Chapter 3

Dennis, College Love
October 1970-August 1978


We were the perfect college romance, because we could never have loved outside that ivory tower.  Our roots grew in different soils, our dreams landed on opposing galaxies and our paths would deny so much of the other, that only in college, during the tail end of the Sixties, could we merge. I lugged my emotional history into your heart and you opened your stash of hashish, marihuana and LSD.  We imbibed what was best in each other until only the dregs of ourselves remained at the bottom of our lost Holy Grail.  When I write of you, I do not know if you were eloquent then and I did not hear you, or I manufacture your words from desire.  I miss your long, violin fingers touching my back, my thighs and passing over my curves and into every inch of my belly.  You were untiring, as if I were a besieged castle and the only way to release me was to caress my body.  Your touch was more gentle than mine, rhapsodic, broken by movements of the day with others and our long, lingering dreams at night. 
