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Tankar kring det förträngda vilket lever kvar och regelbundet

återkommer för att för några ögonblick, en dag eller två

min sinnesro fullständigt upp och ner vända ...

I know you want to hold my hand ...

... the day

when you die ...

 

I know you

want to hear

the sound of my voice

when your life

make you cry ...

 

And you do know

that I'll be there

whenever you

need me so to be ...

 

But I still keep

wondering why

you won't

let yourself see

how much I

do want to spend

time with you

while you'r still alive ...

 

... and that

I do would like

to stand by your side

also when the good things

in your life reach their pike ...

 

Allthough, I do know

that I for ever

will be and so remain

to be your friend

no matter if we'll ever meet again ...
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