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Preface
By Oliver Tambo

  

Olof Palmc was in the prime of life. On the 28 Febru-

ary 1986, in what can only described as a senseless act

of cold-blooded murder, he yielded his life to an

assassin’s bullet.

And the world mourned.

We who knew him and those who had but heard of

him still mourn. The pain and anguish live on within

us. Yet life must go on.

How docs one make sense of Olof Palmc‘s death?

We South Africans are accustomed to death. Bruta-

liscd by tyranny, we are learning that death has its

own dignity. That has only become possible in the

furnace ol‘ struggle which has taught us that the very

act 0i~ dying has moaning il‘ it is linked to 21 future —

so that others may live. But Sweden knows this. So

much ol‘ the world cndurcd‘ resisted and survived

Na/i tyranny.

Thct'c is more to life than thc \my one dies. It is the

way one has lived onc‘s life.

0101‘ l’almc became a l'ricnd ol‘ the South African

people. chdcn gave birth to him and the conscience

of chdcn mudc him the friend he was to us.

0101' l’ztlmc was it man of pcztcc. He took his les-

sons not only l'mm Shetlcn's past but also from thc

anti—coloniul struggles of peoples around the world to

give shape to his quest for peace 0n the world stage.

How do wc thread togcthcr his friendship to peo—

ples struggling against colonialism, his abiding repug—

nancc l‘or apartheid and his mission for peace?

Whatever the peculiarities ol‘ our peoples, whatever

the specifics ol‘ our struggles, there is an enduring
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Férord
AV Oliver Tambo

 

Olof Palme stod p51 siII livs hO'jdpunkt. Den 28 feb—

ruari 1986 dog han av en mO'rdares kulor, i vad som

bara kan beskrivas som ett meningslést och kallblo-

digt mord.

Och varlden sOI‘jde.

Vi som kande honom och de som blott hOrt [alas

om honom sérjer Em. Smértan och véndan lever vida-

re inom oss. Likval méste livet gé vidare.

Hur skapar man négon mening med Olof Palmes

déd?

Vi sydafrikancr éir vana vid dO‘den. Under tyranners

brutalitet har vi lért att déden har sin egen vérdighet.

Den lardomen vann vi ur kampens eld som ocksé lar-

dc 055 an sj'alva ddden har en mening 0m den fO'r-

binds med framtiden — sé att andra féir leva. Men

Sverigc vet detta. En sél stor del av vérlden utstod,

motstod och évcrlevde nazismens tyranni.

Liver 211' mcr an det satt p51 vilkct man dér. Del éir

dct 52111 p51 vilket man har levt.

Olof Palme blev en van till deI sydafrikanska fol—

ket. Sverige fO'dde honom och det var Sveriges medve—

tenhet som gjordc honom till den van han var fér oss.

Olof Palme var en fredens man. Han [0g lardom in—

IC enbart av Sveriges historia utan 'aven av folkens an-

tikoloniala kamp varlden Over dé han gav form in sin

fredsbudskap p51 varldens sccn.

Hur fér vi hams t‘randskap med folkens kamp mot

kolonialismen, hans bcstéende avsky ini‘Or apartheid

och hans frcdsslriivan alt géi ihop?

Vilka sérdrag véra folk an mé ha, vilken s'arpréigel

vér kamp in far, har livct findél CII bcstziende Iema: 2m



theme to life: that through our struggles we seek to

realise the fullness of humanity that is the property of

man.

()lot‘ Palmc strode along that path.

Lindiwc Mabuza is a South African who has given her

life to the service of the South African struggle. She

serves as Chief Representative in Sweden of the Afri-

can National Congress and over the years has come to
know many Swedes, not least, Olofand Lisbet Palme.

She is also a poet of no mean repute — a very South

African poet, who often speaks of the agony and the

anguish, and of thc majesty and fortitude of our

South African people in struggle.

I am greatly honoured to introduce these poems
which she has dedicated to our departed friend and
brother, Olof Palme.

Poetry has a special way of blending passion with
truth. i like to think that the poems in this collection
are a tribute not only to Olot‘ Palmc and his life — to
thc.chdish people. but also to the enduring bonds
that bind our two peoples in our search for the realisa—
tion of man‘s humanity to mam,

Oliver R Tumlm

President. ANC



vi genom vér kamp sOker uppné den m'ansklighetens

mognad som tillkommer ménniskan.

Olof Palme fO‘ljde den végen.

Lindiwe Mabuza air en sydafrikan som har vigt sitt liv

ét den sydafrikanska kampen. Hon Ijéinstgér som

chefsrepresentant fér ANC i Sverige och har genom

éren l‘art karma ménga svenskar, inte minst Olof och

Lisbet Palme.

Hon 2r ocksé poet av icke ringa anseende — en

mycket sydafrikansk poet som OfIa talar 0m sm'artan

och véndan och om den sjalsliga styrkan och stolta

héllningen hos vért sydafrikanska folk i kamp.

