HEAVEN TO A FLOWER (part I).

THE VIOLET CRYSTAL PHOENIX (part II).

I remember myself when I was child

I gazed the ceiling in the darkness and I cried.

Now instead I wait just for the night

‘cause I can see again your smile, your face, your eyes

looking at me,

and you in the shadow telling me:

“You’ll be alone no more…”.

I don’t know if you think of me sometimes

I can only see the sands of time.

Looking at the mirror I still cry



I would scream.

Now I know you were like me

but I can’t follow you

but I can’t follow you.

You went away too soon

and so there’s no Heaven for me



if it must be without you.

I forgot my name to look for something

of a flower who loved to be alive,

now I can’t laugh, anymore,



anymore.

There’s the time bringing it away,

there’s the time bringing it away,

but for me there’s no wind

and no time for my heart

who’s with that flower still smelling sweet:



if there’s Heaven is for you,



if there’s Heaven is to you.

