Love’s Lament

Come, lic with me and nest.

Place your fread en my sweet breast.

Lay your cheek where you may suekle-snuggle
Und set aside all your sturggles.

Fanget about all things which funt you
Und all of them who weuld dessest you.
Caome lay dewn in my wet soft nest.
On nest your troubiles on my chiest.

J am fere. J long te fold you.

De not fear. I will not scold you.
Feel free to speak ox ta canfess

J wen’t betray your tender gentleness.

Und JU bonor, if I must,

Your cade ef abistinence and tuust.
Which é5 sa hard for me to de,
Cuz you fnow J long for you.

My lips are wanm. My tengue’s on five.
Und you’re the soul of my desite.

My hips are wound and beckon you,

Ja love you, not te [wreck on? | trek on you.

Wiight, Ok, just calm yowrself.

JU put my love upaon the shelf.
Please quiet and JU sing to you,
Feestletnre L only J may cling to you.

You must west now before day

Dawns lright, to take steal away
These precious moments that are se few,
Und far apant betwixt us, tee twao.

Sakethepath (lssume the slumber you've gone
without.

Stleep gently dear in my caxess.

Tate all my love and tenderness.

For when they are yours, se tee, am J,
breakistebrreerns;
PRt et re-tetto-euf
buwrdens my seul, not te cry.
For J know our love cannot last
Und J must lese you te your past.

Until then, in these short, wee howws

J bast in bove that grews and flowers,
Und fope sweet hope that seme day
U miracle will bid you stay.

Und atiove all else, know this My Sweet,

J witl gladly fneel here at your feet,

Ja steeke salve your wounds, te make weplete.
every treal.

Pethaps, we'll consummate what we ignose,
Jhat is, my love for you. whom J adore.
Naw lay gently fete upon my breast,

Und please, My Sweet, forget the 1est.

Slumber an in Faleyon,
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