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******************************************************  
Four poems *about* pedophiles this week, following a
request by an avid alt.sex.intergen reader....

* Stephen Dobyn's 'White Thighs'
* Micheal Hoffman's 'Universal Uncles'
* Iain Crichton Smith's 'Children, Follow The Dwarfs'
* John Pudney's 'A Prey To Innocence'

******************************************************

   WHITE THIGHS

White thighs like slices of white cake -
three pre-teenage girls on a subway
talking excitedly about what they will
see and do and buy downtown, while near them
a man stares, then pulls back to look
at the slash and jab of graffiti.
He sees himself as trying to balance
on the peak of a steep metal roof
but once again he turns to watch
the girls in their grown-up dresses,
their eye-shadow and painted mouths.  How
white the skin must be on the insides 
of their thighs.  He can almost taste
their heat and he imagines his teeth
pressed to the humid flesh until once more
he jerks back his head like yanking
a dog on a leash, until he sees his face 
in the glass, gray and middle-aged.  The night,
he thinks, the night - meaning not simply
night-time but those hours before dawn
when he feels the hunger as if it were
a great hulking creature in the hallway
outside his door, some beast of darkness.
And again he feels his head beginning 
to twist on its hateful stalk.  White thighs -
to trip or slip on that steep metal roof:
his final capitulation to the dark.  

   Stephen Dobyn

************************************************

   UNIVERSAL UNCLES  

The two men - forties, balding, brothers -
live together in a couple of rooms downstairs.
With them are two children, under-tens:
a girl, and a boy who isn't quite right...
They are either half-siblings or Benjamins,
late additions to the family of the men's parents.
They are a cosy group, the children have



a pretty good time.  The men take trouble
over them, they have an affectionate nature.
They took my little sister to the playground.
It had been raining, and they played a game,
jumping her over puddles, and after each one
giving her a kiss.  Some time, the puddles stopped
but not the kisses...  On warm Saturdays,
they wash their battered, field-grey Mercedes,
and take their charges for a drive in the country.
- Next to the two round stereo speakers
in the back window are their twin straw hats,
the type that donkeys wear on the beach.

   Michael Hofmann

**********************************************************

   CHILDREN, FOLLOW THE DWARFS

Children, follow the dwarfs and the giants and the wolves,
into the Wood of Unknowing, into the leaves

where the terrible granny perches and sings to herself
past the tumultuous seasons high on her shelf.

Do not go with the Man with the Smiling Face,
nor yet with the Lady with the Flowery Dress.

Avoid the Crystal, run where the waters go
and follow them past the Icebergs and the Snow.

Avoid the Man with the Book, the Speech Machine,
and the Rinsoed Boy who is forever clean.

Keep clear of the Scholar and the domestic Dog
and, rather than Sunny Smoothness, choose the Fog.

Follow your love, the butterfly, where it spins
over the wall, the hedge, the road, the fence,

and love the Disordered Man who sings like a river
whose form is Love, whose country is Forever.

    Iain Crichton Smith

**************************************************

   A PREY TO INNOCENCE

All day he listened to the children's voices,
Thinking of children, light without shadow,
White light, cast lavishly on latch and lintel,
Soaking the walls of all the narrow houses.

A prey to innocence, to voices, faces,
Innocently staring, hurting, loving, lying,



All day he waited eager as a virgin,
Roused by green corn and every possible lover.

     John Pudney

**************************************************
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**************************************************

Now, a treat for those who have stayed with me this far
and not dumped me into their 'junk' file...

...a couple of interesting WWW URL's:

   Human Sexuality E-Library
   http://weber.u.washington.edu/~sfpse/

   (has lots of interesting texts to download)

and

   InforM's Sexual Orientation Database
   http://www.inform.umd.edu/EdRes/Topic/Diversity/Sexual_Orientation/

   (not quite as much stuff as the Human S. E-Library, but 
   what there *is* is more 'condensed' as this is mostly 
   grad student and academic papers.)

Not much intergen stuff on either at present, but I'm sure we 
can change that ;-)  Lobbying the sysops to add links to the 
Pedosexual Resources Directory would seem to be the first step...
Fire up that web-browser!

Finally, a recently published book-reference for all you avid 
book-lovers out there...

   Wullschlanger, Jackie.  Inventing Wonderland.  Methuen, 1995.
     [Readable study of Lewis Carroll, Edward Lear, J.M. Barrie, 
     Kenneth Grahame and A.A. Milne - the first three were 
     definitely child-lovers, the last two quite possibly.  Together 
     they were responsible for Alice, Peter Pan, the Jumblies, Toad 
     of Toad Hall and Winnie the Pooh.  John Pudney's poem - see 
     above - was probably written about Carroll, as he wrote a book
     about him which focussed on his girl-loving.  Iain Crichton 
     Smith's poem - see above - could well have been written about 
     all five of these authors.  Put them all together with other major 
     child-loving writers like Mark Twain and you could make a convincing 
     case that nearly all the mainstream imaginative children's classics 
     had their genesis in child-loving desires...]  

ends.

                                                                                  