Det ér mig en stor éira att imroducera dessa poem

som hon har tillagnat vért bortgéngne van och bro-

der, Olof Palme.

Poesi blandar pé ett sareget 52m lidelse och sanning.

Jag tilltalas av tanken alt denna samling poem utgér

en hyllning inte blott till Olof Palme och hans liv —

till det svenska folket — utan ocksé till de varaktiga

band som fOrenar véra folk i str'avan att uppné man-

niskok'arlek mellan folken.

Oliver R Tambo

President, ANC



 
”H‘ the I'L‘\I 01‘ the “01'“ LlL‘CiLiC\. 11ml upzu‘lhcid
ix m hc ulmlixhcd, lhc \ulcm \\ill dimppczn’.”
()/()_/‘ l’u/IHU

lhc piglm‘c \\ ill] ()liwr lnmho and ()101' l’ulmc
\\Ll\ taken :11 Ihc “S“cdixh l’coplc‘x Parliament
aguinxt .r\p;1r1hcid” on 2| l'chruzn')‘ 1986 in
Smcklmlm.

6



avskat‘t‘a apartheid SE1 kx nmcr aparthcid alt

{Orsvinnaf'

0le Pu/mc

Bildcn med ()liwr Tambo och ()lot~ Pulmc mgx

\‘id den ”SVcnska folkrikxdugcn mot umm—

hcid" den 21 l‘cbruuri 1986 i Stockholm. 



 

Olof Palme
By Lindiwe Mabuza

 

I wanted to say

Today you know what we always know

I wanted to say

Take our hand

Feel our pulse when it’s not easy

But your embrace was all around

Already saying with your eyes

Between you and us

Nothing will change

Sowing calm and solace

I wanted to say

We know this moment

This goodbye without and

I wanted 10 say something

But you wcrc already Ihcrc saying

But how do you take this every time
When once is too many

So you do remember [hosc

Everyday blood—pools on Soweto dirt roads
You do remember

Ncw—blood Solomon Muhlungu

Youngblood Benjamin Moloisc
'l‘hc l\vlorol\'u Ihrcc

Bullets piercing black l'lcsh

’l‘hc noose around sol‘l necks

I wanted to say more

I wanted to \11)‘



  

Olof Palme
AV Lindiwe Mabuza

  

Jag ville saga

i dag vet ni det vi alltid vetat

jag ville saga

ta vér hand

kénn vér puls n'ar dct 2r svérl

men er omfamning var redan déir

och era Ogon som 5a

mellan er och oss

ska ingeming éndras

sédd av lugn och IrOst

Jag ville saga

vi kénner det hair égonblickel

delta farval utan slut

jag ville saga négot

men ni fanns I‘edan déir och 521

hur stér ni ut \r'arjc géng

nér en géng 'ar f(‘jr myckel

Sé ni minns alltsé

var dags blodpélar p51 Sowclos smutsiga va‘gar

ni minns 21111551

Solomon Mahlangus nya blod

Bsnjamin Moloises unga blod

de Ire Morokas

kulor 50m Irangcr genom svart kO'tI

snaran rum mjuka nackar

jag ville saga mer

Jag ville saga

\
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Palmc leaves you proud

Leaves the world torches

I wanted to command JUSTICE

I wanted to snatch EQUALITY

I wanted to cry FREEDOM

Then i wanted to sing PEACE

For this goodbye without end

I wanted to give you something

To swallow this horror

Just to say so loudly

ln dumb-t‘olded times

Our folded arms numbcrlcss dumbfounded

manifold mean

We are deep inside your grief

lt stings us more than words can tell

Because when the scroll unrolls

And those names are tolled, untold, but boldly

Written with his life his blood

Ask Vietnam Nicaragua Angola Mozambique

Guinca—Bissau Zimbabwe

Ask ANC PLO SWAPO El Salvador

For answers in the golden numc

Of this simple man — and —

They will say, singing they will want to say
The people live.

I wantcd to say more

This

Today we know what WC didn‘t know
We know what we must learn

From these comforting hands you extend

Today you wear this suffering
So serenely

Like that couple bcl‘orc the altar
Makingy their vows

For life to blossom

I just wanted to say thank you
For the son you gave our world

As our soldiers present arms

10



Palme lémnar er stolta

léimnar véirlden facklor

jag ville beordra RATTVISA

jag ville slita 2°11 mig JAMLIKHET

jag ville vréla FRIHET

och jag ville sjunga FRED

Over detta farval utan slut

Jag ville ge er négot

551 Hi skulle orka svéilja fasan

bara genom art saga hOgI

i munkavletider

\‘éra slutna famnar orékneliga f‘Orstummade

méngfaldiga betyder

att vi firms djupt inne i er sorg

det svider i 055 mer 'an 0rd kan saga

f(‘jr néir historiens pergament rullas ut

och namnen fdrkunnas outtalade men djarvt

skrivna med hans liv hans blod

t‘réga dé Vietnam Nicaragua Angola Mocambique

Guinea—Bissau Zimbabwe

fréga ANC PLO SWAPO El Salvador

efter svaren i det gyllene namnet

av dennc enkle man —— och —

de ska saga, sjungande ska dc vilja saga alt

Folket lever.

