
Publicerad 2006-07-19 18:32 av virre

uhmm slutordet. är argh hjälp.

Sweet love revisited

and so speaks I

of sweet love again

whilst in sorrow I

at  the mirror seen

 

my face is neigh

of beauty fair

but alas your beauty is high

as the roaming birds air  

 

Will you ever be mine

in other than wishful thinking

so speak they word to me

as I can now and face the world tinkering
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