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Pretface
By Oliver Tambo

Olof Palme 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 does one make sense of Olof Palme’s death?

We South Africans are accustomed to death. Bruta-
lised by tyranny, we are learning that death has 1ts
own dignity. That has only become possible 1n the
furnace of struggle which has taught us that the very
act of dying has meaning if it 1s linked to a future —
so that others may live. But Sweden knows this. So
much of the world endured, resisted and survived
Naz1 tyranny.

There 1s more to life than the way one dies. It 1s the
way one has lived one’s life.

Olof Palme became a friend of the South African
people. Sweden gave birth to him and the conscience
of Sweden made him the friend he was to us.

Olot Palme was a man of peace. He took his les-
sons not only from Sweden’s past but also from the
anti-colonial struggles of peoples around the world to
give shape to his quest for peace on the world stage.

How do we thread together his friendship to peo-
ples struggling against colonialism, his abiding repug-
nance for apartheid and his mission for peace?

Whatever the peculiarities of our peoples, whatever
the specitics of our struggles, there is an enduring
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Forord
Av Oliver Tambo

Olof Palme stod pa sitt livs hojdpunkt. Den 28 feb-
ruarl 1986 dog han av en mordares kulor, 1 vad som
bara kan beskrivas som ett meningslost och kallblo-
digt mord.

Och varlden sorjde.

V1 som kdnde honom och de som blott hort talas
om honom sOrjer 4n. Smartan och vandan lever vida-
re inom oss. Likvdl maste livet ga vidare.

Hur skapar man nagon mening med Olof Palmes
dod?

Vi sydafrikaner dr vana vid doden. Under tyranners
brutalitet har vi lart att doden har sin egen vardighet.
Den lardomen vann vi ur kampens eld som ocksa lar-
de oss att sjdalva doden har en mening om den for-
binds med framtiden — sa att andra far leva. Men
Sverige vet detta. En sa stor del av varlden utstod,
motstod och Overlevde nazismens tyranni.

Livet ar mer an det satt pa vilket man dor. Det ar
det satt pa vilket man har levt.

Olof Palme blev en van till det sydafrikanska fol-
ket. Sverige todde honom och det var Sveriges medve-
tenhet som gjorde honom till den van han var for oss.

Olotf Palme var en fredens man. Han tog lardom 1n-
te enbart av Sveriges historia utan dven av folkens an-
tikoloniala kamp varlden 6ver da han gav form at sitt
fredsbudskap pa varldens scen.

Hur far vi hans frindskap med folkens kamp mot
kolonialismen, hans bestaende avsky intor apartheid
och hans fredsstravan att ga thop?

Vilka sdrdrag vara folk dn ma ha, vilken sarpragel
var kamp an tar, har livet anda ett bestaende tema: att



theme to life: that through our struggles we seek to
realise the fullness of humanity that is the property of
man.

Olot Palme strode along that path.

Lindiwe Mabuza is a South African who has given her
life to the service of the South African struggle. She
serves as Chiet Representative in Sweden of the Afri-
can National Congress and over the years has come to
know many Swedes, not least, Olof and Lisbet Palme.

She 1s also a poet of no mean repute — a very South
African poet, who often speaks of the agony and the
anguish, and of the majesty and fortitude of our
South African people in struggle.

[ 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 Olof Palme and his life — to
the. Swedish people, but also to the enduring bonds
that bind our two peoples in our search for the realisa-
tion of man’s humanity to man.

Oliver R Tambo
President, ANC



vi genom var kamp soker uppna den mansklighetens
mognad som tillkommer manniskan.
Olof Palme foljde den vagen.

Lindiwe Mabuza ar en sydafrikan som har vigt sitt liv
at den sydafrikanska kampen. Hon tjanstgdr som
chefsrepresentant for ANC 1 Sverige och har genom
aren lart kdnna manga svenskar, inte minst Olof och
[Lisbet Palme.

Hon ar ocksa poet av icke ringa anseende — en
mycket sydafrikansk poet som ofta talar om smartan
och vandan och om den sjdlsliga styrkan och stolta
hallningen hos vart sydafrikanska folk 1 kamp.

Det ar mig en stor dra att introducera dessa poem
som hon har tillagnat vart bortgangne van och bro-
der, Olof Palme.

