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My Soul

The twilight of the night is gone,
And the magic has dispersed

My heart has stopped pounding
And my body has turned numb

My body is acing,

And my hands are shaking,
My soul islike ablizzard,
Cold and devoid of life

My symptoms where love,

And now their is nothing,

I’min love but HA

is not love supposed to make you fly and float,
Smile and dance?

| turn around and see you there

With agrin on tho face,

| your hands you have the scissors with which you cut my wings,
the other holding my heart and the dagger

With which you cut it out.

My soul is shattered,

My mind in storm

And my love tossed away like it never mattered
Withyou | lost it all

Texten ar utskriven fran Poeter.se
Forfattaren Christoffer Waye med Poeter.se id #138 innehar upphovsratten