Jag ville saga mer

det héir

i dag vet vi vad vi ime visste

vi vet vad vi méste lara

av dessa tréstande hander ni str’acker ut

I dag béir ni lidandet

sé fridfullt

likt paret framfér altaret

nar de avgcr loftet

aII Iivel ska blomstra

jag ville bara saga tack

{Or sonen ni gav vér varld

Medan véra soldater bjuder vapen

11



To lil'c — your (our) son

I want to say

PEACE in the tongues of our worlds, ringing the

changes, THANK YOU and PEACE

(March 1986)

II

When one ugly paw reached high

The other opening wide its hidden breast

Housing utter pitch

[I drew closer

Its fangs spitting cruel laughter

Then crunched the bulb

But this song also cries [0 say

An arm reaches out a hand hold steady

One end of Ihc gun. its throat and its heart are one

A bullet 01' death that reaches out 21nd

The rcporx is heard in a dynamite sound in the

breathless air

The light is out: the Howcr of futures

slaughtered

As it" hotlcsl equator suddenly

[{nvicd chdcn‘s coming spring

Spcd its t'icrccsl zirson—squud

Scorched curlh olive and dove unlcdiluVian

As if the Baltic sluiccgulcs burst asunder

Annulling every blade

Sill saturating cvcry patch

Swallmving up what! :1 billion lettlcship Wuszls
couldn't

As if the iccagc .slulkcd every street
Glaciers glut seats

12



till livet — er (vér) son

vill jag saga

FRED med all varldens tungor, fdrkunnande

f(‘jréindringen, TACK och FRED

(Mars 1986)

11

D23 en avskyvérd klo stracktes fram

och den andra blottade det dolda hj'artat

yttersta mdrkers n'aste

dé kom den n‘armare

dess huggtander spottade hénskratt

krossade sen glédlampan

Men denna séngs skri vill ocksé saga

en arm stracks fram en hand héller stadigl

en gevérsénde vars hals och hjarta fir en

en dédskula avlossas och

Knallen hérs i ett dynamiteko i den

andlésa luften

Ljuset har slocknat: framtidens blommor har

slaktats

Som 0m hetaste ekvatorn platsligt

avundades Sveriges nalkande vér

drev pé sin haftigaste mordbrandsskvadron

br'ande jord, oliv och duva fértorkade

Som 0m Ostersjéns slussar hade brustit

tillintetgjort varje grasstré

drz’inkt varenda teg

slukande vad en miljard Wasa-skepp inte skulle

Orka svzilja

Som 0m istiden trangde fram pé varje gata

glaciéirer méttade haven

13



And when the blue heavens

Kindly sped rescue shafts

Tar and soot settled over seagull egg end seed

The throats 0f the wind syncopa1ed

Onc deafening dirgc

That reverberalcd over petrified lakes rivers and

fountains

Sometimes when one man is killed a whole

world of being and becoming is seen to be

aborted.

(March 1986)

III
From all these salty streams

WC must return

To a monument

Crying 10 be built

Afrcsh of flesh

Scalps soaring above this deluge

With the sharpest chisel

Sculpt boldly two brothers’ contour

In light embrace

Pulpablc

Breathing

Each heart’s pulse

Fused into one

Easing secrets into the Icndcrcsl love
()f Maluli rock paintings

Neatly hidden in Lummclunda Cave:
Carve it with pride

As though nature‘s model was timeless
While time itself stood still aflamc
From such striking flint

(NM and Oliver

Celebrating

Exchanging

Two brothers

Tossing Io freedom lovcrs around
Bouquets of care

With the blucst glint’s laughter
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och nar den blé himlen

Sande sina strélar till undsattning

t'ackte tjara och sot méségg och fro

vindens stammor synkoperades i

en bedévande sorgeséng

som ekade Over fOrstenade vattendrag och kéllor

Det hander att nar en enda manniska dodas

fér en hel vérld i vardande och blivande missfall

(Mars 1986)

III

Frén alla dessa salta strémmar

méste vi étervanda

till ett minnesmérke

som ropar p51 att byggas

ényo av kétt

skalper svavar ovan denna syndaflod

skulptera djérvt med den skarpastc

mejsel tvé brOders komur

i omfamning

kétt

andedréikt

varje hj'artslag

gemensamt

lyflande hemligheter till Ommaste karlek

som i Malutis klippmélningar

omsorgsfullt g(‘jmda i Lummelundagrottan:

hugg fram det med stolthet

som om naturens model] var tidlés

medan sjélva tiden stod stilla antand

av sédan gnistrande flinta

Olof och Oliver

lyckénskande

utbytande

tvé bréder

som [ill frihetséilskande m'anniskor

kastar omtankens féng

med skrattet ur den bléaste glimt



Thc browncst brazicr's f'lash-back

Beams over shoulders

Whispering nearest to car

“Rest and comfort soldier

()tT—loud from this scaffold

Trophies and hurdles

[n [his multiple doublc's game”

