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This is the poem which should have basn on the back page of this issue of Socialist

Challenge. However, as you can see from the blank space, it was not printed. Our printers

decided and the management concurred that they weould not print the poem in question.
We are therefore distributing it as an insert in the paper.

AS WE GO TO PRESS; Judge King-Hamilton has semtenced Denis
Lemon to nine months suspended and fined Gay News £1000. We print the
poem for which Denis was found guilty below. We reprint it as part of the
fight for freedom of expression and the press, and civil liberties. We hope
that other labour movement papers will do the same.

SUPPLEMENT
14 July 1977

@Theltove That Dares

@ToBpeak ItsRame

As they ok him [rom the cross

I the centurion, took him in my arms
the 1ough, lean body

of & man no longer young,

beardless, breathless,

bui well hunp.

He weas still warm,
While Lhey prepared the tomb
| kept guard over hirm.,

His mgther and the Mapdalen
hael gone e Tetcd chean linen

o sl his nekedne

I was alone with kjm,

Fowr the last time

| Kissed Riv mouih, My tengue
lownd his, Biller with death.

I hicked Dy wounels

thy blbod was harsh,

For the last time

I Leid mry Iips asound the op

ol Lhal geeal cuck, the instiument
ol our salvation, our eternal joy,
The shaft still throbbed, anointed
with de o final cjaculatcn,

| knew he'd had it ol with ather men
with Herd's guards, with Pantius Pilaro;
with [ohn the Baptist, with Paul of Tarsus,
with Faacy Judas, a greal Kisser, with

the rest of the Tvelve, together and apart.,
He loved alk men, body, seul and spirit,  even me

So now | took ol my amilarm, and, naked,

fay together with him in his desolation,

caressing cwery shadow of his coaling fesh,
hugging him and trying 1o warm him back 1o e
Slawly the fire in his thighs went ou,

while | grew hotler with uncarthly losve

11 wis the only way | knew o speak olir fove’s proud name,

Lo Lell him of my long devation, oy desive, my dread
something we bad never talleed abigin. My spear, wet with blaad
iy dear, broken body all open wobnds,

andl in cach wound iy side, his back,

by mowth | ceme and came and came

a1l each coming was my last.

Al then e miracle psscised s,

| fedn him erter into me, apd fiercely spend
laiv wpirit s firal seed within my boke, miy soul
piklsr upm puiwe, unlo the ends of carth

e crucifer] me with him infe kingdom came.

| him i the passicnate and blssiul crecilixion
s sea lovers sufler, patiently and gladiy.
They inflict thise loving injuries of joy and grace
uneupon the other, Gl they die of lust and pain
within the borny paradise of one anuther's limts,
wilh gne wodce ory 02 hedven in & lasd divine release.

Then lie long together, peacelully entwined, with hope

of resasrection, as we did, on that green hill far away

Bait before we roie again, they came and took him from me.
They kaow what we had done, but Telt

nox shame or anger, Rather they were glad for os,

andd blessed ws, as would he, who loved all men,

And after three lang, lonely days, ke years,

in which | roamed the gardens of my gl

secking Tor him, my one friend who had gane from me,

he ruse from deep, at dawn, and showed himself 10 me before
ill othess, And took me to him with

che lowve that now Torever dares to speak jis name.
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