Poesi blandar pa ett sareget satt lidelse och sanning.
Jag tilltalas av tanken att denna samling poem utgor
en hyllning inte blott till Olof Palme och hans liv —
till det svenska folket — utan ocksa till de varaktiga
band som fOrenar vara folk 1 strdvan att uppna man-
niskokérlek mellan folken.

Oliver R Tambo
President, ANC



It the rest of the world decides. that apartheid

1S to be abolished, the system will disappear.’
Olof Palme

[ he picture with Oliver Tambo and Olof Palme
was taken at the ’Swedish People’s Parliament

against Apartheid’”” on 21 tebruary 1986 in
Stockholm.
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m resten av varlden bestammer sig fOr att

avskaffa apartheid sa kommer apartheid att

‘orsvinna.’
Olof Palme

Bilden med Oliver Tambo och Olot Palme togs

vid den ’’Svenska folkriksdagen mot apart-
heid’’ den 21 februari 1986 1 Stockholm.




Olotf Palme

By Lindiwe Mabuza

| wanted to say

Today you know what we always know
I wanted to say

Take our hand

Feel our pulse when i1t’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

[ wanted to say

We know this moment
This goodbye without end
| wanted to say something

But you were already there saying

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

>0 you do remember those

veryday blood-pools on Soweto dirt roads
You do remember

New-blood Solomon Mahlangu

Young-blood Benjamin Moloise
1'he Moroka three

Bullets piercing black flesh
lhe noose around soft necks

| wanted to say more

| wanted to say



Olof Palme
Av Lindiwe Mabuza

Jag ville sdga

1 dag vet ni det vi alltid vetat

jag ville saga

ta var hand

kann var puls nar det dr svart
men er omfamning var redan dar
och era 0gon som sa

mellan er och 0ss

ska mngenting andras

sadd av lugn och trost

Jag ville sdga

vl kdnner det hdr dgonblicket
detta farval utan slut

jag ville sdga nagot

men ni1 fanns redan dar och sa
hur star n1 ut varje gang

nar en gang ar tor mycket

Sa n1 minns alltsa

var dags blodpdlar pa Sowetos smutsiga vagar
n1 minns alltsa

Solomon Mahlangus nya blod

Benjamin Moloises unga blod

de tre Morokas

kulor som tranger genom svart kott

snaran runt mjuka nackar

jag ville sdga mer

Jag ville sdaga



Palme leaves you proud

[.caves the world torches

| wanted to command JUSTICE
I wanted to snatch EQUALITY
| wanted to cry FREEDOM
Then I wanted to sing PEACE
For this goodbye without end

| wanted to give you something

To swallow this horror

Just to say so loudly

In dumb-folded times

Our folded arms numberless dumbfounded
manifold mean

We are deep inside your grief

[t 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

AskK Vietnam Nicaragua Angola Mozambique
Guinea-Bissau Zimbabwe

Ask ANC PLO SWAPO EIl Salvador

For answers in the golden name

Of this simple man — and —

They will say, singing they will want to say

The people live.

[ wanted to say more

This

Today we know what we didn’t know
We know what we must learn

From these comforting hands you extend

lToday you wear this suffering
S0 serenely

[Like that couple before the altar
Making their vows

For life to blossom

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

As our soldiers present arms
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Palme lamnar er stolta

lamnar varlden facklor

jag ville beordra RATTVISA

jag ville slita at mig JAMLIKHET
jag ville vrala FRIHET

och jag ville sjunga FRED

over detta farval utan slut

Jag ville ge er nagot

sa ni skulle orka svalja fasan

bara genom att sdga hogt

1 munkavletider

vara slutna famnar ordkneliga forstummade
mangfaldiga betyder

att vi finns djupt inne 1 er sorg

det svider 1 oss mer dn ord kan sdga

for nar historiens pergament rullas ut

och namnen forkunnas outtalade men djarvt

skrivna med hans liv hans blod

fraga da Vietnam Nicaragua Angola Mocambique
Guinea-Bissau Zimbabwe

fraiga ANC PLO SWAPO EI Salvador

efter svaren 1 det gyllene namnet

av denne enkle man — och —

de ska sdga, sjungande ska de vilja sdga att

Folket lever.

