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   This week's theme is FLOWERS - a sequel to the 'flowers and fruit'
   theme we had a few months ago.

------------------------------------------------------------------------
 * Meleager of Gadara (Palestine, circa 60 BC)
     The Garland
 * John Keats (1795-1821)
     from Endymion, Book II
 * Rod McKuen (United States, Born 1932?)
     Eleven
 * "Philebus"  (John Leslie Barford.  English 'Uranian' poet, 1886-193?)
     Flores Aut Fauna ?
 * Linda Frankel (United States, ? - contemporary)
     Pollen Boy
------------------------------------------------------------------------

 
   THE GARLAND
 
 
For you, Kypris, Eros gathered with his own hands this garland of boy-flowers,  
                                                a wreath of many blossoms. 
He wove into it the lily of Diodorus and the sweet white violet of Asclepiades,  
                                       and Heraclitus, like a thorny rose. 
The vine of Dion blooms in it, and he bound into it Theron, a yellow-haired 
crocus, 
                                      and Ouliades, a sprig of white thyme. 
And also he added soft-haired Myiscus, and ever-green olive shoot, 
                                            and the lovely bough of Aretos. 
O happiest of islands, sacred Tyre, to you belongs this fragrant grove of boys 
                                             bearing the flowers of Kypris. 
 

   Meleager of Gadara.

   [KEY:  Eros - youngest of the gods, commonly depicted as a beautiful young
   boy; Dion - reference to Dionysus (aka Bacchus), whose boy lover Ampelos
   was turned into a vine - hence the association between Bacchus and wine; 
   Kypris was the early Cypriot name of the godess Aphrodite, who may have
   been 'served' in her early temples by sacred boy-prostitutes;  Asclepiades
   was a poet who wrote under the pen-name of Sicelidas - his acclaimed
   love poems can be found in the boy-loving Palatine Anthology, and he had
   a great influence on Callimachus;  Heraclitus was a poet - and friend
   of Callimachus.  Tyre was the Phoenician sea-port.  Theron was the ruler 
   of Acragas, and his reign was distinguished by love of peace and culture 
   and the worship of beauty.  For Ouliades, Myiscus and Aretos I don't 
   have information, but have posted a queery (sic) to classicslgb and can
   e-mail the answers if anyone has a burning desire to know...]

-------------------------------------------------------------------------
 
 



   from ENDYMION, Book II      [Note: this is reputed to be one of the last 
                                poems Keats wrote, and was probably written 
                                in Rome.  Keats is renowned as one of the 
                                greatest ever English poets.]
 
 
After a thousand mazes overgone, 
At last, with sudden step, he came upon 
A chamber, myrtle wall'd, embowr'd high, 
Full of light, incense, tender minstrelsy, 
And more of beautiful and strange beside: 
For on a silken couch of rosy pride, 
In midst of all, there lay a sleeping youth 
Of fondest beauty; fonder, in fair sooth, 
Than sighs could fathom, or contentment reach: 
And coverlids gold tinted like the peach, 
Or ripe October's faded marigolds, 
Fell sleek about him in a thousand folds - 
Not hiding up an Apollonian curve 
Of neck and shoulder, not the tenting swerve 
Of knee from knee, not ankles pointing light; 
but rather, giving them to the fill'd sight  
Officiously.  Sideways his face reposed 
On one white arm, and tenderly unclosed, 
By tenderest pressure, a faint damask mouth 
To slumbery pout; just as the morning south 
Disparts a dew-lipped rose.  Above his head, 
Four lily stalks did their white honours wed 
To make a coronal; and round him grew 
All tendrils of green, of every bloom and hue, 
Together intertwined and trammell'd fresh: 
The vine of glossy sprout; the ivy mesh, 
Shading its Ethiop berries, and woodbine, 
Of velvet leaves and bugle-blooms divine; 
Convulvulus in streaked vases flush; 
The creeper, mellowed for an autumn blush; 
And virgin's bower, trailing airily; 
With others of the sisterhood.  Hard by, 
Stood serene Cupids watching silently. 
One, kneeling to a lyre, touch'd the strings, 
Muffling to death the pathos with his wings; 
And, ever and anon, uprose to look 
At the youth's slumber; while another took 
A willow-bough, distilling odorous dew, 
And shook it on his hair; another flew 
In through the woven roof, and fluttering-wise 
Rain'd violets upon his sleeping eyes.

   John Keats.
 

-----------------------------------------------
 
 
   ELEVEN 

 



You stand 
among the awkward hollyhocks, 
little breasts and big eyes, 
love's machinery not yet working. 
The dandelions trampled  
the tall grass twisting in the wind  
the lizard sulking in the sun. 
 
You stand there 
like some new flower 
beautiful and ready to be picked. 
 
This summer belongs 
to the people of the world 
who want each other. 
The lonely have no right 
                   to share the summer sun.

   Rod McKuen.

-------------------------------------------  
 
 
   FLORES AUT FAUNA ? 

 
O, I've seen flowers in Princes Street 
As gorgeous as any that grow! 
Raven or golden or tawny tufts crown 
Their petals, all pink and aglow. 
 
Dancing along with their fronds intertwined 
On sturdy brown stalklets they go; 
Or, daring a drenching, delay for a while, 
Bedecking the streets in a row. 
 
The fragrance and freshness of Youth are theirs, 
While for me - and thank God it's so! -  
"It's strictly forbidden to pick the flowers," 
But it's jolly to watch them grow! 

   "Philebus".

   ['Philebus' is perhaps the Uranian poet who best illustrates 
   the punning, camp, lighthearted style which was a feature of 
   much Uranian boy-love poetry.  The "Princes Street" mentioned
   was just off Piccadilly in London, a notorious hangout of 
   rent-boys - then known as 'renters' - and runaways in the 
   1890s and beyond.  For more information on the queer 
   subcultures of 1890s London, see the excellently readable: 

     Bartlett, Neil.  Who Was That Man ?  London.  Serpent's 
     Tail, 1988 & Penguin, 1993.  ISBN 0 14 017515 6.  



   Bartlett's book also has about twenty pages on the secret 
   queer symbolism of flowers...]

-------------------------------------------------------------

   POLLEN BOY

   I will walk on a pollen road.  Pollen boy will go in
   front of me, and in back of me, and under me.
   His words will I speak.  I will live like him 
                            and no harm will come to me.

   -- The words of First Man, from the Navajo Feather Chant.

 
Sweet-smelling Boy God
Who nourishes bees
From the lips of flowers.
Life-giving Boy God
Who scatters His substance
On the changing winds,
Letting chance decide
Where it will take root.

Laughing at the risk of failure
As you lap up the dew
Of the days ahead,
Kissing the morning dazzle
From the shining surface of earth.

How shall I hang back
When you grab at my hand,
Plunging along the path
Running forward, backward
Rapid every which way.
I never know
When you will whisper
That pollen should be sucked
Like the seed of men
From its silken shaft source.

   Linda Frankel.              

------------------------------------------------

Bye for now,

-------------------------
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