Jörgen Gassilewski was born in Gothenburg, Sweden, in 1961. His first collection of poems, Du [You], came out in 1987 and his ninth collection, Kärleksdikter [Love Poems], last spring. He has been on the editorial board of OEI, a Swedish magazine for experimental writing, since its inception in 1999. In 2006 he published the documentary novel Göteborgshändelserna [The Gothenburg events], which deals with the EU summit and the visit of George W. Bush to Gothenburg in 2001, a grim episode in modern Swedish history when the police opened fire on demonstrators for the first time in seventy years.

from “Swedish Poetry and Poetics: A Gathering”: “Five Poets of the Nineties” in volume 29 number 1 spring 2002 of boundary 2, by Anders Lundberg and Jesper Olsson: “If Stig Larsson and Ann Jäderlund have become established as major figures of the contemporary scene in Sweden, Jörgen Gassilewski (b. 1961) is still considered by some critics as a kind of poetry prankster. Since his debut with Du (You) in 1987, he has proven to be a far more heterogeneous poet than the others presented here. His first collections bore traces of John Ashbery's The Tennis Court Oath and exhibited an active use and disfiguration of established modernist poetical forms. But in the same way as Stig Larsson has engaged in an exploration of hyper-speech, Gassilewski has, during the second half of the 1990s, moved toward similar, but much more strict and artificial, investigations of everyday language. In his later poetry, his background as a conceptual artist has become more visible, and he is also one of a few poets today who has explicitly acknowledged the legacy of the concrete poetry of the 1960s. This is shown in his pleasurable play with sound similarities and permutational techniques. In his poems, he subtly works with disturbances and noise on different levels of the text and produces dislocations and abrupt changes of perspective. Shifts in scale and in focus, as well as borderline clashes between different contexts or motifs, can also be put forward as important devices in his poems. Even though the poem translated here [“to Catullus”], from the collection portarnas bilder (The images of the gates) (1999), is a kind of strained artificial tailing of the workings of a "natural speech," he often elaborates a more radical parataxis, and the visual arrangement is always an integral aspect of his poetry. The materialistic stance in his work does, however, go far beyond a mere formalistic approach and is informed by an acute awareness of temporality, mortality, and bodily decay.” 
From Martin Högströms essay “Litteraturens scenografi” [“the Scenography of Literature”] in the Swedish literary magazine Pequod 46/2009: “Another example of a poetry book where the scenography forwards and pushes away the generic scene is Kärleksdikter [“Love Poems”] by Jörgen Gassilewski. Here the genre of the love poem is clearly present in a scenography that at the same time removes itself from the genre. Just like in the example of the novel of Balzac the scenography of the traditional love poem often acts to disguise the generic scene and the surrounding scene. Through an effect one with Charles Bernstein might call “absorption”, a certain transparency is obtained; the scenography absorbs the generic scene and the surrounding scene so that these are restrained in the transparency of reading. Because the pathos of them exorts a strong emotional response from its reader, Gassilewskis Kärleksdikter are “love poems” – and still not “love poems”, since this is done through a scenography that is not necessarily, from a conventional point of view, that of a love poem. The poetry which here in a careless or traditional, not to say a romantically conditioned, reading would appear as a proportionately weak message from “one soul to another”, as a matter of fact is mediated through “a ritualised dispositive where characters are distributed”. That is the way one should understand this text and this text has (to a larger extent than many other texts) understood this: Gassilewskis book is love poems although it is “love poems”, in spite of its generic scene. Kärleksdikter forwards the exchange between the different levels of the enunciation scene, it is a book that breathes, flickers in this movement of scenography. Kärleksdikter lives in the middle of and is scenographys symbiotic love-hate relationship to the generic scene, which it at the same time is subordinated to and dependent on and writes itself out of. Or, as one of the poems say: “God I hate you, hate you, hate you! I love you.” Kärleksdikter takes a great responsibility in relation to its utterance. This is a work of poetry that manages to harbour all of its enunciation scene, and in the middle of the book the scenography collapses under the pressure of the upper levels. The poetry trickles out of an archipelago of the words. It leaves the safe realms of syntax and bursts into the tears of the dispositive, single word, syntagm, digit for single word, syntagm, digit, just to recover and to thread back into its symbiotic love story with the generic scene some pages further on.