Jag ville sdga mer

det har

1 dag vet vi vad vi1 Inte visste

vl vet vad vi maste lara

av dessa trostande hander ni1 stracker ut

| dag bar ni1 lidandet

sa fridfullt

ikt paret framfor altaret
niar de avger loftet

att livet ska blomstra

jag ville bara sdga tack
fOr sonen n1 gav var varld

Medan vara soldater bjuder vapen
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To life — your (our) son

| want to say

PEACE in the tongues of our worlds, ringing the
changes, THANK YOU and PEACE

(March 1986)

11

When one ugly paw reached high

The other opening wide its hidden breast
Housing utter pitch

[t drew closer

Its tangs spitting cruel laughter

Then crunched the bulb

But this song also cries to say

An arm reaches out a hand hold steady

One end of the gun, 1ts throat and its heart are one
A bullet of death that reaches out and

The report 1s heard 1in a dynamite sound in the
breathless air

The hght 1s out: the flower of futures
slaughtered

As 1f hottest equator suddenly

Envied Sweden’s coming spring

Sped 1ts fiercest arson-squad

Scorched carth olive and dove antediluvian

As 1t the Baltic sluicegates burst asunder

Annulling every blade

Silt saturating every patch

Swallowing up what a billion Battleship Wasas
couldn’t

As 1t the iceage stalked every street
Glaciers glut seas

| 2



till ivet — er (var) son

vill jag sdga

FRED med all varldens tungor, forkunnande
forandringen, TACK och FRED

(Mars 1986)

L1

Da en avskvyvird klo stracktes fram

och den andra blottade det dolda hjartat
yttersta morkers naste

da kom den ndrmare

dess huggtander spottade hanskratt
krossade sen glodlampan

Men denna sangs skri vill ocksa saga

en arm stracks fram en hand haller stadigt
en gevarsande vars hals och hjarta ar ett
en dodskula avlossas och

Knallen hors 1 ett dynamiteko 1 den
andlosa luften

Ljuset har slocknat: framtidens blommor har
slaktats

Som om hetaste ekvatorn plotshgt
avundades Sveriges nalkande var
drev pa sin hédftigaste mordbrandsskvadron

brande jord, oliv och duva fortorkade

Som om Ostersjons slussar hade brustit
tillintetgjort varje grasstra

drankt varenda teg

slukande vad en miljard Wasa-skepp inte skulle

orka svalja

Som om istiden trdngde fram pa varje gata
glaciarer mattade haven
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And when the blue heavens

Kindly sped rescue shafts

Tar and soot settled over seagull egg end seed

The throats of the wind syncopated

One deafening dirge

That reverberated over petrified lakes rivers and
fountains

Sometimes when one man 1s killed a whole
world of being and becoming is seen to be
aborted.

(March 1986)

11

From all these salty streams

We must return

To a monument

Crying to be built

Afresh of flesh

Scalps soaring above this deluge
With the sharpest chisel

Sculpt boldly two brothers’ contour
In tight embrace

Pulpable

Breathing

Each heart’s pulse

Fused into one

Easing secrets into the tenderest love
Of Maluti rock paintings

Neatly hidden in Lummelunda Cave:
Carve 1t with pride

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

Olof and Oliver

Celebrating

Exchanging

ITwo brothers

Tossing to freedom lovers around
Bouquets of care

With the bluest glint’s laughter

1[4



och nar den bla himlen

sande sina stralar till undsattning

tackte tjdra och sot masidgg och fro

vindens stimmor synkoperades i

en beddvande sorgesang

som ekade Over forstenade vattendrag och kallor

Det hdander att nar en enda manniska dodas
far en hel varld 1 vardande och blivande missfall

(Mars 1986)

[11

Fran alla dessa salta strommar
maste vl atervanda

till ett minnesmarke

som ropar pa att byggas

anyo av kott

skalper svavar ovan denna syndaflod
skulptera djarvt med den skarpaste
mejsel tva broders kontur

