









































































































































FLOWERS

Sweet lavender of the lilac

And heavy maroon of prunus, oh see
White narcissus bowing it's head
Over its own water reflection.

Heavy sits the rain on flower and leaf
Blasting and browning tender azalea
But gently loving the primrose

Who lifts her head in greeting.

In passion I am become as the lilac
Loving dark leaf of prunus.
Delicate and pale lilac florets
Poised against dark hue of blood.

And I am narcissus bending

Not for my face but for thine.

Bend over me then, and we two

Shall see ourselves and Pan in the water.

As the azalea I become blasted

And shattered by the desire of Pan
Oh help me to be as the primrose

To lift my head and drink His Force.
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