It is important to put further emphasis on, which probably already has become clear, that scenography, in Maingueneaus meaning of the word, not only constitutes a frame or a scenery: the poetic utterances or the story do not take place in an already constructed and from the utterance detached space. The enunciation legitimates the dispositive of its own speech in and through its progressing. The scenography insists and establishes thus the scene that in the same moment legitimates it. The scenography is at the same time the locality from were the discourse stems and what brings forth this discourse. On page 53 in Kärleksdikter one can read: “Everything went way to fast. I / just can’t bare you. You / are brave cause you dare to follow / your dreams. Blame on / you, that I love you.” This utterance is not an example of, or representing, a genre. It is a unique poetic utterance that enters a certain scene (of literature, poetry, love poem) which it in the very same moment changes for ever.                     
Jörgen Gassilewski: poems translated in English:
from «Kakbak» [«Baking Cookies»] (Stockholm: OEI editör, 2002, 

                                                             the poems was written in 1986)
Maybe I should walk awhile
Dull socks, as well as the beginning,

an end in itself. Waterfalls end.

Water, and yet. The long, dark, explosive passage

is filled with trinitrotoluene. Ashes mixed with hair. 
She left it yesterday, it was whitish grey and blonde.

You stand up, have heads on the sticks, it’s small pigs heads.

The slippers are getting dressed, wants to wait.

It was dark, the entrance was barred up.

I can’t help you, you have to help yourself.

It serves you, a piece of decayed clay.

Grind and drill
With the short whistles of a neurotic,

pink ducks come to me.

Short-circuit in half the block, the light comes back.

What are you drawing?

It’s parts of plants,

found in dusty, oozy ditches.

Decomposed but recognizable.

The milk breaks up, a skin.

I left no parts.

The dye have not come off them. They are of blood.

Dizzy blood to use to skin.

The sum is important.

It’s crossed over.

I touch the machine, it’s nice, new.

The disguise works.

Take the darkness in the dim light.

In the ears, from two sides.

You are not sure it encloses.

It’s fried,

What is above the flame, you haven’t seen.

To whom should you talk

It is broken, what holds up.

You look into apparatuses.

Split, rebuses of vapour,

winds that blow,

the lantern made of snowballs, the light.

He had sweaters, they were wet.

They were slingshots, entangled, against the wall, damaged by damp.

But we got there in time,

several layers of plastic.

Go, she said.  
Plant that is green and nice

To be there, in the house, to kill there.

They came and borrowed sugar,

borrowed beaten down stamps.

The movement of your arm,

like a ships hull.

Suddenly it moves around in the air.

No signal, painted red

around the corner.

We have no spoons,

stamping the floor.

Paper of the center, it is to know

We boiled an insane day,

just the essence was left,

hard, packed essence of wolf.

Tasty bouillon

for chicken-livered eyes.

The floor turned into the rocking horse

you wished for.

A whisper, the whipped, porous cream,

an interesting writerly slime.

You went on. 

from «Sommarens tankar» [«Thoughts of Summer»] (Stockholm: Bonniers, 1988) 

Turning back right after starting off

I fly towards you, blue morning with punishing sand.

Craving for institutions I buy salt,

capital for column stones of blackening shelves of history,

rifle to rifle the glass fibre square 

and the threads of the landing gear, of shavings with sand.

The stork founding a home

The crackling splintering twigs have landed,

expert in black velvety pulverized wing-beats.

Sleeps all night, until it falls over.

The head in the chimney. Forge my day,

dazzle, dayfly,

with glittering propagation, keeping in step with

the gathered assembly and result of the fortune-tellers.

The third test of the land, following   
Anecdotes in the destructive moon,

came, gathering in a haze:

Constructions of other visages, than round,

with some kind of rack on it, socks or shoes,

they trample, when you go. Wherever the dove is

TV-bathrooms are proclaimed, because it has a bowl of corn,

shining, to test the freeway dressed in silk

covering one eye, clipping semilunar.

Its room, to, like the cat, cease, silence.

