Ur Vigvisare till underjorden

Ensam i tysta Natten

som ir den enda som jag nimner min!
Ensam i mérkret ett med pligan

se hur Dagen férstrédde frin Sanningen
Dagens Sanning ett regn av nalstick
mot hud hérsel och andra sinnen
Ensam i Natten sliss mot Sanningen—
I mérkret niirmar sig dess nalstick
dess vassa punkt av ljus, Och att det ir
rent spell — Ett regn av nilstick

gav mig Dagen. Kan man pliga

livet ur nigon? Hellre d4 Natten

vars stick ett enda, avg(‘irande

From A Guide to the Underworld

Alone in the quiet Night

the only time I call my own!

Alone in the dark, tied to pain

I see how the Day distracted from the Truth
The Day’s Truth: a rain of pinpoints

against skin, hearing and other senses

Alone in the Night fighting against the Truth—
Its pinpoint, its sharp peint of light

comes closer in the dark. And that this is
fair play!—The Day gave me

a rain of pinpoints. Can life be pained

out of you? Then let me have Night

whose sting, a single one, a decisive one

is aimed at the light of your eye, the jewel of your soul
is aimed at your heart’s being or not being—
You see the point coming close and you beat it aside

giller ditt &gas ljus, din sjils 6gonsten
giller ditt hjirtas vara eller icke vara —
Du ser hur udden nirmar sig och slar den at sidan
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Den nirmar sig iter, du parerar
Och mérkret tar emot dina utfall

gédmmer dem i sitt morka brést, dir kanske ett annat hjirta

slir sdrat — din spegelbild
i en spegelvirld,

It comes close again, you parry
And the darkness receives your lunges

hides them in its dark breast, where perhaps another heart

beats wounded—your mirror image
in a mirror-world.
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Nymfernas grotta

Det finns en grotta pi denna kust

itkomlig endast fran havet, nir det ir lugnt

en grotta med vassa stenar som triinger in i din rygg
en grotta med kvinnonamn klottrade pa viggarna
Hit har ﬁskarpnjkarnu fort sitt rov

Hit har de frimmande férlista litit sig foras
Féregingerskornas namn pa viiggen har 6kat kiittjan
Sannerligen, en offergrotta

Och dessa pojkar som skenbart likgiltiga rott dem forbi
och pekat: "Dir finns en grotta! " och dessa flickor
som litit sig ros och som stigit i land

har trott sig ensamma om sin hemlighet

eller niistan ensamma —

A, de har gott siillskap:

| alla tider en offergrotta

Lingesen stod hir andra namn

Urtida altaren av otuktad sten

har havet, niir det stormat, lingesen rasat ned

Men fér den scende framtrider, genomskinlig, i string skulptur

bilden av den naukna, den révade

opersonlig som horisontens klyfta diirute i grottans mynning

under forforaren med det opersonliga ansiktet
Ggon som inte siger annat in timjandets hégmod
den tagandes anonymitet, den tagnas

tagandets ;mnnymitct

Ritens anonymitet och gudens anonymiter —

Ty varje kvinna, vore hon aldrig si vil férséke,
forlorar hiir pa nytt sin jungfrudom

infér den opersonlige som ingenting siger,
opersonlig som horisonten du ser genom grottans dppning
dver hans rygg

Niir det iir éver

och han iir borta.

From A Guide to the Underworld

Cave of the Nymphs

There is a cave on this coast

accessible only when the sea is calm

a cave with sharp stones that press into your back

a cave with women’s names scrawled on the walls

Young fishermen have led their prey here

Strangers, shipwrecked, have been brought here

On the wall the names of women brought here before have made lust grow
Truly, a sacrificial cave

And these young men, who have feigned indifference, rowed them past
and pointed: “There’s a cave!”” and these girls

who let themselves be rowed and went ashore

believed themselves alone with their secret

or almost alone-

Oh, they are in good company:

For all time a sacrificial cave

Long ago other names were here -

Long ago a storming sea crashed down

ancient altars of undressed stone

But for the seer emerges, transparent, in rigid sculpture

the image of the naked woman, the ravished woman
impersonal as the horizon’s cleft out there in the cave’s mouth
under the seducer with'the impersonal face

eyes that speak nothing but the haughtiness of taming

the anonymity of the taker, of the taken

of the taking

The anonymity of the rite and the anonymity of the god—
For every woman, no matter how well tried,

loses her virginity here once again

before the impersonal one who says nothing,

impersonal as the horizon you see through the apening of the cave
over his back

When it is over

and he is gone.