We must rclivc again

Olof and Oliver twinned

Bound for victory

Their 11 11115 clasping

Shaking Off the shallowncss

Differences skin—dccp

Those ulcerous distances conquered

Yes we must paint again

The same eyes that lit us radiant

On Folkriksdag

Burning cvcr young in use

Dressed in CquLlCIlCC

Measuring the gory fabric of Apartheid

Again soc images {|ch

Flickering

Engult‘ing

1111chng 215 before

liycs l‘ucling \'iCIOl'_\' Iowhcs

From Angola Mommbiquc 10 El Salvador

Sahara Ximbubwc l’ulcslinc South Africa

Namibia

livcrwvhcrc chasing dragons

Into bonfires of people‘s \er1111

This human who suilcd loaded ships 10 Nicaragua

Walked lull on Ronald Reagan’s land mines

Hcrc hc slzmcls before two eyes

Mcllmvcd in 1l1c flourish

()l' struggling 2111111111115

Four cycs rippling softly in tho \\‘;11c1's of modesty
Releasing songs of jusl peace

Rclcnllcssly Icnding

Freedom carols

Brewed in all occum

Yes we must rise again from this fall

16



blixten frén den brunaste glédlampa

strz‘ilar Over skuldror

en viskning narmast brat:

”vila och vederkvickelse soldat

lossa frén denna byggnadsstomme

utmérkelser och hinder

i detta méngfaldiga dubbelspel”

vi méste éter uppleva

Olof och Oliver som ett

pé vag mot seger

deras hjéirtan fc'jrenade

slér bort ytligheter

skillnaden i skinn

Overvinner de befl'ackade avsténden

ja, vi méste éter avbilda

samma égon som fick 055 an stréla

pé Folkriksdagen

glédande evig ungdom

i véltalighets drékt

dé de m0nstrade apartheids blodiga klade

éter se bildflodcn

flimrande

uppslukande

smittande som dé

égon som téndcr segerns facklor

frén Angola Mocambique till El Salvador

Sahara Zimbabwe Palestina Sydafrika

Namibia

Overallt jagande drakar

in i folkets bél av vrede

denna varelse som seglade fullastade skepp till

Nicaragua

som stolt vandrade Over Ronald Reagans landminor

har stér han infér tvé Ogon

som mognat i myllan

av héstars kamp

fyra 'o‘gon mjukt skOljda av anspréksl'o’shctens

vatten

vacker sénger om réttvis fred

oavlélligt vérdande

frihetens singer

17



Mount the meandering length

The height of stupendous sleeps

Erect domes cemented

With the salt of all our [ears fears and loves

Let these hearts create immortal landmarks

Foundations dug deep

From Palme’s own Savanna Gotland

Brick upon brick of People’s will

Roofed t0 the heavens with rainbow hands

Paint them all the colour of the lamb’s blood

This citizen of the world

This martyr for ravaged victims

This brother to Benjamin Moloise

To Nelson Mandela

T0 the thousands writhing their death pangs

To the rhythm of Apartheid’s

Slaughter-house blues

Come do come

Let’s fence our bonds with unbreakable knots

Of fisted hands

Entwined hearts in every country

Gird to descend once again

On all grim citadels of man—made deserts

Peopled by vampires vultures and Other

Ol‘l‘springs Ol‘ storm—troopers

Please come one and all

With mother—hcn’s tenacity

At her dear threatened brood

Come together secure lilo

Together arrest

This present sorrow’s blight avalanche
Build and rebuild people’s palaces of peace
Though evcrready to ratify Freedom Charter
With our own red ink

The indelible lire

Ol' Palmc’s blood

(March 1986)
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sjudna i alla oceaner

ja, vi méste resa oss igen frém detta fall

och bestiga den slingrande végen

hOjden ovan Overvéldigande stup

uppr'atta domer fOrsIérkIa

med saltet frén alla véra Iérar, all vér

r'adsla och vér k'arlek

lét dessa hjartan skapa odddliga landmarken

med fundament ur djupet

av Palmes egen gotléndska savann

sten pé sten av folkets vilja

himmelstak lagt med regnbégshander

méla allt i 1ammblodets i‘érg

denne v'arldsmedborgarc

denne martyr fér plundradc offer

denne broder till Benjamin Moloise

till Nelson Mandela

till dessa tusental som vrider Sig i dédséngest

til] rytmen av apartheids

slakthusblues

kom, sé kom

lét oss v‘arna véra band med olésliga knutar

av knutna n‘avar

sammanflatadc hjértan i varje land

0mgjordade f‘Or att éler nedstiga

till alla grymma citadell av manniskoskapta Oknar

befolkade av vampyrer gamar och andra

stormtruppers avfbda

sé kom alla och en

med hdnsmammans trofasthet

mot hennes hotadc avkomma

kom samman och sakra livet

hejda [illsammans

den nuvarande bedrévelscns fOrédande lavin

bygg och bygg étcr folkets i‘redspalats

fOr att befésta Frihetens Urkund

med vért eget roda black

den outplfmliga elden

ur Palmes blod

(Mars 1986)

