


lin leslie

dean Australia’s leading erotic poet free for download
http://www.scribd.com/doc/35520015/List-of-Erotic-Poetry-Books-

by-Gamahucher-Press Gamahucher press west geelong Victoria 2024 P.2
Medevil Courtly Love P.1,3,4,5,,6,20 Lovers (14 century) codex Maneese



http://www.scribd.com/doc/35520015/List-of-Erotic-Poetry-Books-by-Gamahucher-Press
http://www.scribd.com/doc/35520015/List-of-Erotic-Poetry-Books-by-Gamahucher-Press

3

PINTZLISHERS
VN TR0DUNCT7IO
(/V MI Mgbut be this

Tyl canst see
3 ' see it be of
ut thenst
ve be it be
- ,. 3 “ be pevhups
sexual JSut thenst be it
type for the Coathars thenst



4

which vejected the pleasuves
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NPNR2EFACE Obb Dearest

lover loving canst be paine whenst thy
loved doth thy love distain no pleasuve
she fromst thy songs no joy fromst
she that of thee she doth vead andst hev
love thee doth not attain J3ut only her
distaste at thee doth thee obtain fov
naught of thy verse doth she entertaine
andst only thy lamentations be thy gain
no pity she of thy woe for all she doth
show be JRut distain for her beau who
cant with wit thy tongue thy pen to
breathe the wovrds that doth move hev
soul ov to cause to heat her hart for the
goal thee seeks her love withholds for

thee poor poet hath for she no art



Ahh Dearest reciter hear here we enter a
garders But what be this garders be be it too
full of too dazz]ing too rich inst imagery be
too full of the hgperholic lauéatorg e’en the
eulogic that doth encode that Dearest
reciter thee must decode before the garcﬂerz
canst be But understood the mystery to
illuminate the mctaphgsical dimensions of the
non»-empirical realitg thee hast to see be it
thenst Put a work like the (sita (Govinda or
Leili o~/\//7/nun where bcautg be encocﬂirzg
the [latonic notion of the « | rue” lift the

veil Dearest reciter andst take thy ViEW



9

Abh didst my musings be lit within
the minde of me whenst [/ didst JQut
finde that gavrden inst which didst
fine J thee andst didst singeth
likke the nightingale that doth singeth
to the vose for uponst thy sight love
became my thrall andst doest singeth
JJ my trobar songs to thee for this
love of \J be all Rut my guide andst
thee be JJut my goal for my soul
doth long to fly to thee for thee that
be my all sing J all for thee whenst
thee didst unveil those leaves that
vevealed that bush concealed ‘neath
which that vose inst my soul longing

fovr thee sealed
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Singeth out thy nightingale song
trobador singeth out thy hart andst to
pour out thy art inst to song inst to
songs of thy love for | bringeth to

| thy longing andst suffer thy pain at
my distain Ohh trobador of thy songs
that | doth decline for trobador Ohh
thee doth whine andst thy voice doth
finde | not of poesie But to my ears to
tire for thy songs to my ears doth
seem to plunge my soul inst to the
mire for thy desire be not flames for |
But lukewarm flickers that doth put thy
art to shame whenst didst | But show
to thy view my rose-bud garlanded
with light that doth dance along those
petals coral hued
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Ab my musings sweet to he whenst J
didst to that gavden 7hat willst singeth
J to thee that whevre which mine wovrds
willst to thee blossom inst to blooms of
vose buds avound thee my love a many a
perfumed bloom JRut Ahbh my lady not
ast perfumed ast thee my vose be JJut
be that my wovrds to thee clusteved inst
flowery petals willst shower down
avound thee that vose-bud for me to JJut
distil the thought of me for thee for long
of my pleasure andst joy at thee hast
been inst the sheen of thy vose that no
other poet canst of my love compose at
the sight of my view 7he petals of thy

vose wet with evening dew
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Ahh trobador singeth I to thee
with the words of the breath

fromst

the 1lips of my rose

perfumed to drip upon thy flesh
that thee trobador canst But
dream of that unclosed bloom

that t
for Oh
doth O

nee Ohh willst not obtain
N thy songs to my soul

hh trobador brineth pain

for what for thee longs for thy
phrases not be fine But be But
poor thy wit for thee cant make
this rose of thee to shine with
words of gold andst of rhythms
andst rhymes n’er before told

whenst

didst I let thee to see

that rose shimmer inst
moonlight bright like frost
o’er that rose-bud garlanded
with dew to thy sight
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QOf whenst didst ) see my lady that
vose of my lady thee that vose
unclosed thee with lips of ved (Ohb
so (Ohbh sweet to kiss those lips of
mouth that (Obh to the world |/
shout long (J fov thy kiss the
favour of thy lips so (Obh sweet lips
velent andst give J thy flesh that
upon mine flesh thy flesh to yield
andst with my love our love upon our
flesh sealed for (Yhbh my lady love
the evening breeze 1t doth breathe
sweet odours fromst that vose
vevealed that vose ‘nestled gavlanded

twixt springs leaves unsealed
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Thee doth But not enshrine my rose