1 omfamning

KOtt

andedrakt

varje hjartslag

gemensamt

lyftande hemligheter till 6mmaste karlek
som 1 Malutis klippmalningar
omsorgstullt gdmda 1 Lummelundagrottan:
hugg fram det med stolthet

som om naturens modell var tidlos
medan sjdlva tiden stod stilla antand
av sadan gnistrande flinta

Olot och Oliver

lyckOonskande

utbytande

tva broder

som till frihetsalskande méanniskor
kastar omtankens fang

med skrattet ur den blaaste glimt



The brownest brazier’s flash-back

Beams over shoulders

Whispering nearest to ear

““Rest and comfort soldier

Off-load from this scattold

Trophies and hurdles

In this multiple double’s game™

We must relive again

Olof and Ohver twinned

Bound tor victory

Their hearts clasping

Shaking offt the shallowness

Differences skin-deep

Those ulcerous distances conquered

Yes we must paint again

The same eyes that it us radiant

On Folkriksdag

Burning ever young in use

Dressed 1in eloquence

Measuring the gory fabric of Apartheid
Again see 1mages fleet

Flickering

Engulting

Intecting as beftore

Eyes fueling victory torches

From Angola Mozambique to El Salvador
S>ahara Zimbabwe Palestine South Africa
Namibia

Everywhere chasing dragons

Into bontires of people’s wrath

T'his human who sailed loaded ships to Nicaragua
Walked tall on Ronald Reagan’s land mines
Here he stands before two eves

Mellowed 1n the flourish

Of struggling autumns

Four eyes rippling softly in the waters of modesty
Releasing songs of just peace

Relentlessly tending
Freedom carols
Brewed 1n all oceans

Yes we must rise again from this fall

[6



blixten fran den brunaste glodlampa

stralar Oover skuldror

en viskning narmast Orat:

’vila och vederkvickelse soldat

lossa fran denna byggnadsstomme

utmarkelser och hinder

1 detta mangfaldiga dubbelspel™

vl maste ater uppleva

Olof och Oliver som ett

pa vdg mot seger

deras hjartan forenade

slar bort ytligheter

skillnaden 1 skinn

dvervinner de beflidckade avstanden

ja, vi maste ater avbilda

samma ogon som fick oss att strala

pa Folkriksdagen

glodande evig ungdom

1 valtalighets drakt

da de monstrade apartheids blodiga klade

ater se bildfloden

flimrande

uppslukande

smittande som da

ogon som tdander segerns facklor

fran Angola Mocambique till El Salvador

Sahara Zimbabwe Palestina Sydatrika

Namibia

dverallt jagande drakar

in 1 folkets bal av vrede

denna varelse som seglade fullastade skepp till
Nicaragua

som stolt vandrade over Ronald Reagans landminor

har star han infor tva ogon

som mognat 1 myllan

av hostars kamp

fyra 6gon mjukt skoljda av anspraksloshetens
vatten

vacker sanger om rattvis fred

oavlatligt vardande

frihetens sanger
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Mount the meandering length

The height of stupendous steeps

Erect domes cemented

With the salt of all our tears fears and loves
[.et these hearts create immortal landmarks
Foundations dug deep

From Palme’s own Savanna Gotland

Brick upon brick of People’s will

Roofed to 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

To 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
Ottsprings of storm-troopers

Please come one and all

With mother-hen’s tenacity

At her dear threatened brood

Come together secure life

lTogether arrest

This present sorrow’s blight avalanche

Build and rebuild people’s palaces of peace
Though everready to ratify Freedom Charter
With our own red ink

The indelible fire

Ot Palme’s blood

(March 1986)
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sjudna 1 alla oceaner

ja, vl maste resa oss igen fran detta fall

och bestiga den slingrande vdgen

hojden ovan Overvidldigande stup

uppratta domer forstarkta

med saltet fran alla vara tarar, all var
radsla och var karlek

lat dessa hjartan skapa ododliga landmarken

med fundament ur djupet

av Palmes egen gotlandska savann

sten pa sten av folkets vilja

himmelstak lagt med regnbagshiander

mala allt 1 lammblodets farg

denne varldsmedborgare

denne martyr for plundrade ofter

denne broder till Benjamin Moloise

till Nelson Mandela

till dessa tusental som vrider sig 1 dodsangest

till rytmen av apartheids

slakthusblues

kom, sa kom

lat oss vdarna vara band med oloshga knutar

av knutna navar

sammanflitade hjartan 1 varje land

omgjordade fOr att ater nedstiga

till alla grymma citadell av manniskoskapta oknar

befolkade av vampyrer gamar och andra

stormtruppers avioda

sa kom alla och en

med honsmammans trofasthet

mot hennes hotade avkomma

kom samman och sdkra livet

hejda tillsammans

den nuvarande bedrovelsens forodande lavin

bygg och bygg ater folkets fredspalats

for att befasta Frihetens Urkund

med vart eget roda black

den outplanliga elden

ur Palmes blod

(Mars 1986)