All days in the class

As when a bancruptcy estate breathes in,

the whole family gave a helping hand, suspecting

and not suspecting , that silver lips

and the stuff, had fondled cod roe, in a businesslike manner.

The third square from the left showed an “S”.    
Was it the dollar sign, found in the completely closed down

white reeds, for shaken years, in the old execution.

Spirits damaged by damp, obstructed the corpses,

looked alike,

bad weather came and went, in the back seat.

The weapon and a forlornness

“Here is my casserole-thick silver stripe,

which, like a maxim, played my part

of the impotent kitchen-maid”, the school porter said.

We resumed that he, of the two, is the man

you’d rather avoid. The community hall shook hands.

The backyard party got started, sticky hands

painted beauty on the clouds

and John lived with another human being, on the outside.

It is weapons and intimacy we seek, we people.

Test run and refreshment are offered

The draught passage obstructs the petty wheels of the freeing of the linden,

the mint of the rattling sheet metal trash cans
and the wheel-resembling forms of the open peaches.

Female cooks, with white clothes and white hands, grab the door,

draw the dark draft of wind, that leads to

fountains, marshlanded,

a waistband-tested clothing, like the legs of children’s dance

in the four-wheel driven peace. 
from «Portarnas bilder» [«Images of the gates»] (Stockholm: Bonniers, 1999)

translated from Swedish by Robert Österbergh 

saturation


Pane by pane of oxidized lead glass. The faces behind: scattered stratocumulus clouds.
Here, both of us are longing for a single pang of saltpetre on
the tip of the tongue, a wound that will never heal.

Peacocks are mating in the air. My quiet moment
by the chair. Head leaning against the chair. Heads.
Speaking in a friendly manner but one cannot see
what they are doing with their hands behind their backs.
Soldier ants with yellow, green and red abdomens struggling up an August slope
clad in lilies of the valley. Yes, I understand that.
That’s why. That’s how it must be.

Light yellow ice-cream granulated when the wet scoop
presses down.

Eyes’ painting over:
“Being dead I have a responsibility,” I dreamt he said.
Never a catheter in all of the colors of the rainbow.
The temples expand as he clenches his teeth.

Clay covers the freshwater clams. Tourists are crying
in dirty sneakers. They have lost their things.
The pits are visible in the morello cherries on cold evenings in August
when it’s been raining and the sun comes out over a low pressure front-line.

The smoke from the fireplace with a bad damper
pricks the nose. Babble and gossip. I touch
your collarbone, but don’t recognize it. Your forehead against
a limestone wall. Marks of pressure on the forehead: clotted color dripping,
remainders of plaster, reinforcement bars. You hold your breath. Breathe in. Dust.
A shining ball with bowels.
Films for auratic wonders.

Your enemies are those who take casual jobs.
The devotees of aniline of the 30s and 40s,
the unemployed. Buy plastic airplanes with rotating wings and rare
Japanese seaweed. You abate. The rose is in your mouth.
The tree is on the hilltop.
Gllllllllllllliiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii glass bead game.


I want to talk to someone.
The Meissen porcelain figures.
A green grape with the peel split open.


That day, the life you have lived so far will be over.
The bread folds itself without resistance against your teeth
but it is unpleasant and sharp. You are waiting for thirst.
And for the movements. – In the window, those who are usually there:
a seagull, a streamer or maybe a neighbor hanging laundry to dry.
You give yourself instructions to perform a regularity.
To invent yourself.

Meat broth and drip-feed of blood.
Essence.
Doesn’t reflect any light. The place of baptism of Olof Skötkonung.[1]
Point enveloped by light. Superficial blood-vessels.

One could see her cornflower blue cap across the whole playground.
The tongue yields to the concentrate. No connective tissue.
Acid.
Base.

*

The waiting is abstract:
those tunnels in breaking waves that surfers like.
The escalator runs in the wrong direction. Every integrity is invaded.
After that you can begin from the beginning as a different person.
Nice manner, surprisingly mild.

It is a sharp thirst. The dogdays: slack clothes
and slack streamers. Brown sludge.

The signature from within the tip of the pen. Pointed at yourself.
A shaft in the dark spaces in between sunbeams.


