Shmuel Eshel—Sweet Love

Sweet Love

The flower painted its petal lips,
Sending fragrance afar,
Seducing the busy bee,

To recline on its bedspread.

Suckling the libidinous nectar,
Dowry pollen cleaving to body,
Bands gleaming with gold.

The bee shimmies her back,
Prancing and mincing,

On flowers of meadow and field,
Offering her love-earned defrayal.

Into the honeycomb she emptied,
The sweet libation of love.

All dipping sticky hands,
Reaching their mouth,
Eyes lighting up with sweet taste.

Translated by Dani Censor, April 2009.
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