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   Ianthe's alt.sex.intergen 'Poems of the Week'.     Number 19.
   August 4th 1995.
  ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

  This week's theme is IN A WOODED GLADE   ["If you go down to the 
                                           woods today, you're in 
   * Samuel Taylor Coleridge (1772-4)      for a big suprise," etc.]  
       In A Moonlight Wilderness.
   * Raymond Radiguet (France, 1903-??)
       Affected Nymph.
   * Edward Carpenter (England, 1844-1929)
       Summer Heat.
   * William Barnes (1801-1886)
       The Surprise.

   Things are a bit more _erotic_ here than last week.  Coleridge spies
   on a near-naked boy in the moonlight.  Radiguet goes all the way
   with a 'schoolgirlish nymph'.  Carpenter shows us naked lads 
   wrestling sexily in the woods, and Barnes lurks in the bushes to 
   spy on a group of little girls, and then sets himself up to chase 
   after them into the woods...

   Followed by two extras, on the timely theme of SCHOOL HOLIDAYS.  

   * Julian Mitchell (Born 1935)
       Holiday.
   * Philip Larkin (1922-1985)
       The School In August.

   ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

   _Coleridge_ was a major English romantic poet and essayist.  
   He was associated with William Wordsworth, with whom he wrote 
   the 'Lyrical Ballads', an extremely influential collection of 
   poems.  He was also a major philosopher and literary critic. 
   _Radiguet_ was a child progidy and friend of Cocteau and Jacob.
   His novels on love have been compared to those of Racine and La
   Fayette.  _Carpenter_ was an early 'queer' activist and poet 
   commonly spoken of as "the English Walt Whitman", and he 
   influenced Thoreau, Ruskin, E.M. Forster and William Morris.  
   _Barnes_ was a Dorset schoolmaster, and his poems were greatly 
   admired by Hardy, Tennyson and G.M. Hopkins. 

   ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

   IN THE MOONLIGHT WILDERNESS     [Note: 'Encintured' = girdled]

Encintured with a twine of leaves,
That leafy twine his only dress!
A lovely Boy was plucking fruits,
By moonlight, in a wilderness.
The moon was bright, the air was free,
And fruit and flowers together grew
On many a shrub and many a tree



And all put on a gentle hue,
Hanging in the shadowy air
Like a picture rich and rare.
It was a climate where, they say,
The night is more belov'd than day.
But who that beauteous Boy beguil'd,
That beauteous Boy, to linger here ?
Alone, by night, a little child,
In place so silent and so wild--
Has he no friend, no loving mother near ?

   Samuel Taylor Coleridge.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

   AFFECTED NYMPH

Lifting that basket from your head
(basket that brimmed with strawberries once)
you're just a bit too nonchalant
O nymph, who might be more well-bred.

Raking the ashes of strawberries
has drawn the curtain from the bed
where the stream of bygone days flowed by
until it suddenly ran dry.

Nymph whose wild thighs tamed me,
Who clasped me like a statue,
I raced to you like waves that crash
and drown when they reach the bottom.

(All who come to drink, my doe,
on their knees before you first must go).

Schoolgirlish nymph of the woods
inviting me in for a snack
so that I might leisurely
nibble your wild strawberries,
entreat the brambles of these woods
to lift up your jet-black apron.

The fire crackles once more:
you've proved yourself a real girlscout;
down on my knees, I stoke your flame
and drink at the stream where once I came.

   Raymond Radiguet.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

   SUMMER HEAT     [Note: 'Eros' = the Greek god of love, youngest of 



                   all the gods and commonly depicted as a beautiful boy]

Sun burning down on back and loins, penetrating the skin, 
                                  bathing their flanks in sweat,
Where they lie naked on the warm ground, 
                                   and the ferns arch over them,
Out in the woods, and the sweet scent of fir-needles
Blends with the fragrant nearness of their bodies;

In-armed together, murmuring, talking,
Drunk with the wine of Eros' lips,
Hourlong, while the great wind rushes in the branches,
And the blue above lies deep beyond the fern-fronds and fir-tips;

Till, with the midday sun, fierce scorching, smiting,
Up from the woodland lair they leap, and smite,
And strike with wands, and wrestle, and bruise each other,
In savage play and amorous despite. 

   Edward Carpenter.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

   THE SURPRISE

As there I left the road in May,
And took my way along a ground,
I found a glade with girls at play,
By leafy boughs close hemm'd around,
And there, with stores of harmless joys,
They plied their tongues in merry noise:
Though little did they seem to fear
So queer a stranger might be near;
  'Teeh-hee! Look there! Hah! ha! Look there!'
And oh! so playsome, oh! so fair.

And one would dance as one would spring,
Or bob or bow with leering smiles,
And one would swing, or sit and sing,
Or sew a stitch or two at whiles,
And one skipp'd on with downcast face,
All heedless, to my very place,
And there, in fright, with one foot out,
Made one dead step and turn'd about.
  'Heeh, hee, oh! oh! oo!--Look there!'
And oh! so playsome, oh! so fair.