The kumquat a mouthful. I sometimes actually forget
that we are really only waiting for death. In the middle
a hissing, smoking drill crown.
Feelings straight through. The liqueur in the chocolate.
The eye. Not wink. Straight in.

After the party, under a chair, right hand doesn’t work,
your sweater torn apart. Hymenoptera are speeding. Bone tissue. Sinews.
Leftover eggs: ”Brillo pad?”

*

The table. I. Have disappeared. Voices toward endings.
Drainage. From here to there. The soprano cracks
in the midst of the queen’s aria. A gorge. When we had cleaned up,
what we were going to save happened to be brought along. Wind names. Gneiss
remains. On my side. Too long an etching bath.
Sparks from the bicycle dynamo, my hair follicles…
moments to remember.

Hands and fingers, mountains of roses. But
not here, not now. Here: am driving pegs of aluminium into loose skin. Deep
sky and the sun as a marble at the bottom.
After the cloudburst the roots of the grass are laid bare.
Blades of grass are pressed down. Grass sticks to the top of the foot.
You take a long shower.


The routine duties are impenetrable labyrinths.
Constellations of sweaters. The incision is so subtle
that you have to fold back the skin to see it.
Sun, rubbish and dust. I don’t care.
We are on our way. One may call it a holiday.
The brain in the nut.

The piece of gneiss. Interlude by a young talent. To feel it.

You swallow the air cinematographically with your U-shaped tongue;
as obscene as watching the sound post vibrate through the f-hole of
a violin. Thus. That’s who I am. Simple things. Nothing more.
Burdens discarded.

Now I let a record long
string of saliva dangle like the clapper of Big Ben.
Shadow. Light. Faint voices. Only reverberation.
Headache. Confused. No longer answers to one’s Christian name.

Light mealy wood. Weathervane and maybe the remnants of experimental risings
with commercial giant bockwurst in polyester. The afternoon light
is yellow. Yellow also the dog’s ear on
the magazine that has disappeared. Death stutters. The fog doesn’t
move. A flask of cocoa. A hairdo. Stitches.
I have only been drinking water. Am now peeing white pee.


[1]  Olof Skötkonung (ca. 980-1022) is said to be the first Christian king of Sweden. He was baptized in Husaby by Kinnekulle, and established the first episcopate in the town of Skara.
from «Portarnas bilder» [«Images of the gates»] (Stockholm: Bonniers, 1999)

 translated from Swedish by Anders Lundberg and Jesper Olsson 

to Catullus 

With pumice dry just polish'd fine

To whom present this book of mine? 