19



IV

When bullets steal a friend

Beyond the beyond

Knccs lose their thread

Heads spin

Untellablc degrees

Whirls riot our thoughts

Before we learn to walk inch by inch again

In words in deeds

And you pinch yourself hard

Bite your lip

Firmly grab your head

Replaying his last pain

Your impotence to bar the door

So there is no exit

How many times in our lives

Do we live with momcnts

()f irreversible crumble

thrc at first l'cars l‘rccxc completely

Thcn steadily

Stcalthily death escorts you

lnto nightmare labyrinths

To watch the dcvil‘s paradc and

The insistence from this scratched record
This piece that jams to scrccch

On madhousc blues

It is then that comradcship

Rains down chords

Deep down to the corner of detail and hope
Down where we discovcr the strength ol‘ weakness
And now cords form to bond the wobble
When silent letters surface

80 that wc shamcssly pour down some calm
ln storms of our determined human tears
Though endurance plays l1i1\0C with all
We also learn

It is elastic

Like line fibres ol’ wills

20



IV

Nar kulor 3th1 en v'an

bortom det bortersta

fdrlorar fOtterna sina fasten

huvudet snurrar

osagbara grader

virvlar sliter sdnder véra tankar

till dess vi lér oss gé centimeter fér centimeter igcn

i 0rd i handling

och du nyper dig hért

biter din lépp

tar ett fast tag 0m ditt huvud

som spelar 0m hans sista sm'arIa

vanméktig att sp'arra dOrren

fOr dé firms ingen utv'ag

Hur ofta i véra liv

lever vi med Ogonblick

dé allting smulas ander

dé all skréck fdrst slelnar

sé steg f(jr steg

eskorterar dig ddden smygande

in i mardrémslabyrimer

f(‘jr att beskéda djavulens uppvisning och

sé envetenheten frén denna raspiga skiva

som allt géllare pressar ur sig

denna dérhusblues

det éir dé kamratskapen

léter stréingar falla

djupt ner till enskildhetens och hoppcts vré

dit ner dar vi upptécker svaghetens kraft

och nya band knyts fOr att uppr'atthéilla den

stapplande

dé de tysta bokstaverna kommer [ill ylan

sé alt vi utan skam gjuter stillhel

i stormarna av vér beslutsamhets térar

fastan ulhélligheten Odelégger allt

léir vi ocksé

an den ér elastisk

21



Girding wounded loins and hearts

[I has the power of mercury

The fire songs of early spring

Bringing back melodious greetings

From all tropics

All continents heirs to a life

All eelebrams with his anthem

The world whole . . . alive now

International

(March 1986)

V

When mind and heart

Threaten to split

From invasions of new sensations

And you hunger for simple air

Then some foreign body

Forges its way up the narrow pipe, forces itself

In search of instant exits

Almost breaking the nerve

I see how solid stone rockets from bases of houses

Whirrs through the air, bullets, whizzes,

Shatters the skull 0r enters the heart — and the sky
is empty

Which we know to be somehow as instinct to our
blood

And the social body like phleghm, like bile

Remember this pain transcends colours and creed
ls a collective nightmare.

When awake we all dream waking up new
The mind a black page

Or at least with visions

of bicycle rides in Gotland
Or simple delights

Like berry—stained hands

22



lik viljans fina fibrer

som omsluter sérade lander och hjéirtan

den har kvicksilvrets kraft

den tidiga vérens eldsénger

som bar valljudande halsningar

frén tropikerna

alla kontinenter arvtagare till ett liv

lovsjunger med denna hymn

vérlden hel . . . levande nu

International

(Mars 1986)

V

Nair sjal och hjarta

hotar att skiljas ét

trangda av st'andigt nya upplevelser

och du hungrar efter vanlig luft

det sir dé som en okand kropp

smider sig upp genom det trénga réret, lvingar Sig

séker efter omedelbara utgéngar

spréinger sig fram

Jag ser hur massiva raketer av sten av husgrundcr

snurrar genom luften, kulor, granater

splittrar skallen eller {ranger in i hj'artal — och

himlen 'ar tom

och vi vet att det pé négot sat! ‘ar vért blod

och samhéllskroppen lik slcm, lik galla

Minns att denna sm'arta bortom f‘arg och tro

ér en kollektiv mardrdm

Nar vakna vi alla drdmmer om uppvaknande

tankarna en svart sida

eller étminstone med visioner

om cykelturer pé Gotland

eller enkla fréjder

som barflackade hander
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In the lushncss of Vastra Skogen

