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Glass ghosts dance around me, 
hands streched out in the dark 
break night’s veil. 
 
Daughter of America 
Greece in the heart 
I look for a teather to be real life 
Dionisus in my dreams has called me up. 
 
Dancing, the joy, feet stamping on the pavement 
dancing, the choir’s voice steals my breath 
dancing, the rapsody of Bacchants 
takes me away in deep ecstasy. 
 
Lost children, mother keeps calling you, 
a loud cry to the sky from your loving ones, 
but God doesn’t answer in the far night. 
Today I burnedmy dancing shoes anddress 
I don’t feel the fathers’chains no more, 
inmy dreams now I see a scarf. 
 
Dancing, the joy, feet stamping on the pavement 
dancing, the choir’s voice steals my breath 
dancing, the rapsody of Bacchants 
takes me away in deep ecstasy. 
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