| Y

When bullets steal a friend
Beyond the beyond
Knees lose their thread

Heads spin
Untellable degrees

Whirls riot our thoughts
Before we learn to walk inch by inch again
In words 1n 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 1s no exit

How many times in our lives

Do we live with moments

Of 1rreversible crumble

Where at first fears freeze completely

Then steadily

Stealthily death escorts you

[Into nightmare labyrinths

To watch the devil's parade and

T'he nsistence from this scratched record
This piece that jams to screech

On madhouse blues

[t 1s then that comradeship

Rains down chords

Deep down to the corner of detail and hope
Down where we discover the strength of weakness
And new cords form to bond the wobble
When silent letters surface

5o that we shamessly pour down some calm
In storms of our determined human tears
Though endurance plays havoc with all

We also learn

[t 1S elastic

Like fine fibres of wills

20



[V

Nar kulor stjal en van

bortom det bortersta

tOorlorar fotterna sina fasten
huvudet snurrar

osdagbara grader
virvlar sliter sonder vara tankar

till dess vi lar oss ga centimeter fOor centimeter igen

1 ord 1 handling

och du nyper dig hart

biter din lapp

tar ett tfast tag om ditt huvud
som spelar om hans sista smarta
vanmaktig att sparra dorren

for da finns ingen utvag

Hur ofta 1 vara liv

lever vi med Ogonblick

da allting smulas sOonder

da all skrack forst stelnar

sa steg fOr steg

eskorterar dig doden smygande

In 1 mardromslabyrinter

for att beskada djdavulens uppvisning och

sa envetenheten fran denna raspiga skiva

som allt gdllare pressar ur sig

denna darhusblues

det 4r da kamratskapen

later strangar falla

djupt ner till enskildhetens och hoppets vra

dit ner dar vi upptacker svaghetens kratft

och nya band knyts for att uppritthalla den
stapplande

da de tysta bokstdverna kommer till ytan

sa att vi utan skam gjuter stillhet

| stormarna av var beslutsamhets tarar

fastan uthalligheten Odeldgger allt

lar vi ocksa

att den ar elastisk

21



Girding wounded loins and hearts

[t has the power of mercury

The tire songs of early spring

Bringing back melodious greetings

From all tropics

All continents heirs to a life

All celebrants with his anthem
The world whole . . . alive now
[nternational

(March 1986)

v

When mind and heart

Threaten to split

From invasions of new sensations

And you hunger for simple air

Then some toreign body

Forges its way up the narrow pipe, forces itself
In search of instant exits

Almost breaking the nerve

[ see how solid stone rockets from bases of houses

Whirrs through the air, bullets, whizzes.

Shatters the skull or enters the heart — and the sky
1S 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
[s 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



ik viljans fina fibrer
som omsluter sarade lander och hjartan
den har kvicksilvrets kraft
den tidiga varens eldsanger
som bar vidlljudande halsningar
fran tropikerna
alla kontinenter arvtagare till ett liv
lovsjunger med denna hymn
varlden hel . . . levande nu
International

(Mars 1986)

v

Nar sjal och hjarta

hotar att skiljas at

trangda av standigt nya upplevelser

och du hungrar efter vanlig luft

det ar da som en okand kropp

smider sig upp genom det tranga roret, tvingar sig
sOker efter omedelbara utgangar

spranger sig fram

Jag ser hur massiva raketer av sten av husgrunder
snurrar genom luften, kulor, granater
splittrar skallen eller tranger 1n 1 hjartat — och

himlen ar tom
och vi vet att det pa nagot satt ar vart blod

och samhallskroppen lik slem, ik galla

Minns att denna smarta bortom ftarg och tro
ar en kollektiv mardrom

Nar vakna vi alla drommer om uppvaknande
tankarna en svart sida

eller atminstone med visioner

om cykelturer pa Gotland

eller enkla frojder

som bartflackade hander

20



In the lushness of Vistra 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 fantasy’s stench

