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Among the silent brooding summer hurricane,

Lie a thousand nights of pleasure and a thousand days of pain.
The lady turned her back, the lady said no,
Tomorrow, tomorrow where will | go?

My long sweet dream will not be fulfilled,

My inspiration exists only to be killed.

The storm grew closer and closer in my heart’s sea,
Until it consumed all that was left of me.

The lighting struck, the thunder boomed,

And then I knew my hope was doomed.

She said that one word that turned my world around,
After which my ears refused to hear another sound.
Each moment that followed was another fatal wave,
Reminding me that my heart I could not save.

The clouds sent all their rain and all their woe,

My heart lay still and echoed no.

I did not fight, I said not a single word,

Because | knew | would again just be ignored.

By her logic perishes the chance of love,

And all the tender things | dreamt of.

It only took two syllables for the day to die,

And I still don’t know the reason why.

The tempest has undone my doings,

My mental metropolis now lies in ruins.

I pick up a piece of what was once the skyscraper of my soul,
And feel a romantic civilization that’s lost control.
We’re falling, falling, you and me.

Forever apart you want us to be.

And now I’m giving up all hope,

Without you, | don’t know how to cope.

You said a thing so simple, deadly, and so clever,
You stopped my heart with one word: never.

My love replaced by an aching, lonely hum,

Our tomorrow simply will not come...



