
THE HEALING 
Even if all  birds fly too slowly,

everyone heals through burdens, burned in peace,
and always, when a idiot hits a wall.

I believe in change, i know my efforts still wise,
every step i take, as a new doubt are growing up,

and taming down.

Everyone freaks out loud when change will come
sees empty little faces, and hiding sins.

Somewhere a solution weeps.

We are beautiful, we are weak,
but on the other side.

We don’t care about the rain, about the rain.

You can pray to prevail,
if it helps, be happy again, once again,
but in my eyes, we care so much more,
but in my eyes, we care so much more.

The coming shores- keep them in mind,
those who believe will always lose time,

waste time,
wasting time.

The coming shores- keep them in mind,
those who believe will always lose time,

waste time,
wasting time.

We are all beautyfull, we are weak,
But on the other side.

we don’t care about the rain,
about the rain. 
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