Was cooked-up and slowly simmered
In some mad magician’s trick-chamber

tven then yet we wake up to the jarring sounds
Where the ordinary and familiar

sneer and jeer 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

[t we can telescope beyond

This funereal smoke

That wants to devastate

24



1 Vastra Skogens frodighet

dar azurhimlen kikar hypnotiskt
genom friska bladverk

men du vaknar

nyper skinnet for kontakt

bonfaller om en forklaring

att den har stanken ar pa latsas

att den kokats thop och sakta sjudit
1 nagon galen magikers trollkammare

Men ocksa da vaknar vi upp till de skdrande ljuden
av det vardagligt valbekantas

sarkasm Over ett hus 1 smarta

och det helvete som dr ondskans tystnad

men bandet gnaller om samma vansinne

i nirkamp med drommar som akallar morgondagen
niar den har svulsten har lakt en del

om Vi kan se bortom

dar har begravningsroken

som Vvill odelagga

D
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That says
The forest of love 1s entirely wintered, forever .
deserted

Yet there 1s 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 1s so lustless, familiar, a
[ustre

Almost completely altruistic

Because especially during screaming silences

[t bundles us tight this strange blanket

So preciously vulnerable

As 1t protects

Our mean skin reaches out, protects our human

Being, pours out our passion, our pathos, our
charity and

[t contracts:

We are all smeared in the mud of 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 1n anti-people board-rooms

We have discovered those plans
We must recover the pines the cones and the
berries

In passionate peace.

(March 1986)
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SOm sager

att karlekens skog ar fullkomligt invintrad, for
alltid . . . Overgiven

likval finns befrielse

frigdrelse genom vart gemensamma lidande

vl ar alla avkladda

likt dodlig oskuld

sa vl ar inte radda

att vandra dessa gator

for var nakenhet ar sa naturlig, vialbekant, ett
skimmer

nastan helt altruistisk

ty 1 gdlla tystnader 1 synnerhet

ar det ett tatt skydd, det hdar markliga kldadet

sa preciOst sarbart
da det beskyddar

Var enkla hud stracker sig, skyddar var manskliga

varelse, svettas ut var passion, vart patos, var
barmhartighet och

drar 1thop sig:

Vi ar alla insmorda 1 leran av hans dod

sa vl vill smaka och bevara
de rika bestandsdelar

som gOr martyrer eviga
allt medan tiden avtrubbar de vassa kanterna

1 dessa driftiga formgivningar
framstdllda 1 anti-manniskors styrelserum

Vi har avslojat planerna

Vi maste atervinna tallarna, granarna och baren
1 lidelsefull 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 betore

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 searchhights

Eye with the stillness

Of centuries this

Harvest of sorrow

Yet there must be life

Whispering wishes i1ssuing
From this global hush

(March 1986)
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’Sverige star som ett lysande landmaéarke
pa kartan for var kamp.”’

(Oliver Tambo 1979)

Detta ar de kallor

jag 1nte visste fanns

planerade aldrig nagon semester

fOor en saktmodig resa 1 smartans omattlighet
dar nationens hjarta haver sig

ensamhet delad av miljoner

oskiljaktiga denna timme

hand 1 hand
nar han nadde de ansprakslosa varldarna

varhelst 0gon etsas, som 1 dag
med sadant envetet scharlakansrott
Istappar som sa sent som 1 gar
hangde 1 finaste glas

strommar nu runt varje hard

Nar sallsynt kristall droppar

pa kalla betongplattor

stirrar fasetter pa dig med djarv tystnad
deras 1hdrdiga sokarljus

aser med seklers

stillhet denna

sorgens skordetid

Anda maste det bli liv
viskande onskningar, som harror
ur denna globala tystnad

(Mars 1986)
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We all need heart-surgery today

The same fluid acrid sensation

Burns even the slabs with anguish

Even those soles tried 1in other chimes weep
Old men let tears stream unabashedly

The underground 1s gripped sullen

Where winged death scouts unmuted souls
To gag

Mapping 1ts grim geography

Over each face each heart scratched raw
All these eyes blue green brown hazel

All dressed 1n this blood-shot uniform

The underground ot commerce can cry

The industrial trattfic of humans will cry

Unashamedly

As 1t does 1n this city,

As 1t may 1n the place of blood

Which 1s our old well worn world with 1ts streets
of pity

Sceeing one man who held in the palms of his hands
the palm of peace

And the round world’s growing dream, seeing

Such a one man die.