Translator’s note: The Cave of the Nymphs’ is situated in a cliff
along the coast of Salerno. Since the ancient Greeks’ colonization
there, the coast of Salerno has also been called the ‘Coast of the
Sirens'.
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"Ge mig gifl att dé eller drémmar att leva”™ — Just nu
&nskar jag hellre iin drémmar att leva gift att d6
Skeppare utan besiittning, dirfor att alla

itit av lotus, blivit till svin, som jag vigrar befalla —
Ensam utmattad rorsman drevs ocksa jag i land

med dessa lik i lasten, pi en fér mig okiind strand

Ge mig vatten! Jag har linge druckit det salta

Ge mig vatten, ur nigon strém eller killa

Ge mig det trolska vatten som tvittar blodet av mig
Ge mig tillbaka den & dir jag sinktes i drémmar

Dir gick jag under frihetens ok i gyllne témmer

Den som strandat en ging i dess sugande skreva
kimpar inte med rodret, har inte hiinder att segla
Vad som fordras av honom ir att lira dem smeka —
Liksom fursten som en ging doppade huvudet i en kiilla
i ett Ggonblick kinde svindeln av tiden villa

ater i Tiden, 1001 ér tillbaka, ser jag dig spegla

dig i din blick, som ir min. S4 har jag strandat

hos den Nymf, som ger gift att dé eller drémmar att leva
Utan sjékort, utan stjirnor, med och mot strémmar
har jag strandat en ging pa den rédblondas 6.

From A Guide to the Underworld

“Give me poison to die or dreams to live” — Just now

more than dreams to live [ want poison to die

Captain without crew, for they all

have eaten of the lotus, turned to swine I refuse to command —
Alone, exhausted steersman, I too was driven ashore

on a beach strange to me, with these corpses as cargo

Give me water! I have had nothing but brine

Give me water from some stream or spring

Give me the magic water that will wash away the blood

Give me back the island where I was sunk in dreams

There I walked under freedom’s yoke, in golden reins

He who has once been stranded in its sucking cleft

doesn’t struggle with the rudder, hasn’t hands to sail

What he must do is teach them to caress—

Like the prince who once dipped his head in a spring

for one moment felt the vertiginous welling of time

back in Time, 1001 years back, I see you mirror

yourself in your glance that is mine. So have I been stranded
with the Nymph who gives poison to die or dreams to live
With no chart, with no stars, with and against currents

I have once been stranded on the island of the red-blonde nymph.

Translator’s Note: “Give me poison to die or dreams to live" is a
self-citation from a poem entitled apotheosis, which appeared in
Ekelof’s first book of poems sent pa jorden late on the earth (1932).
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Den svarta stranden

nalkas du drunknande

du tapprerav Thisos som dnnu simmar
Den svarta stranden nalkas dig

du drunknande

Nu fér dig Dyning mera framit

in simtagen — du tappre av Thisos
Dyningen fér dig framit. Kanske &r du
en redan drunknad, men du flyter dnnu
Dyningen fér dig framit, obeveklig

Du simmar inte lingre, du ir drunknad

du tappre av Thésos. Vind och vagor fér
ditt huvud nirmare den Svarta Stranden
diir det skall krossas mot den vassa klippan
Du drunknade av Thisos.

From A Guide to the Underworld

The black shore

you near it, drowning

bold one of Thisos, who keeps swimming
The black shore nears you

drowning one

Now the swell carries you farther

than the stroke—bold one of Thisos

The swell carries you forward. Perhaps you are
already drowned, but you keep floating

The swell carries you forward, inexorable.

You swim no longer, you are drowned

bold one of Thisos. Wind and waves carry
your head closer to the Black Shore

where it shall be dashed against the sharp rock
You drowned one of Th4sos.

Ekelsf's Note: “You bold one of Thésos.” Archilochus, even as
apostrophized in other poems.

