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This week's theme is WOMEN POETS ON INTERGENERATIONAL
MAN-GIRL LOVE. (Just three poems instead of the usual four
this week)

* Edith Soedergran (Finland, 1892-1923)
'To A Young Girl'
* Svetlana Yovenko (Soviet Union, Born 1945)
'"In Defence of Goethe's Late Love'
* Edna St Vincent Millay (United States, 1892-1950)
'Sonnet X'

TO A YOUNG GIRL

A fiery glance has never yet betrayed.

Hold the man's heart in your unversed child's fingers,

draw the man's streaming fire into the icy staterooms of your eyes!

You are as certain of love as you are of the kingdom of heaven.

He will give you his heart, a kingdom and all the flowers of spring,

and you will give him the light veil of your longing that makes the distance
blue.

Still your breath has not touched the fluttering light of his bliss.

Still your eye has not measured the extent of his faith.

Still your feet have not crossed into the closed circle of his destiny;

it is the same to you whether it is red or blue.

But there will come a day when you hang close

to him like a flower to its stenm,

when his dusk is your light and his drought is your spring,

when you wander around the passages of a wide-flung castle and know that you love

and that he only lives on the white bread of your purity
and that his blood only streams in the basin of your motherly tenderness.
A1l will be heavy and miraculous and hard and indivisible.

Edith Sodergan.

IN DEFENCE OF GOETHE'S LATE LOVE

Who was it said
love's light will perish ?
The wiseacre cynic
to whom all is known ?
But one thing he does not know, one alone:



Gentleness wins.
Love is ever ready.

What matter
snowdrifts of experience and years
If the endless unquenchable thirst remains
And ever in the heart
burn brightly the flames
0f love
which no one has vanquished yet ?

A spy comes crawling.
Suddenly - look out! -
Though grey be your hair,
her captive you'll be made.
I'm inviting you
to dance the last waltz.
Its theme is immortal.
It cannot fade.
. At the bitterly ironical words you're uttering,
At your polite and apologetic gaze,
Tender grief will light up the face
And a hot heart beat with feverish wing.

I'm quite well aware: that there is snow
Where years have passed
and dark grows the sky...
But the need for strength
and light does not die,
Nor the need for warm hands
and eyes aglow.

The earth has no match for my chosen one.
Out of the way,
you handsome boys!
Nor is there a heart
more sensitive than mine,
Nor any passion to match my love.

You are my life.
I'm all yours, I swear,

Happy to hear you,

to meet your gaze.
To you

who hear now

eternity's rain,

I give all my youth
and tender care.

Svetlana Yovenko.

SONNET X



Oh, my beloved, have you thought of this:

How in the years to come unscrupulous Time,

More cruel than Death, will tear you from my kiss,
And make you old, and leave me in my prime ?

How you and I, who scale together yet

A little while the sweet, immortal height

No pilgrim may remember or forget,

As sure as the world turns, some granite night
Shall lie awake and know the gracious flame

Gone out forever on the mutual stone;

And call to mind how on the day you came

I was a child, and you a hero grown ?

And the night pass, and the strange morning break
Upon our anguish for each other's sake !

Edna St Vincent Millay.