I fall through. And I'm gone. The sincere that we say. The foundation is coldness. Such a proximity requires a low temperature. To you I say what I think since I don't respect you. I know that you can't pass it on, follow it up, draw consequences from it. You are unable. Like a rock in a water. An Egyptian sepulchral chamber. Nothing is ever going to happen. There are no limits for what I can say to you. This lack of limitation would have driven me insane, if I'd had the ability to become insane. . . . I regret this inability. That's why I love to talk about money. It's as if we cared about each other. We do. When they don't arrive. When we have said the sixteenth and the money isn't in the account by then. I feel that I get angry with you! Then! I feel that I hate you! Hate! It's great! I feel that I have a relation to you. I here. You there. You with money. I without. You with my money. It sounds unsympathetic. What do they know, who would call it that, about life? . . . The other is without resistance. Like water. The hand in the water. The invisible hairs of the hand curved. Nothing more. Why call these effusions anything? Like relieving oneself. Splash against water, porcelain. I can say "You are a crocophant"; "I think of you when I masturbate, never daddy, nono, only you," or "today I stuck a toothbrush in the putty, it was new and eccentric," or "I love you, Ola." I can say this to you. . . .     
I forget everything. Forget. You have said something. I forget it. Why?     
I must respect you. You shall be a receiver. Think for yourself. React. Unexpected. Provoke. If I only was sure that what I'm saying and feeling became something else when it entered you. I'm not. You are just like another I. As a Roman master confessing to his slave — without reflecting upon this person being present in the room.     
And I know you feel the same about me. I know it.     
Let's talk about something else. Not shadow-boxing. Something pleasant. Something that is pleasant.     
Whatever. Everything that happens here. Go. Go. Less lonely without you. Without the remainder of who I am. In you. Mouth-diarrhea. Lack of posture. Indifference.     
Today I got poo-poo on my fingers when I wiped myself. It has never happened before. Usually I stick my finger up my ass. After having wiped myself. And smelling it. The deeper I insert it the more it smells of blood. When I was a kid I thought I got into the blood itself with that ass-finger.     
Love. That's what it's about. And even if we don't always agree. No, we don't. That's what's important. If one is thinking of good things. Are you thinking of good things? I'm thinking of good things. Then we're together. I'm thinking of swimming. What are you thinking of? No, don't   tell. You're thinking of . . . bal. No, sorry, what am I saying. Balls that kittens play with. Why? Now we're together in it: swimming and . . . balls . . . No, don't step out of it now! Why are you stepping out? Now we're in!    
 I can tell you about my vision. First it was black. With some hills. One couldn't see a thing. Only feel. It was lumpy. It was hot. It was in the rectum. I was sucked upwards. It was so beautiful. I was cooled off. By waves. Currents all around me. Everywhere. Passing through me. Shivers. By summons. It was as if someone said it to me. "By summons." To move upwards. Where? I didn't know. I really didn't know. Then I came to a more peaceful part. Like a sheltered bay. It was spelled j-o-y. The part. It was spelled j-o-y. Strange. But so it was. It was in the large intestine. And then . . . the singing started in me again. It was like from the head. From the head and backwards. It was immense. Immense . . . insignificant. And . . . EVERYTHING! I was inside the small intestine. What I SAW!! Sparkling . . . no . . . pillar . . . no . . . It was like DEATH METAL!!! MORE than Death Metal!!! DEADER!!! And then I saw you. You were ill. Very ill. One had pitied you. You knew what was coming. You were thinking about it. That it was . . . would be . . . And you yourself . . . ? But you were STRONG! TERRIBLY strong. That you WERE what you WERE!! But you were free. Dead while you were alive. You were resting in it. As it was.     
Thought of suicide. Not me. More like someone else thinking while I was asleep, or rather was resting. I walked away with me and was on my way of doing things. In any case it was always a picture. And there you were. Waving me closer with the finger then with the whole hand. And I was on my way. Your head cracked open and there was a child. Also waving. Was on my way. It was always something practical that got in the way. Sometimes I feel like I'm about to lose language. In the best appears an edge of bad, of the most terrifying. And when I see. In the ripples of the sea millions of razors are prepared. And make themselves invisible. In one single crest of a wave. Then it cracks in the words. Then anything can be anything. Good no longer good. Bad no longer bad. And in the explosion that isn't anything else than a pitiful peep, it sounds: "scchvuuuuiiip" or "krrscchhvuiiip." And in a way it is good maybe. Or what do you think?     
Turns red . . . behind the eyelids. Can't reach . . . never . . . the tap. It was a water tap there. Now just now. Just before I, yes . . . caught my breath. Now, when we were talking. It pulled. Ax . . . Axblow! Red behind the eyelids. Always this time of the day. You asked me something. That made me sad. And at the same time glad. And now. I can breathe out. It's so wonderful! To breathe out! Just OUT!! . . . And then I calmed down . . . so it was . . . it was so. You reach a point. You have to decide yourself: Tear yourself away from what you know. Or to let the emotions choke you like the plastic bag over a child. Sounds sick . . . But after that point, when you head-butt! . . . meet yourself as drowned in tears: I THERE! You HERE! When you have changed place with yourself and have seen how much you weep . . . When you have been sitting on the spot — on a ringside seat — and seen how much you weep. Weep and weep. But where does it lead? You ask yourself this: Where does this LEAD? And nobody can answer . . .     
It has to do with posture. Posture. Something that one already must have met. Somewhere else. Something that one already must have tackled the right way without knowing.     
If I have this posture? I don't know . . . If this has happened to me? I don't know . . .     
When I see that red behind the eyelids. I know it's coming. It's not really from me that the red comes. The sun in the eyes. White in the eyes. And flutter in the eyes. And as on a screen behind the white: red. White in the air. If one can call it air, what I see. If it is the after-image of pain that creates a visual perception. But here it's a question of a premonition. A heralding, maybe an annunciation. Maybe you can call it: An annunciation! In any case the white is nothing. One shouldn't talk about it. One can't talk about it. But the red. That's to be inside something. That most of all. Inside something else. Something else that is not oneself. But that might be. Death. Blindness. Or joy. You never know. In there you never know anything . . . Floating . . . irresponsibly . . .    
 It's red. Maybe it's triggered by sun. Maybe we don't always pick each other up there. But know that we exist. The white is mine. I don't want to talk about that.     
How could we help each other? You there. Me here. Two deformed bodies. I elbowed my way to new places for nourishment. That's what we are, sucklings. If you were in the way, well . . .     
All these FANTASIES! All these IMAGINATIONS! Stop pretending! Compassion disgusts me. All these Friday afternoon things that are brought fourth. There are only Friday afternoon things. If you have one column for "reality" and one for "illusions" then the accounts always balance.     
For a lot of people brutality is an awakening. Things or people. Things or people. "What!? Am I HERE now!? Close to death. But still . . . ALIVE! LIFE! . .

