Memories of life

I’m distract by living

I don’t care of its shading off 

It’s attracting me, I don’t see the person I’m searching.

My face often betraies 

That one my heart wants to hide,

It’s more honest than stone I have in my breast.

I should cry

Whenever that I don't

Remember I am so frail.

The memory hurts

It’s painful call to mind

Memories of life

A season’s past by now 

become less and less real.

Behind a glass

I’m separing by my past life  

No, I don’t want to go 

So far,

It’s not a member /of my actual life.

I should cry

Whenever that I don’t

Remember I am so frail.

The memory hurts

It’s painful call to mind

Memories of life

I remember Split of life That wound me.