Away they scamper'd all, full speed,
By boughs that swung along their track,
As rabbits out of wood at feed,
At sight of men all scamper back.
And one pull'd on behind her heel,
A thread of cotton, off her reel,



And oh! to follow that white clue,
I felt I fain would scamper too.
  'Teeh-hee! run here. Eeh! ee! Look there!'
And oh! so playsome, oh! so fair.

   William Barnes.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

  An extra theme this week, as you'll be deprived 
  of my company for the next few weeks - I'll be
  back sometime towards the end of August - hopefully
  to a binary-free group !  Fight the good fight !
  (Or, if you're a born lurker, stroll down to your
  nearest large library, check out the poetry section,
  scan the contents-lists and see if you can find me
  some new child-loving poems - especially if you're 
  in the USA.  Not that I'm running out - quite the 
  contrary - I just want *more* for my anthology !  :-)

  [My anthology is available free as a BIG (10min download)
  500KB uucoded .zip file - when you unpack it it turns
  into eighteen Windows MS Works word-processor files
  containing 100,000 words (800KB) of child-loving 
  poetry and lit.  I can't squeeze it through anon.penet.fi's
  48KB limit, though, sorry !]

   Your bonus theme - SCHOOL HOLIDAYS:

   _Mitchell_ is best known as the author of 'Another Country', 
   a play about queer desires in a 1930s English public school, 
   which was filmed (excellently) in 1984.   _Larkin_ was Poet 
   Laureate to the Queen [ie: the national Royal poet], and 
   biographies claim he kept drawers full of corporal-punishment
   magazines (the sort the English are expert at) showing girls 
   in school-uniform getting a spanking...  These biographical 
   details make both poems more 'interesting' than they might 
   otherwise be.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

   HOLIDAY

When the boys came out of school they threw up their caps
And the air was striped with their spinning.

When the girls came out of school they pulled off their stockings
And the roof-tops streamed with long black banners.

When the boys and girls came out of school
All the bells of the town choked with their chiming.



When the boys walked in the streets their shoes purred on the asphalt,
And the corners were bright as butterflies.

When the girls walked in the streets their legs shone in shop-windows,
And cinema-queues trembled with love.

When the boys and girls walked in the streets
It was like a cathedral decked with worshippers.

And when the boys and girls went back to school
All the clocks of the town wrung their rusted hands.

   Julian Mitchell.

  [NOTE: Would it be too daring to suggest that the original end-lines
  about 'bells' and 'clocks' might have been originally written as 
  "All the _men_ of the town choked with their _pining_" and "All the 
  _men_ of the town wrung their _wasted_ hands." ?  And that these were 
  then changed to something less compromising (but perhaps more poetic,
  it has to be admitted) for publication ?]

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

   THE SCHOOL IN AUGUST

The cloakroom pegs are empty now,
And locked the classroom door,
The hollow desks are dimmed with dust,
And slow across the floor
A sunbeam creeps between the chairs
Till the sun shines no more.

Who did their hair before this glass ?
Who scratched 'Elaine loves Jill'
One drowsy summer sewing-class
With scissors on the sill ?
Who practiced this piano
Whose notes are now so still ?

Ah, the notices taken down,
And scorebooks stowed away,
And seniors grow tomorrow 
From the juniors today,
And even swimming groups can fade,
Games mistresses turn grey.

   Phillip Larkin.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
  I am thinking of instituting a moderated mailing
  list for scholarly/historical/general discussion of 



  'queer' (inc. paedophile) poetry.  Anyone interested ?
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
  

  Well, bye bye for now, my friends.

  Sadly, I'm _not_ going on holiday to the Lake 
  District where, as 'The Independent' reports, 
  Beatrix Potter's birthplace is being swamped by 
  800 tourists a day - most of them pubescent
  Japanese girls...  (Sigh...  A hot summer day,
  a bevy of polite dainty Japanese girls in
  tight summer frocks crowding close wanting to 
  practice their English conversation with you... 
  Liquid black eyes and the backdrop of rolling 
  Wordsworth-ian hills shimmering in the heat...  
  The rustle of a faint breeze in the ancient oaks... 
  
  Oh well, we can dream !  :-)

  -------------------------
  ianthe@duende.demon.co.uk
  -------------------------

"There are no magic answers, no miraculous 
methods to overcome the problems we face, 
just the familiar ones: an honest search for 
understanding, education, organisation, and
action that raises the cost of state 
violence for its perpetrators, or that lays 
the basis of institutional change - and 
the search for the kind of commitment that 
will persist despite the temptations of 
disillusionment, despite many failures and 
only limited successes, inspired by the hope 
of a brighter future."          Noam Chomsky.

ends.