. and there's one more, one more . . . and one more . . . other . . . PEOPLE! . . . I have never . . . never . . . before . . ." The exact measure of one's loneliness, the exact measure of one's mortality — is a joy, a pure unadulterated joy, a crystalline joy. Know. This. Like this. It is . . . Suddenly you feel that you're a node, a plummet, a center. Self. Then everybody else thinks that you're a monster. A repulsive formlessness. Soon dead. Just as good. A ball of pain. But inside: a small clock.     
What do you think I can offer you? Why not eat the words. Before they have appeared. Just stupid punches at shadows. Shadows of shadows. What has been. Brutality. Joy. Far far back. Here's just the now. Granite. Why punch at granite with wounded bandaged hands? Eat "you." Eat "we." Eat "Love." Yes, eat "Love." Above all "Love." Then what remains? A fine silence. A very very fine silence: Listen! Maybe a body-temperature. A body odor. Maybe a weather. Yes maybe a weather. White, like now. Sun, like now. White sun, like now. I . . .     
Why do you come here? If you don't want to meet my body? My body extended in space. As it is now. That's what I can offer you. Odor. Sound. Breathing. Decomposing tissue. We. We. Today when I was walking . . . Today when I was crawling towards the window . . . to slant the blinds . . . bumped into . . . bruised . . . part of the elbow . . . the arm in such a strange angle . . . I looked at it . . . laughed . . . looked up toward the blind's lever . . . a large airspace . . . a gigantic airspace . . . laughed . . . laughed again . . . could have been a great laugh. Felt inside me: GREAT LAUGH. Yes, so it was . . . 

from  “Swedish Poetry and Poetics: A Gathering” 

in volume 29 number 1 spring 2002 of boundary 2, 

translated from Swedish by Anders Lundberg and Jesper Olsson 
Close-reading of non-existing texts is a political act