Translator’s Note: The Greek lyric poet Archflochus, born at
Paros in the Cyclades, and active 700—650 BC, took part

in the colonization of Thasos, but was compelled to leave there.
Some attribute this to his having dropped his shield in battle,
others say it was due to the enemies he made with his satiric
and invective verse.
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I tratten som en annan florentinare beskrivit
fanns ett hil nedat. Dir sitter sen linge

varken Brutus, Cassius eller Lucifer

De har lingesen fallit bort frin det gudliga

hillet i Helvetet, De finns bortom

solen och manen, i stjirnhimlen, bortom

den provinsiella gudens minadspurgeringar

di han miste g nedfér trappor, i garderoben

f6r att sedan gi upp i himlen i fladdret av lampor
och héra samma opera

evigt

Vi ir ljusare in den Flugherre som nu regerar
valetaille hiirnere under den skiftande Niden —
Men jag vet vem det var du bar pi

Pannychis, ilskande natten igenom

Det var mig, Satan, oskyldig och den ikta sonen
inte den fadda férsonaren av begreppen

Dirtér att du var otrogen blev jag utsate pd marken
ammad av getter, fostrad av nédens herdar

Men en bortbyting togs som forstfodd

Prister, politiker tog makten av honom

Kanske var han god, men han misslyckades

Vad kan man géra it de obotligt troende

dem som tror att en ofelbarhet ir gémd i misslyckandet?
Han begick sjilvmord med andras hjilp. M vara!
Vilj i mérker din Stjirna, bland tusen fallna
Valet ir svirt bland sd minga, men har du lycka
di skall hon synas inom dig, inom sig se dig

si som den silverslant man funnit i sanden

och ni skall vara lika mot lika. Men detta ar sillsynt
Det rader ingen slump i stjirnornas virld

och inte i minskornas, o Trismegiste

och att gir vilse i mérkret, att vara ensam

ir vanligt iinda ner till férnedring

Pi denna vilsenhet bygger sin miktighet

de som jag avskyr.

From A Guide to the Underworld

In the funnel that another Florentine described
there's a hole at the bottom. There for a long time sit
neither Brutus, Cassius nor Lucifer

They have long since dropped out of the pious

hole in Hell. They are beyond

the sun and the moon, in the firmament, beyond

the provincial god’s monthly purgations

when he has to descend the stairs, in the cloakroom
and then ascend to heaven in the flickering of lamps
and hear the same opera

eternally

We are brighter than the Lord of the Flies who now rules
the valetaille down here under shifting Grace—

But I know who it was you carried

Pannychis, making love all night

It was me, Satan, innocent and the legitimate son

not the vapid redeemer of concepts

Because you were unfaithful I was exposed

suckled by goats, reared by necessity’s shepherds

But a changeling was taken as firstborn

Priests, politicians stripped him of his power

Perhaps he was good, but he failed

What can be done with the incurably faithful

those who believe that infallibility is hidden in failure?
He committed suicide with the help of others. So be it!
Choose your Star in darkness, among fallen thousands
The choice is difficult among so many, but if you're fortunate
it will be seen within you, inwardly see you

just like the silver coin found in the sand

and you will be equals. But this is unusual

Chance does not reign in the world of stars

or in the world of mortals, O Trismegfstc

and to get lost in the darkness, to be alone

is usual all the way down to humiliation

On this loss they build their majesty

those I abhor.

Ekelof’s note: “Pannychis”, Greek feminine pet name or nickname:
“the all night one”, someone who is ready for love (coitus) every
night or all through the night.
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Svartnade av kyssar dina 6gon

Du bortvinda! Svarta dina 8gon

som man berévat bide silvret och blicken
Obefintliga dina brost av silver

och mina egna hinder, svartnade av silver!
Jag ilskade Kirleken, jag ilskade

och férstod inte bittre

Var indi god mot mig, du stortade

Nu fattar jag

att dina dgon berdvade mig mina

Din mun tog frin mig mina kyssande lippar
som munnen av en spetilsk

Ostraffat kysser ingen en drabbad

en, med vit mask f6r ansiktet, ens pi hinden
Du lirde mig blunda genom att inte se dig
Du lirde mig se dig som den svarta masken ser
med kinseln, i det mérka, i det gémda
genom de mandelformade 8ppningarna

i den vita masken som déljer synen.

From A Guide to the Underworld

Blackened by kisses your eyes

You who are turned away! Black your eyes
that they stripped of both silver and gaze
Vanished your breasts of silver

and my own hands, blackened by silver!

I loved Love, I loved

and understood no better

Be good to me nonetheless, fallen one
Now I comprehend

that your eyes stripped me of mine

Your mouth took my kissing lips from me
like the mouth of a leper

Unpunished, no one kisses a smitten man

with a white mask before his face, not even on his hand
You taught me to close my eyes by not seeing you
You taught me to see you as the black worm sees

by feeling, in the dark, in the hidden
through the almond-shaped openings
in the white mask that veils sight.
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