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Swan and Wild Roses

  --a light probe into romanticism and symbolism

Repeatedly listening to “My Swan”, I am always touched by the embedded emotions.

That is the experience of “gained and lost again”: “Swan of mine/ he was just mine/ He was in winter with me, swan of mine/And in spring he turned sad/I let him go...” 
There is also a gentle sense of lost: “Stop, time! It's the last circle.../My last friend is leaving, swan of mine/Loving you with all my soul” as well as a unfeigned sigh with emotion: “Don't touch love with your hands/And never shoot at swans!”
Love is always an elusory subject, one says “life is valuable, but love even greater”, for love, anything can happen, not at all like the discreetness and elegance in “My Swan”----in ancient Greece, the Goddess of Love Aphrodite is highly dangerous. Under her reign, sanity collapses, wisdom demolishes, she makes numerous gods and mortals flounder, as well as directly causes the ten years of war in troy…..The most famous leman of this woman, is actually the courageous, bloody, who is described as “cruel, bloody and the embodiment of death itself”---Achilles. 
Love versus War, Beauty versus Cruelty, these are always interesting topics.
There is such a song “Where The Wild Roses Grow”, which also tells a “gained and lost again” story: the hero falls in love with his heroine at first sight, but murders her after three days of the acquaintance. The reason behind t is not betrayal, doubt or jealousy, he sings: “as I kissed her goodbye, I said, ‘all beauty must die’”—this is the reason.
What is interesting is that , the protagonist in “Where The Wild Roses Grow” is as “sweet and scarlet and free” as wild roses, this compares with “He is flying above the clouds...A stranger among human beings...” in “My Swan”---they are both miraculously beautiful, both stands out from the croud. However, those who appreciate and admire them acted totally differently.
 It is hard to tell which is right or wrong, just in terms of style, amongst the riot of artistic genres, “My Swan” is Romantic and “Where the Wild Roses Grow” is Symbolic.
They are both paradigms of “distant beauty”: the melancholic swan in spring, the girl like wild roses killed….both of them can only exist as imageries, and are hard to find in real life. This is their common point.

The differences are distinguish too, “My Swan” is always filled with kindness like an innocent white lily; “Where the Wild Roses Grow” is emitting the sense of flower of vice, coquettish as poppy flowers.
Both genres value aesthetics: they appreciate beauty sincerely, but whereas one caresses it, the other destroys it, creating a striking artistic effect.

“Destroyed beauty” is often related with another image: “death”.

A quote comments on symbolism most appropriately: “Blood and red roses are equally lovely.”

Symbolism is like this, very high on the horror of blood and death, and placing it adjacent with the lover’s red roses---Medea, Helen, Salomé etc are all females typical of this genre. Artists on one hand portrays their stunning beauty, on the other hand emphasizes on the destruction, war, and blood they cause. Combining the two, another special ambiance is created.
Coming in touch with death, the essence of romanticism is shown, although many works are full of gentleness, but definitely not weak, and faces death without fear, just as “TO Death” by Akhmatova: “You will finally come/why not now?/I’ve always been waiting/though hard/I turned off the lights/Opened the door/to welcome you….”
Everything is so normal, so calm. Here, death is seemingly the poet’s friend. Such connivance and sedateness is respectable.

  Akhmatova is named “The Moon of Russian Poems”, this title shows her achievement in art, and also shows that her poems exhibit a typical Russian style.
  Even just looking at the way which death is faced with, the Russian style cemetery culture is very interesting.
  The cemetery in Russia, are simply beautiful scenery, exquisite statues stand silently. On top of the graves, Уланова's elegant posture, Хрущёв’s conflicts, Gogol’s glance of wisdom…..are forever captured, even the civilian’s graves are all designed to be as elegant and solemn as possible. Wandering through them, totally forgetting this is the dominion of Death.
  Perhaps, upon the topic of death, the value of the two genres are shown: symbolism tends to show the “process”, life gradually fading is “beauty” being torn step by step; romanticism emphasizes on the “presence” of death, and portrays this presence as beautiful, in essence still caresses “beauty”.

  Symbolism always emphasizes on aesthetics, some even call it “Aestheticism”, and the outer appearance is what the care about the most.

 In Oscar Wilde’s play “Salomé”, Salome fell in love with Jokanaan (John the Baptist) but is rejected, so contrives and kills him. Studying carefully, there is not even psychological monologues in “Where the Wild Roses Grow”. Salome only fell for Jakanaan’s body---Wilde uses flirtatious language to describe Jakanaan’s white skin, black hair, red lips. Salome danced “Dance of the seven veils” to achieve her purpose, which is the extreme exhibition of her feminine beauty, and also demonstrates the power of lust. The scene in which she kisses Jokanaan’s head after his beheading, adds necrophilia-nism on top of lust, no wonder the king yells “Kill that woman!!” on seeing this.
  “Love, and not obtainable” stories bring the audience more “excitement”, in contrast, there is such a poem, using simple language, but in both writing, reading or thinking of it, it has the power to intrigue tears. This, is the strength of romanticism---

 I have loved you

Perhaps the resource of love

Has not yet ended in my heart

I will not let it disturb you

I hope not it worries you

I have loved you

Enduring misery and jealousy

Without hope, and silently

May God offer you another

Who loves you as sincerely as I do.