Close-reading of non-existing texts is a political act. Close-reading is in itself a political act. Non-existing texts are in themselves a political act. A political act is not in itself a political act. Existing texts are not in themselves political. When I use an existing text it ceases to exist. I am close-reading it. I am close-reading it until it ceases to exist. I am close-reading it until it is no longer a close-reading. Then it is a non-existing text. I transfer it to me. Then it is my text. But there is no close-reading. It is not a political act. I must keep it outside myself and simultaneously make it unfamiliar. I must remove the tone of the other text. I must remove the I of the other text. I must mount the tone in the other text. I must mount the I in the other text. I panic. What I assert is rhetoric and lacks substance. What I assert is rhetoric and lacks substance. Everything is rhetoric. Everything lacks substance. I assert. If the text lacks pronouns it must be filled with pronouns. If the text lacks referentiality it must be filled with referentiality. If the text lacks historicity it must be filled with historicity. If the text lacks intertextuality it must be filled with intertextuality. If the text lacks time and locality it must be filled with time and locality. If the text lacks narrativity it must be filled with narrativity. The text is now pronominal/referential/historicizing/ intertextual/temporal/spatial/narrative. It takes place. It is an act. But not a political act. It has a language. I think of the distance as the crow flies between Smygehuk (the point farthest south in Sweden) and Treriksröset (the point farthest north in Sweden), or between Treriksröset and Smygehuk. I think of August Strindberg. I think of Ingmar Bergman. I think of Gunnar Ekelöf. I think of Thomas Tranströmer. I think of Edith Södergran. I think of Karin Boye. I think of Ann Jäderlund. I think of Katarina Frostenson. I think. And in that I think these texts receive a materiality. To me. So much naturalism. So much bourgeois drama. So much expressionist drama. So much modernism. So much postmodernism. Nothing of this means anything. And through the fact that it does not mean anything the texts receive their political character. 1930s. In the magazine Spectrum there is a fusion between psychoanalysis, architectural functionalism (the Swedish Welfare State), and cultural radicalism. Modernism, proletarian novel authors. In the political association of cultural radicals Clarté the social realists prevail before the war. Form is bourgeois. 1960s. (During the 1950s, the concrete poetry of Öyvind Fahlström circulated in copies and transcripts.) 1963 and 1964 the concrete poets Bengt Emil Johnson and Jarl Hammarberg make their debut. And side by side new-simple poetry with a lot of wettex-cloths and kitchen tables. Everyday life and words. By the end of the 1960s student revolt, Vietnam War and a closing of the ranks. Political realism. Form is bourgeois. 1980s. Deconstruction and romanticism. Stig Larsson brings us to a place where perversion, euphoria, and I-lessness meet. Where perversion, rhetoric, and euphoria meet. Where I-lessness, perversion, and rhetoric meet. Ann Jäderlund brings us to a place where romanticism, language games, and surfeit meet. Where meter, language-games, and romanticism meet. Where surfeit, meter, and language games meet. Form is a-political. 1990s (the Welfare State is liquidated). Helena Eriksson brings us to a place where caesura, geometry, and idiosyncrasy meet. Where blackness, geometry, and idiosyncrasy meet. Where idiosyncrasy, blackness, and caesura meet. Lars Mikael Raattamaa brings us to a place where periphery, materiality, and literality meet. Where materiality, literality, and expressivity meet. Where expressivity, materiality, and periphery meet. Form is political. (The blackmailing strategy — not seldom initiated by the generation of critics born in the 1940s, who started their careers in the light of the concrete and new-simple poetry of the early 1960s — that has aimed at imposing upon a poetry, whose social and political implications so to speak come from within the language in the form of caesuras, literalities, idiomatic slidings, confrontations, etc. [and that lacks the politically correct syntax and the natural "speech" the reader of Swedish poetry is used to associate with any domestic poem with a social or political ambition], a sort of blockade where a renunciation of all political relevancy has resulted in a cancellation and a procuration of literary status, has shown itself less and less successful.) Non-existing texts are texts that have been read to pieces. They are non-existing in the act of reading itself. Strategies for removing the voice. Close-reading of non-existing texts is impossible. I am thinking of Emmanuel Hocquard. That is why it is a political act. Close-reading leads to non-existing texts. That is why it is a political act. Non-existing texts makes close-reading impossible. That is why it is a political act. A political act neither leads to non-existing texts nor makes close-reading impossible. I am thinking of Olivier Cadiot. I transfer the text to me. Literally. Now it takes an extensive reading. As extensive as possible. I think of Charles Bernstein. Preferably it will miss literature. Preferably it will miss literature altogether. An altogether extensive reading is no reading at all. An altogether extensive writing is no writing at all. Reading is paralleled by writing until there is no way of telling them apart. They become one and the same. I am thinking of Kenneth Goldsmith. The tone disappears and returns. The I disappears and returns. The rhetoric disappears and returns. The velocity is fluctuating. Reading and writing are one and the same. I transfer the text to me. Nevertheless it is not mine. All pronouns. All referentiality. All historicity. All intertextuality. All time. All locations. All narrativity. Like this: 

With pumice dry just polish'd fine 
To whom present this book of mine? 

