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to believe in fire and blood [fire and blood are very central symbols in the Salvation Army]
already now I do not dare
to write the true lines if such exist [meaning: if there can be such a thing as “true lines”; it it is possible to write “be” in one way or another, rather than “exist” it would be great]
when pain is cast/found/reshape in happiness it becomes fire [cast/found ≈ the word relates to the work in a smithy/forge]
put the hand in here and feel [movement: as when you put the hand on some ones chest, under the clothes, to feel the heart beats; but here it actually refers to (though not explicitly said): put in the hand into the chest where something is formed where the heart should be]
if the iron becomes a spear
it is not possible to know
its form also transforms us
it may become a hook/crook
to (on which we/one can) attach the hope on [hope as in hopefulness; fästa/attach ≈ as you do with a picture on the wall]
in waiting for longing a wheel
Along the roads where we travelled
we who not are in paradise
where are we now
the hands grow into trees and shadows [grows – in Swedish “blir till” as in become/turns into; I know there are other lines like this, for example in the birch and poplar-poem, so it would be great if it can be some sort of refrain, in the version you find best]
in our memories - but the place has already forgotten
our gestures and laughter, self half, verge/pale/limit/line, [gestures = åtbörder is an old fashioned word; when I look in the dictionary I also find “air” and “motion”; here in plural]
self shadow

if the words could be filled in
and the hand (be) lifted to write

through fire and blood
become (a) spear, a life that carries itself
and cuts its own sky/heaven
but nothing can be written or said
to a dead living [someone who is dead in life; a living dead]
self fire, self blood
self shadow
(because) the words get so quiet when they are turned off [turned off is horrible, släcka – I remember we talked about this word – one can “släcka” ones thirst, or “släcka” a fire, or “släcka” the lamps for example …]
in themselves silhouettes

		*

if the words were not so still
or already solidified in drops [stelna/solidify – the process when the clay stiffens, or when water becomes ice]
around a compressed mouth [a mouth in which you really bite your teeth together]
if they could rise, walk ahead
to wake up the houses
in neighborhoods which time has left a garden in
or follow, like greenery
through the stones

but the words and the stones
cannot tear the walls
to write in the bite
and the heart’s muscle
We trade/shift/swop/exhange astrakhans [a certain sort of apples]
against/to the promises of fire and blood
the tears hard, sweet
lamina, a gömlse for time [gömsle = an old fashioned word on a small place where you can hide; and here it is said that it is a place where time can hide/or being hidden]
like a broken/ruptured pomegranate
is your cheek [the two last lines are quoted from the song of songs in which the beloved’s cheek is compared to a broken/ruptured pomegranate. In Swedish: lik ett brustet granatäpple är din kind]



	Eld
att tro på eld och blod
redan nu vågar jag inte
skriva de sanna raderna om sådana finns
när smärtan stöps i glädje blir den eld
för in handen här och känn
om järnet blir till spjut
det går inte att veta 
dess form förvandlar också oss
det kanske blir en krok
att fästa hoppet på
i väntan på längtan ett hjul
längs vägar där vi färdats
vi som inte är i paradiset 
var är vi nu
händerna blir till träd och skuggor
i våra minnen – men platsen har redan glömt
våra åtbörder och skratt, själv halv, själv gräns,
själv skugga

om orden kunde fyllas i
och handen lyftas för att skriva
genom eld och blod
bli spjut, ett liv som bär sig självt
och skär sin egen himmel
men ingenting kan skrivas eller sägas
till en död som lever
själv eld, själv blod
själv skugga
för orden blir så stilla då de släcks 
i sig själva silhuetter


	*


om orden inte var så stilla
eller redan stelnat i droppar
kring en sammanpressad mun
om de kunde resa sig, gå före
för att väcka husen
i kvarter som tiden lämnat kvar en trädgård i
eller följa efter, som grönska 
genom stenarna 

men orden och stenarna
kan inte riva murarna
att skriva i bettet
och hjärtats muskel
vi byter astrakaner
mot löften om eld och blod
tårarna hårda, söta 
hinna, ett gömsle för tid
likt ett brustet granatäpple
är din kind 

	