Ohh Ahh trobador with words of well
refine But doth with verse so trite thee
doth invite to | to distain thy minde for
thy nightingale song to | be to| But with
distaste fraught for thee has brought But
shame upon thy name with thy incessant
moan that to my ears doth my pain thee
doth But own andst thus to place upon |
But long despair for ast ast thee doth sing
that nightingale song that all birds of
similar tongue willst rise out inst unions
cry Stop OOhh trobador that how! that
thee doth rise andst cease that misery
thee doth spread everywhere For no
rapture inst words doth thee sing whenst
didst But deign | to show thee that rose
full bursting with perfume onst thy flesh
spreading
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Abh my lady love thee didst 7/ let
glimpse thy vose which didst J |/
must confess didst of \J distress at
what thought / be heated burns
uponst those lips Vet J (Obbh my
lady love they be JKut (Yhh passions
hues that thee didst (b J let to
view upon my soul vaptures untold
with no end with that sight thee
didst intend that my sight of thee
didst show for my delight thy vose
that chalice for my lips to sip Abb
the pink-tinged petals lips butterfly
wings twixt those leaves that curl to
furl ast velvet things my lady didst

J/ to let to glimpse that lust springs
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Ohh trobador thy nightingale song

doth Ohh Ohh so weary me that the
full-blooded rose petals doth But
droop with andst fold at what thee
hath to I hath told for sure thy words
doth my rose Ohh my rose to make
But sore wounded it be stabbed by
the words inept of thee Ohh Ohh ast
long ast thee inst my garden dwell
with thy song 1 doest tell all blooms
to thorns shallst thy flesh to wound
andst thy lips be torn andst sorrows
thy words willst bring andst sting
each word inst to thy flesh for thy
words give naught delight so woes
shallst be thy blight for whenst for
thee my rose unclosed unfurled

spread stench fromst thy lips rose
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Abb my lady my lady dear doth JSut
fromst my lips my wovrds (Yhh be JSut
my tears my tears my lady that be the
sighs that fan this five of my desive for
Obh Obh thee my lady the words doth
JRut deop 1inst a crimson flood tovn
fromst my hart look look my lady see
those dripps to burst to flowery blooms
that doth (Ohh doth worship that shrine
that that vose doth be wheve the
pecfume of mine sighs my cries doth
kiss thy petals with worshiping bliss
Abb this grief of J for one kiss to
illume my gloom to heal my harts wound
whenst didst see / thy vose tinted ved
inst mist pink butterflies inst flight

those swollen lips vadiant to my sight



18

Long | for thy longing Ohh trobador

Thy pain | seek for with thy pain this
rose thee doth But gain for the
greater thy pain the greater thy love
for | andst my love to obtain wring
out thy hart pour fromst that cup thy
grief thy prayer to | Ohh trobador
compose thy despair fill the airs with
thy cries for thy pain willst bringeth
thee rapturous relief andst dissolve
thy grief that thy soul to a furnace
burning willst be fanned by the kiss
of those roses lips upon thy flesh
ripped apart thy hart to be meld with
the rose of | whenst with wantoning
eyes | doth show thee my rose
crimson bud open dew decked
glinting mouth thee wanting
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Abh my lady Dear inst quest of thee
hast J J3ut voamed my woes to flee
my hact onst wings for thy love my
flesh leaps Jut thee doth my longing
keeps that though J doth entrveat thy
love doth not / fromst despaiv andst
longing J velease with mine songs fly
my imaginings uponst the wings of my
woes my poesies that tear that buvn
that quake with pains quivering that J
shallst die for without thy love shout
ctuel fate doth my goal deny death J
(Ohbh death without thee taketh J for
</ hast seen that vose of thee lips flaved
censer of perfumed nivs cluster of

flames dew jewelled knitting my name
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Andst now my trobador thee hath

this hour the veil lift fromst thy

sight andst thee hast now thy goal

[ doth But grant thy boon for with

the death of thee thee doth gain

But life with me the complain of

thy pain be But the way to I to

gain the wine of my lips the scent

of my juice be But heavens domain "

for thy yearnings that to the sky to'r'_ oy
rise be But that which doth takgh A AT
thee to the divine thy grief be But & ks
the music of thy souls love for I

thirsting to die without I come al
Ohh trobador cum to my door the % {
lips of the rose be spread enter 0’
thee my love doth pour
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