The heavenly phenomenon - 
a poem on the meteor

The man in the moon rises his golden head
behind the snowcovered tops of the great wood.
But he, on his nightly passage, does not delay
by those, which he meets on the starsprangled sky.
He’s not tempted away by the brilliant bridesmaids
and does not go astray ‘mong the stars of heaven 
and although he often his back on us turn, 
secure he walks his way what may ever happen

But suddenly in the sky a fireball was glistening, 
obscuring the shine of the moon and the stars.
It went like a Jehu and then it lowered
to earth, where the snow cover hid every stone
The fireball was then heard to explode, 
so that the cabins were shaking. Then it was no more. 
What was it? one wondered. Was it an omen, 
a bomb, a comet, or the final judgement?

But the calm of the man in the moon was not rocked
since much he has seen in his wandering. 
”Say, who are you to run in this way,
not knowing the rules of traffic or having no sense
to show both esteem and regard towards others,
who also shall travel ‘cross the sky?
Yes, you should be ashame, you madman small! 
Go home to your mother, who nurtured you badly!”

In Stöcksjö and Lycksele and Rödåliden
in Flarken and Ulvoberg, Kroksjö and Ström, 
one looked at the watch, noting the time
and wondered slightly, if this was not a dream.
And men were almost blinded by the lustre, 
whenever the meteor was seen, wavering its tail.
But the deck of cards was hidden, smarting the soul,
by judgement, anyone wants to be the honest one.
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