Translated by translated by translated. Catullus. Ebbe Linde. John Nott. To whom present this book of mine? Who? You, Cornelius. And you, O muse. Lesbia. Clodia. Ebbe Linde. Jörgen Gassilewski. Anders Lundberg and Jesper Olsson. John Nott. Paul Bové. And you, reader. The book? Carmina Catulli. Catullus. Poems. Images of the gates. boundary 2. Reading and reading and reading. With pumice dry just polish'd fine. Pumice, pumex, a polished piece of lava, with which the surface of the paper or the parchment is prepared. I am (and everyone before me) close-reading Catullus until the text does not exist anymore. Polish'd fine. I read very slowly. It ceases to exist in reading and writing, and imperceptibly I transfer it to me. I think of Charles Reznikoff. I remove the I. I remove the tone. I mount the I. I mount the tone. What I assert is rhetoric and it lacks substance. I assert. Pronouns. Referentiality. Historicity. Intertextuality. Time. Locality. Narrativity. I fill it (the text) with everything between as the crow flies between Smygehuk and Treriksröset. I fill it with Strindberg, Bergman, Ekelöf, Tranströmer. I fill it with Södergran, Boye, Jäderlund, Frostenson. I think. I fill it with bourgeoisie drama, expressionist drama, modernism, postmodernism. I fill it with the 1930s, Spektrum, Clarté; the 1960s, Fahlström, Johnson, Hammarberg, wettex-cloths, kitchen tables, student revolt, Vietnam War; the 1980s, deconstruction, and romanticism, Larsson, Jäderlund; the 1990s, liquidated Welfare-State, Eriksson, Raattamaa, less and less successful blackmailing strategy. Now it is time for extensive reading and writing. As extensive as possible. Best if it misses literature altogether. The text is not mine. Close-reading of non-existing texts is a political act. 

 
from «Kärleksdikter» [«Love Poems»] (Stockholm: Bonniers, 2009):
I love you in a hundred languages. How does one say I love you in different languages. I love love love you from that no one can keep me. I hate you for what you did to me. I was just a child. I should have said that to you: I hate myself only because I hate you.I love you.
                                                                    doch uns ist gegeben auf keiner stätte zu 
I love you is a beautiful and useful phrase. I love you! Licking on you… you’re a bit sweaty and sticky. But rather tasty… I hate you. I am very much aware of how strong the word hate is and I would never dream of overusing it. Shame, how I hate you, hate you ,  hate  you!  I  love  you.
                        ruhn es schwinden es fallen die leidenden menchen blindlings 
I love you, I love you from the bottom of my heart …sorry I love you the way I do. Is it supposed to come something after that? I hate you. Today all the memories came back to me. One could hear you from a hundred yards away. You smoked red Marlboro.    I.     Love.   You.
von einer stunde zur andern wie wasser von klippe zu klippe
                              
I love you too. Chapped skin. In the middle of summer. Soon it’s beginning to snow, I suppose. Nothing surprises me anymore. My lips are like sandpaper. I hate you. Don’t come near me and don’t even try to say the three words! They don’t suit your mouth! Scram! Vapor! I  l o v e  you.
                        geworfen jahr lang ins trichloroethylene hinab I love you  
 I love you.
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For Jörgen Gassilewskis poetry, see also:
The artist-book bok book livre 

(together with visual artist Bengt Olof Johansson, 1999) 

online, in the Norwegian internet poetry-magazine Nypoesi 2/06: 
http://www.nypoesi.net/tidsskrift/206/?tekst=8
Collective chain of translation (by, among many others, Derek Beaulieu) of Gassilewskis poem “landskapsinteriör” [“interior landscape”] from the book «Portarnas bilder» [«Images of the gates»] in Nypoesi 1/07:
http://www.nypoesi.net/tidsskrift/107/lo/
Homophonic and literal chain of translations of Charles Bernsteins poem
“Johnny Cake Hollow” by Charles Bernstein, Jörgen Gassilewski and Leevi Lehto

in Nypoesi 1/07:

http://www.nypoesi.net/tidsskrift/107/?tekst=2
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