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	Nothing's gonna change

	the love I heard

	Recueil
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	Across the united verses

	 

	 

	 

	The twilight impresses me.

	Its reflections in your eyes

	Are the only poetry

	That shines.

	 

	Even if the Sun is hidden,

	It is still dreaming.

	When You feel its silent melodies,

	You’ve got to listen

	To what You are receiving,

	And get up from your knees.

	 

	This moment of joy

	Is an instant of life we can’t avoid.

	Your look at me

	Tells me I’m somewhere,

	And your daisy beauty

	Makes me grow like a cornflower.

	 

	This song,

	Which led me

	To that several hundred years old oak, for so long…

	I perceived its ambers,

	And tried it to sublimate.

	So I do it maybe,

	But less well than a writer,

	Although I feel like an aesthete.

	Don’t You know that stays in the « Parc de Diane »,

	A tale that still runs through my mysterious lane ?
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	A different taste

	 

	 

	 

	The flow of your hazel eyes,

	I met it so intensely this Saturday.

	Here are all the love supplies

	That even thoughtful words could not say.

	 

	One night in Spain

	Is enough to take away your pain ;

	Especially if You stay in Grenada,

	Accompanied by my dear sister Nadia.

	 

	The beauties of Cordoba

	Also ripple in your voice

	When You sing

	« As Mermaids Dream ».

	 

	¡ Oh ! Casi española !

	In Zaragoza, among the boys,
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