Ianthe's alt.sex.intergen 'Poems of the Week' 18th June

This week's theme, for those off to the beach soon, is
'BY THE SEA'. A slight departure into diary-entries
this week, you'll notice, but I have managed to include
*two* winners of the Nobel Prize for Literature ! Camus
won in 1957, "Elytis" in 1979 (Elytis's 'Little Green
Sea' was a 'Poem of the Week' some weeks back...)

Kilvert's Diary is acclaimed as one of the finest in the
English-language, is widely available in cheap paperback
editions and would make excellent beach-reading for all
girl-lovers.

"BY THE SEA"

* George Barker's 'Seal Boy' (England, Born 1913)
* Two short diary entries:
~ Rev. Francis Kilvert (England, 1840-1879)
from 'Kilvert's Diary', 13th July 1875.
~ Albert Camus (French Algeria, 1913-1960)
from 'Notebooks', 1942-1951.

*  Paul Goodman's 'Low Tide, i' (United States, 1911-1972)

* "Odysseus Elytis" 'I Live The Beloved Name'
(Born Crete, 1911. Psued. of Odysseus Alepoudhelis)

[Before we start, a charming anecdote about W.H. Auden (see

last week's posting): When King George V was awarding
Auden a medal for poetry, after a bit of a chat the King
suddenly asked Auden "And how are the boys ?". Auden
panicked and thought he was alluding to the plans he and
a friend had made to go down to Hammersmith Bridge after

the ceremony and pick up some young rent-boys. It turned

out that the King had a bit of paper with a potted
biography of Auden, which said that Auden had been a

prep school teacher, and the King hadn't had time to read

it properly. SOURCE: the Orton Diaries]

[next week: choirboys!]

THE SEAL BOY

See he slips like insinuations
Into the waves and sidles

Across breakers, diving under

The greater tidals,

Plunging, a small plane

Down dark altitudes,

Trailing bubbles 1like aerial bombs
Or a balloon's broods.



0 moving ecstatic boy

Sliding through the gloomy seas

Who brings me pearls to enjoy

Rarer than to be found in the seas -

Between the fixed bars of your lips
Darts the kiss like silver

Fish, and in my wild grip

You harbour, for ever.

George Barker.

Diary-entry. 13th July 1875.

As I walked from Shanklin to Sandown along the cliff edge I
stopped to watch some children bathing from the beach directly
below. One beautiful girl stood entirely naked on the sand,
and then as she half sat, half reclined sideways, leaning upon
her elbow with her knees bent and her legs and feet partly
drawn back and up, she was a model for a sculptor; there was the
tender supple waist, the gentle dawn and tender swell of the
bosom and budding breasts, the graceful rounding of the
delicately beautiful limbs and above all the soft and exquisite
curves of the rosy dimpled bottom and broad white thigh. Her
dark hair fell in thick masses on her white shoulders as she
threw her head back and looked out to sea. She seemed a Venus
Anadyomene fresh risen from the waves.

Rev. Francis Kilvert.

from NOTEBOOKS, 1942-1951

Every year, the young girls come into flower on the beaches.
They have only one season. The following year, they are
replaced by other flower-faces which, the previous season,
still belonged to little girls. For the man who looks for
them, they are yearly waves whose weight and splendor break
into foam over the yellow sand.

Albert Camus.
(Camus lived in Algiers, on the Moroccan coast,

and [like Goodman below] became one of the
leading moral spokesmen of his generation.)



LOW TIDE 1i.

Low tide. A youth, as I pass by

and brake, is on the shell-strewn flat

idly tossing pebbles in the cove.

His bicycle is gleaming in the dune-grass.
And mightn't I be interesting more

than nothing at all ? But though I park
and hesitantly drift back toward him

death is in my heart already

because I have in misery grown ugly

and my way is odd because I wish

to please as almost surely will offend

in this unfriendly countryside

uninvited as elsewhere.

He moves a step away

from my indecisive and speechless approach,
I turn and stare at the flat water

giving in to woe and the blinding sunlight.
He confused throws one more stone

and watches the ripples spread from the black centre,
then wheels his wheels onto the road
flashing me a look that bodes no good

if ever we should meet again in town.

So better that I were not alive

another afternoon I may not give

an innocent and pleasant service

but cause instead pain and fear

and suffer pain and fear.

Paul Goodman.

I LIVE THE BELOVED NAME...

I live the beloved name
In the shade of the aged olive tree
In the roaring of the sea

Those who stoned me live no longer
With their stones I built a fountain
To its brink green girls come

Their lips descend from the dawn

Their hair unwinds far into the future

Swallows come, infants of the wind

They drink, they fly, so that life goes on
The threat of the dream becomes a dream
Pain rounds the good cape

No voice is lost in the breast of the sky



0 deathless sea, tell me what you are whispering

I reach your morning mouth early

On the peaks where your love appears

I see the will of the day nipping the earth's shoots

I saw a thousand wild lilies on the meadows of life
A thousand children in the true wind

Beautiful strong children who breathe out kindness
And know how to gaze at the deep horizons

When music raises the islands

I carved the beloved name

In the shade of the aged olive tree
In the roaring of the lifelong sea.

"Odysseus Elytis"

UNDER THE PAVING-STONES - THE BEACH ! (Situationist slogan, May 1968)

ends.



