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Inte ofta jag anvander mig utav kérlek i texter mer antill da den ar foérlorad eller till morkret.
Har ar det ett forsok till att fa ut lite kanslor 6ver nagon som har fangat min uppméarksamhet.
My treasure pear|

| dreamt a dream that | saw thee,

in adistance far from me,

thou shone like the stars upon the sky,

and | asked myself why?

"Why be | not brave enough to near this girl,
the one beauty, my treasure pearl ?'

In this dream thou came close to me,
| took my chance and bowed for thee,
kissed thy hand, how this meant alot for me.

Theworld stod still and | felt well,
what was this, was | under a spell,

yes, | believe it was an arrow of Amor,
| was struck by love and i felt glamor.

Even in thistime when | am awake,

| want akiss from thy lipsto take,

my feelings are stronger than ever,

| wish to be the one for thee in times farever
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