Where the azure sky peeps hypnotically

Through the freshness of evergreens

But you wake up

Pinch your skin for contact

Begging for a pronouncement

Saying this i‘antasy’s stench

Was cookcd-up and slowly simmered

In some mad magician’s trick—chamber

Even them yet we wake up to thc jarring sounds
Where the ordinary and familiar

Snccr and jcer from the house of pain
And the hell of wicked silence

But the tape squeaks madly

Battling dreams to command tomorrow in
When this swelling will have mended a bit
If we can telescope beyond

This funcrcal smoke

That wants to devastate
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i V'astra Skogcns frodighct

déir azurhimlcn kikar hypnotiskt

genom friska bladvcrk

men du vaknar

nyper Skinnet i‘Or kontakt

bént‘aller om en fdrklaring

an den har stanken éir p51 latsas

an den kokats ihop och sakta sjudil

i négon galcn magikers trollkammarc

Men ocksé d5 vaknar vi upp till dc skéirandc ljudcn

av deI vardagligt vélbckamas

sarkasm Over cit hus i smiirta

och dct hclvete som sir Oiidskans Iystnud

men bandct gnéillcr 0m samma vansinnc

i narkamp med dr‘émmar 50m flkallar morgondagcn

néir den héir svulslcn hai‘ 13kt on (M

0m vi kan sc borlom

dar hiir begravningsrokcn

50m vill odclagga

R
)

'
J
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That says

The forest of love is entirely wintered, forever . . .

deserted

Yet there is deliverance

Redemption in our common endurance

We are all stripped naked

Like deadly innocence

Thus we are not afraid

To walk these streets

Because our nakedness is so lustless, familiar, a

lustre

Almost completely altruistic

Because especially during screaming silences

lt bundles us light this strange blanket

So preciously vulnerable

As it protects

Our mean skin reaches out, protects our human

Being, pours out our passion, our pathos. our

charity and

[I contracts:

We are all smeared in the mud 01‘ his death

So we want to savour and save

The rich ingredients

That make martyrs everlasting

While time blunts the sharp angles

In these passionate designs

Produced in umi—pcoplc board-rooms

WC have discovered those plans

We must recover the pines the cones and the
berries

ln passionate peace.

(March 1986)
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som Sager

att karlekens skog air fullkomligt invintrad, fOr

alltid . . . évergiven

likvéil finns befrielse

frigérelse genom vért gemensamma lidande

vi 3r alla avkladda

likt dédlig oskuld

sé vi 2r inte r'adda

att vandra dessa gator

fér vér nakenhet ér sé naturlig, v'albekam, ett

skimmer

nastan helt altruistisk

ty i g'alla tystnader i synnerhet

ér det ett tatt skydd, det hér markliga kléidet

sé preciést sérbart

dé det beskyddar

Vér enkla hud str'acker Sig, skyddar vér manskliga

varelse, svettas ut vér passion, vért patos, vér

barmhértighet och

drar ihop Sig:

Vi éir alla insmorda i leran av hans dO'd

52"; vi vill smaka och bevara

de rika besténdsdelar

som gdr martyrer eviga

allt medan tiden avtrubbar de vassa kanterna

i dessa driftiga formgivningar

framstéllda i anti-manniskors styrelserum

Vi har avslbjat planerna

Vi méste étervinna tallarna, granama och baren

i lidelsefuli fred

(Mars 1986)
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VI

“Sweden stands as a brilliant landmark on

the map of our struggle."

(Oliver Tambo 1979)

These are fountains and springs

Never visited before

Never planned such vacation

For greedy pain’s leisurely tours

Where the nation’s heart heaves

The loneliness of millions

Bound inseparable at this hour

Holding hands

As he found the lowly world’s

Wherever eyes are inscribed as today

With such stubborn scarlet

Because icicles that only yesterday

Hung in finest glass

Now stream around every hearth

When rare crystal drops

On cold concrete slabs

Facets stare you daringly silent

Their intense scarchlighls

Eye with the stillness

()f ccmurics this

Harvest of sorrow

Yet there must be life

Whispering wishes issuing

From this global hush

(March 1986)
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VI

”Sverige stér som ett lysande landmarke

pé kartan f(‘jr vér kamp.”

(Oliver Tambo 1979)

Detta air de k'allor

jag inte visste fanns

planerade aldrig négon semester

fOr en saktmodig resa i smartans om'attlighet

dar nationens hj'arta haver sig

ensamhet delad av miljoner

oskiljaktiga denna timme

hand i hand

néir han nédde cle ansprékle‘sa vérldama

varhelst Ogon etsas, som i dag

med sédam envetet scharlakansrétt

istappar som sé sent som i gér

hangde i finaste glas

strémmar nu rum varje ha'rd

Nair s'allsynt kristall droppar

pé kalla betongplattor

stirrar fasetter pé dig med djéirv tystnad

deras ihérdiga sékarljus

éser med seklers

stillhet dcnna

sorgens skérdetid

Andé méste det bli liv

viskande (”)nskningar, som h'arrOr

ur denna globala tysmad

(Mars 1986)
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\711

We all need hcarl-surgcry today

The same fluid acrid sensation

Burns even the slabs with anguish

Even those soles tried in Other climcs weep

()ld men 161 [cars stream unabashedly

The underground is gripped sullen

Where winged death scouts unmutcd souls

To gag

Mapping its grim geography

Over each face each heart scratched raw

All these eyes blue green brown hazel

All dressed in [his blood—shot uniform

The underground of commerce can cry

The industrial traffic of humans will cry

Unashamcdly

As it does in this city,

As it may in the place of blood

Which is our old well worn world with its streets

of pity

Seeing one man who hold in the palms of his hands

the palm of peace

And the round world‘s growing dream. seeing

Such 21 one man die.