(March 1986)

VIII

NO one wants to be alone
Not trom fear of the murderer still at large

Neither that of cowards

Nor death’s roving massiveness

But from emptying pain so sharp

Yet simultaneously numb

>0 taceless though it stares all squarely
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VIl

Vi behover alla en hjartoperation 1 dag
samma flytande bitterhet

frater ocksa gatstenarna med angest

aven sulor som trampat andra klimat grater
gamla méan later tarar stromma utan blygsel
dysterheten greppar tunnelbanan

dar bevingad dod overvakar ofdrsagda sjdlars
forstumning

ritar ut sin dystra karta

dver vart naket ristat ansikte vart hjarta

alla dessa 0gon bla grona bruna hasselnotsbruna
alla svepta 1 denna skotthalsblodiga uniform

Underjordens handlare kan grata

den industriella manniskotrafiken ska grata
utan skam

som den gor 1 denna stad,

som den gor dar blod tlackas
den dr var gamla slitna viarld med dessa dmkliga

gator
da den sag en man som 1 handflatorna holl fredens

palm
och den runda jordens viaxande drom, da den ser

en sadan man do

(Mars 1986)

VIII

Ingen vill vara ensam

inte av radsla for mordaren dnnu pa fr1 tot
inte heller av feghet

eller radsla for dodens kringflackande kraft
utan for urholkande smarta sa skarp

fast anda stum

ansiktslos fast den stirrar sa stint
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Behind that silent veil

Thus we hanker for friends or

Heart surgeons to hack out the troubled spot
[t there’s still some unscathed centimeter

(March 1986)

[ X

Mark this sore spot

Where humble spring poured out

A protfusion 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

T'hose fields to harvest enriched by life-giving
gold-buds

[n the brilliance of deeds

As all colours in all loving nations

Though limp

Tie interlaced concords

tor John Brown’s soul goes marching on

Hand 1n hand with Joe Hill

Who never died from any bullet:

No 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 dar tysta slojan
sa famlar vi efter vanner eller

hjartkirurger som kan karva ut det onda
om det fortfarande aterstar nagon oskadd
centimeter

(Mars 1986)

[ X

Mark detta Omma stéalle

dar ur 6dmjuk kélla rann

ett overtlod av adla stenar

nu spirar rosor var dag

och eldtungor tillrattavisar doden

varlden Over

dricker bade framlingar och landsmaén
naring ur denna Graalskalk

Infor den shingrande farden Over

falten till skordar rika av hivgivande gyllenax
1 glansen fran stordad

da alla farger 1 alla karleksfulla nationer
om ocksa tarda

tvinnar endrdaktens band

ty John Browns sjal vandrar an

hand 1 hand med Joe Hill

som aldrig dog av nagon kula:

inget storslaget gravmonument kan hindra
ingen trang hala halla kvar

rattvisans jattar fodda 28 februari 1986
for evigt slungade

1 ett fargblint hjarta

sa stort som moderlivet

da de vaxer hogt

i Oknen liv, grona skuggande stran av blad fran

palm

(Mars 1986)
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Today we arrived together

At this desolate country called death

Where lawless darts

Hit our hearts so wildly

With madness of speed

[n a strange way so close

So unfamiliar this gash

Though everyday we live with Apartheid deaths

There were no longer boundaries here

To constrain

1o detain

In this strangely wide terrain —

T'hough customs, heartache pleaded vainly

For re-entry of tears

Tears of pain

Tearing back to their spring

Wishing the ghastly deed undone — the ghosts of
deserting

We all become subjects of this master

S0 fierce so harsh so foreign

Yet so much beauty in our love, so much is it one
heart

Our one beat of beauty, rhythm our very softness.,
organ, oneness, doves nesting

Till we become free

S50 free in this struggle

>0 carefree about these salt lakes

We entered this country

Where there was no colour-bar

All continents all ages

Discovered in a bullet flash

How we must relearn some steps
Children mothering mothers

Tears down unpainted eyes and cheeks
Comforter and comforted . . .
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X

