that sighs outside my window
Where I lie with death in my heart i
waiting for the Pleiades to set
1965

When did you see a cuttlefish

willingly crawl ashore

No, a storm threw him there

with a thousand arms the storm threw him there
He himself, with only eight arms

But for each arm a hundred and one suckers,

then two eyes, papillae: a hundred and ninety

or more. And when the sea flowered

for him — a male limb too

That makes a thousand and one arms against the sea’s thousand

Love and violence, pleasure and prey, and pleasure again
Thrown on the sand he vehemently inhales

his life, his death while the victory arm withers

Passing humans call him *“influenced”

“Too many suckers,” they say, *too many impressions”
They say: “He can’t stand the fresh air”

Perhaps because they can’t stand the salt water?

They forget the eyes and the thousand-and-first arm

the extra limb

1966
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Ur En rést

Vad bryr jag mig om Fursten av Emghion eller icke Emghion

Vad bryr jag mig om sultaner, kejsare eller den allminna berémdheten
Jag ir blind

Den lilla godhet jag kan kinna

ir att plocka med fingrarna bland nigra doftande blad

medan jag vintar pi henne

som skall komma och ricka mig ett bréd att iita

1965

From A Voice

What do I care about the Prince of Emghion or not Emghion
What do I care about sultans, emperors or universal fame

I am blind

The little goodness I can feel

is to pluck with my fingers among some fragrant leaves
while I wait for her

who will come and hand me some bread to eat
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Ur Samtal under jorden 1-25

Han sitter pa en bink i det férgingna

Jag tog dej fér en annan

nir du kom i den brinnande trappan.
Din skugga sig ut som en mistermans,
Jag ir fértrogen med bilan, ser du.
Hade den dag efter dag i strupen

en utdragen halshuggning. Minad f6r méinad.

Bédeln mictade illa, tyckte

jag kunde skiljas frin singen inda.

Jag vigrade.

Han gav mej en plats hir medan jag levde.

Bilan lyftes himmelshégt.

Hans halssenor spindes som snéren.
Den svettiga bréstkorgen skalv,

Jag sig Stockholm titna kring mej

diir jag lig pa den knageliga gatstenen.,
Jirntorgets jiktade skaror

limnade plats f6r koleradringar och knektar
gesiller, bodjintor, timmermin,

En stad som bir sitt férlorade i sej

stod bjod éver mej och gav mej sin kraft.
Bilan f&ll.

Jag vigrade.

Aldrig var singen mera min egen,

En natt i mars gav han upp.

Nu kan jag réra mej fritt.

Som du hér pi de andra

ar min dialekt redan gingbar hir.

Ar valvet fér laga f6r sing, menar du?
Det iir det som gér singen méjlig.
Om du avstar din h&rsel

hér du den hiftiga musiken.

From Conversations underground 1-25

He’s sitting on a bench in the past

I took you for another

when you came in the burning stairway.

Y our shadow looked like an axeman’s.

I am familiar with the axe, you see.

Had it day after day in my throat

a prolonged beheading. Month after month.
The executioner aimed badly, thought

I could be parted from the song all the same.
I refused. :

He gave me a place here while I lived.

The axe was lifted sky-high.

His neck sinews tautened like string.

His sweaty chest was trembling,

I saw Stockholm closing round me

where I lay on the rough paving stones.

The harried crowds of Iron Square

made way for some ch olera-churls and soldiers,
journeymen, shopmaids, carpenters.

A city which carried its lost within itself
stood bowed over me and gave me its strength.
The axe fell.

I refused.

Never was the song more my own.

One night in March he gave up.

Now I can move freely.

As you hear from the others

my dialect is already current here.

Are the vaults too low for song, you mean?
That’s what makes the song possible.
You’ll hear the fierce music

if you renounce your listening,

61