(March 1986)

\/111

No one wants to he alone

Not from four ol‘ the murderer still 211 large

Neither that ol. cowards

Nor death’s roving massivcncss

But from emptying pain so sharp

Ycl simultaneously numb

So faceless though it stares all squarely
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\fII

Vi behéver alla en hjartoperation i dag

samma flytande bitterhet

fréter ocksé gatstenama med éngest

éven sulor som trampat andra klimat gréter

gamla man léter térar strbmma uIan blygsel

dysterheten greppar tunnelbanan

dér bevingad déd Overvakar oférsagda sjéilars

férstumning

ritar ut sin dystra karta

Over vart naket ristat ansikte vart hjéirta

alla dessa Ogon blé gréna bruna hasselndtsbruna

alla svepta i denna skotthélsblodiga uniform

Underjordens handlare kan gréta

den industriella manniskotrafiken ska gré’ua

utan skam

som den gbr i denna stad,

50m den gOr d'ar blod flackas

den 31' vér gamla slitna v'arld med dessa émkliga

gator

dé den ség en man 50m i handflatorna héll fredens

palm

och den runda jordens vaxande drdm, c151 den scr

en sédan man (10

(Mars 1986)

\f111

Ingen vill vara ensam

inte av radsla {Or mOrdaren énnu pzi fri {0t

inte heller av feghet

eller radsla fOr dédens kringflackande krat’t

utan fdr urholkande sméirta sé skarp

fast 'andé stum

ansiktslds fast den stirrar $51 stint
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Behind that silent vcil

Thus we hanker for friends or

Heart surgeons to hack out the troubled spot

If there’s still some unscathed centimeter

(March 1986)

IX

Mark this sore spot

Where humble spring poured out

A profusion of rare gems

Now red roses sprout everyday

And tongues of fire rebuke death

Across the world

Strangers and country folk alike

Drink sustenance from this grail

For meandering routes across

Those fields to harvest enriched by lil‘e—giving

gold-buds

In the brilliance of deeds

As all colours in all loving nations

Though limp

Tic interlaced concords

l’or John Brown's soul goes marching on

Hand in hand with Joe Hill

Who never died from any bullet:

N0 narrow hole can contain

Nor magnificent tombstone arrest
Just giants born February 28, 1986
Launched eternally

In one colourblind heart

As vast as motherworld

As they grow aloft

In the desert life green shading blades of leaves of
palms

(March 1986)
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bakom den déir tysta slbjan

551 famlar vi efter v'anner eller

hjartkirurger som kan karva ut det onda

0m det fortfarande éterstér négon oskadd

centimeter

(Mars 1986)

IX

Mark detta Omma st'alle

dar ur O'dmjuk kélla rann

en Overfléd av adla stenar

nu spirar rosor var dag

och eldtungor tillrattavisar déden

varlden Over

dricker béde fréimlingar och landsman

néring ur denna Graalskalk

infér den slingrande f'arden Over

f‘élten till skOrdar rika av livgivandc gyllenax

i glansen frén stordéd

dé alla férger i alla karleksfulla nationcr

0m ocksé tarda

tvinnar endréktens band

1y John Browns sjéil vandrar 3n

hand i hand med Joe Hill

som aldrig dog av négon kula:

inget storslaget gravmonumem kan hindra

ingen Iréng héla hélla kvar

réttvisans jattar fodda 28 februari 1986

for evigt slungade

i ett f‘argblint hj'arta

sé stort som moderlivet

dé de véixer hégt

i Oknen liv, gréna skuggande strén av blad {rim

palm

(Mars 1986)
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X

Today we arrived together

At this desolate country called death

Where lawless darts

Hit our hearts so wildly

With madness of speed

In a strange way so close

So unfamiliar this gash

Though everyday we live with Apartheid deaths

There were no longer boundaries here

To constrain

T0 detain

In this strangely wide terrain —

Though customs, heartache pleaded vainly

For rc-entry of tears

Tears of pain

Tearing back to their spring

Wishing thc ghastly deed undone — the ghosts of

descrting

WC all become subjects ot‘ this master

So l‘icrcc so harsh .so foreign

th so much hcuuty in our love, so much is it one

heart

()111‘ one bcztt of beauty, rhythm our very softness,

organ. oneness, doves nesting

Till we become free

So free in this struggle

So curcti‘cc about these salt lakcs

WC entered this country

WhCI‘C there was no colour-bar

All continents all ages

Discovered in a bullct flash

How we must rclearn some steps
Children mothering mothers

Tears down unpainted eyes and checks
Comforter 21nd comforted . . .
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X