I dag anlande vi tillsammans
till detta 6de land kallat dod
dar lagldsa kastspjut

traffar vara hjiartan sa rasande
av tartens darskap

sa egendomligt ndra

sa obekant detta Oppna sar
fast vi varje dag lever med apartheids dodar

Det finns 1nte ldngre nagra granser har

for att avskarma

for att halla kvar

1 denna markligt vida terrdng —

fastdn vanan, hjdrtats sar forgaves bonfoll

tararna om atergang

tarar av smarta

stortande tillbaka till sin kalla

1 Onskan att gora det ohyggliga dadet ogjort —
overgivenhetens spoken

Vi1 blir alla underkastade denna makt

sa obdndig sa kdrv sa frammande

och dnda sa mycket skonhet 1 var karlek, sa
mycket ett enda hjarta

ett enda slag for karlek, rytm sjdlva var mjukhet,
enhet, likt duvor ndr de bygger bo

tills vi blir fria

sa fria 1 denna kamp

sa sorglosa infor dessa salta sjoar

Vi kom 1n 1 det har landet

dar inga fargskrank fanns

alla kontinenter alla aldrar
upptackte 1 en kulblixt

hur vi maste lara om nagra steg
barn tog hand om modrar

tarar 1 omalade 6gon och pa kinder



Clutched 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 | too feel
L.ike 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)

Xl

Though as we know the vears blow into their
winters of snow
In you we se how generations grow beyond a
blind recurrence
and the bland wind of empire
Into 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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trostare och trostad . .
hallna 1 en famn snyftande
|0ften for att fa solen att skina igen

Manga vidldigt manga vaxer mycket
sa plotsligt

Overallt i Stockholm

pa varje hotell varje restaurang
hela virlden kladd 1 svart

1 detta dystra

sa gronskande land

alla tankar alla sprak skrivna

1 alla blommor

roda berg av rosor

Ah, ibland kdnner ocksa jag mig
som ett moderlost barn

nar en sadan van gar

niar ett sadant hjarta

en sadan visiondr ar stilla
sarskilt nar han gar

— sarskilt stillheten

(Mars 1986)

Al

Fastdn vi vet att aren forsvinner in 1 sina snovintrar

ser vi 1 dig generationer vixa bortom blind
upprepning
och immperiets blida vind

anda djupt inuti granens sanger

nu ar du borta 1n1 och ett

med vidden brodet och tidens andedrakt

vi hdlsar dig:

Du har natt fororterna
tomhetens utkanter bland buskar

37



The outskirts of emptiness between bush

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

You have achieved the seas and stream, and the
SLréels —

You have laboured for peace, you have been

Pensive, you have seen

Vistas, you have been . . .

Now you are gone
And you are now
And tomorrow.

Vast and tull

Deserts of snow

Violent for the quiet
Fulfilment of peoplehood.

You face the universe of a clock
Your words, whispered, hurled all
The world back into the space ot

A child’s mouth on a nursing breast
On the stone the fir
In the stone the tern:

In the house, hght and fire
In cach room 1ts own fturniture!

(August 1986)
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och stenar, barrskogarna, fabrikseldarna,

du har natt haven och strommarna, och gatorna —
du har slitit for fred, du har varit

tankfull, du har sett

Oppningar, du har varit . . .

Nu ar du borta
och du ar nu
och 1 morgon

Vidstrackta och fyllda
snoOoknar

valdsamma 1 namn av
folkets tysta fullbordan

Ditt ansikte en klockas universum

dina ord, framviskade, slungade hela
varlden tillbaka in 1 rymden

av en barnamun mot ett ammande brost

Pa stenen barrtradet
1 stenen ormbunken;
1 huset, ljus, och eld
[ vart rum dess egna mobler!

(Augusti 1986)
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