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These fi'*gmenfs of translation rvere found in the papers of Dr. Melinda Pappas after fh* rr'*r.
Jurnhled together, but not necessa:ily in orderr like shards af poffery it ma,v take reflectiar f*
plac* th*:r: irlto proper order or perspective....

Iteverie

I w*trh her b.l"the fire every night. The strenglh molded into her gentle hands. I dre*rn ahout
her h*nds. What the.v r*'ould fcel like or me, in me, *'here I like fo be touched. lloes shs
know...what I feel? For herr l would do any'-thing...I ar*'ake with her u*me on my tongue rvhere
it had s*ttl*d and slept within me for the *ight. Caressing m--v dreams. She slerps clo$e,
murmurs in her dreamixg, speak* my name...can she desire me as I desire her? Do I einre tqr

reach out in the night fo toueh her golden hair? A ryarming flame to light mv darhness.
J, -!. "!- J- J -!. ^!-

I henr hsr breathing close by, steady, M,y dreams are filled with her. Sometimes...all the tim+, I
rvn*t her tu pull rne closrr, fo hald me in fhose powerful &rms. But if she did,.. I'm afraid I
woxkl disgr"*c* mysclf. I rvouldn't k*ow what to do. It lrsnld be too little or tao mTuah. I fhi*[<
my heilrt rvoukl st*p heating if she kissed me. The darkness of this woma$ txcites me, hut I
know *row t*ncler she *an h*. 'Fhat I wonld dissolve at her touch, htr earcss, thal I rv*uld die
hrenthing her narrle.."

"Thi*k about it, there must lre a higher love
...with*ut it,life is wasted time
lc*k inside your he*rt, I'II look insids minc
...iet r$e feetr thxt love c*me $yer rne
Iet me fcel h*w str*ng it canlel be..."
--lYixw*ed

http ://community- l .webtv.net/b acchae2 ITHEBLUES CROLLS/page 8.html 091301t999