I dag anlénde vi tillsammans

till detta Ode land kallat dOd

dar IagIOsa kastspjut

tréiffar véra hjértan sé’l rasande

av fartens dérskap

sé egendomligt néra

sé obekant detta Oppna sir

fast vi varje dag lever med apartheids dddar

Det firms inte langre négra gr‘anser héir

f(jr att avsk'arma

for an hz‘illa kvar

i denna mfirkligt Vida [erréng —

fastéin vanan, hj'artats sér fbrgfives bénféll

térarna om étergéng

térar av smérta

stértande tillbaka till sin k'alla

i dnskan att géra det ohyggliga dédet ogjort —

Overgivenhetens spdken

Vi blir alla underkastade denna makt

sé obé'mdig sé karv sél frammande

och éndé’l sé myckct skbnhet i vér karlck, sé

mycket ett enda hjéirta

ett enda slag fér karlek, rytm sj‘alva vér mjukhel,

enhet, likt duvor nar de bygger b0

[ills vi blir fria

sé‘l fria i denna kamp

sé sorglbsa infbr dcssa salta st‘ar

Vi kom in i det hér landet

dér inga f'argskrank farms

alla kontinenter alla éldrar

upptéckte i en kulblixt

hur vi méste léira om négra steg

barn [0g hand 0m mddrar

térar i omélade Ogon och p51 kinder



(‘lutchcd in one embrace sobbing

Vows to make the sun shine again

Just as he did for so many

Many very many grow much

Quite suddenly though

Everywhere in Stockholm

In every hotel every restaurant

The whole world dressed in black

In this sombre

Very verdant country

All thoughts all languages written

In all flowers

Red mountains of roses

Oh yes sometimes I [00 feel

Like a motherless child

When such a friend goes

When such a heart

Such a visionary is still

Especially the going

Especially the stillness

(March 1986)

XI

Though as we know the years blow into their
winters 01‘ snow

In you we se how generations grow beyond a
blind recurrence

and the bland wind of empire

[mo and deep withing the songs of cone
Now you are gone into and are one
With the breadth and bread and the breath of time
We greet you:

Your have achieved the suburbs
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tréstare och tréstad . .

héllna 1 en famn snyftande

ldften fér alt fé solen att skina igen

Ménga véldigt ménga véxer mycket

sé plOtsligt

Overallt i Stockholm

p51 varje hotel! varje restaurang

hela varlden klédd i svart

i detta dystra

sé grbnskande land

alla tankar alla sprék skrivna

i alla blommor

rdda berg av rosor

Ah, ibland kanner ocksé jag mig

50m ett moderlOsI barn

nar en sédan van gér

néir ett sédant hjarta

en sédan visionar ar stilla

sérskilt n'ar han gér

— séirskilt stillheten

(Mars 1986)

XI

Fastén vi vet alt éren fdrsvinner in i sina snOvimrar

ser vi i dig generationer v‘axa bortom blind

upprepning

och imperiets blida vind

'anda djupt inuti granens sénger

nu éir du borta ini och ett

med vidden brddet och [idens andedrakt

vi hélsar dig:

Du har né’m fOrorterna

tomhetens utkanter bland buskar
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’l‘hc outskirts of emptiness bclwccn bush

And stones, the forests of fir, the fires of factory

You have achieved the seas and stream, and the

streets *

You have laboured for peace, you have been

I’cnsivc, you huvc sccn

Vistas, you have been . . A

Now you are gone

And you are now

And tomorrow.

Vast and full

Deserts of snow

Violcnl for lhc quicl

l’ull'ilmcnl ot' pcoplchood.

You l‘ucc (ho uniycrsc of 21 clock

Your words, whispcrcd, hurlcd 21“

Thu world buck into 1110 spucc of

/\ child‘s mouth on 21 nursing breast

()n lhc slonc lhc fir

In the stone Ihc form:

In the housc, light and l’irc

ln czlch room its own furniture!

(August 1986)

 



och stenar, barrskogarna, fabrikseldarna,

du har nétt haven och strémmarna, och gamma —

du har slitit fdr fred, du har varit

tankfull, du har sett

Oppningar, du har varit . . .

Nu 3r du borta

och du air nu

och i morgon

Vidstrackta och fyllda

snééknar

véldsamma i namn av

folkets Iysta fullbordan

Ditt ansikte en klockas universum

dina 0rd, framviskade, slungade hela

varlden tillbaka in i rymden

av en barnamun mot ett ammande brO’sI

P5 stenen barrtr'adet

i stenen ormbunken;

i huset, ljus, och eld

I van rum dess egna mébler!

(Augusti 1986)
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