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smutek | szczescie | bledsza (x2) | fotografia | piszesz | niebo | Swiatem |

reka | kochasz | cialo | powietrza (x2)

Wcigz powtarzasz uparcie i skrycie

Patrzysz w okno i (" masz w oku
Przeciez mnie @ nad zycie

Sam mi méwites przesztego roku

Nie widziatam cie juz od miesigca
I nic, jestem moze @
Troche $pigca, troche bardziej milczaca
Lecz wida¢ mozna zy¢ bez )

Gdy sie miato ©® , ktore sie nie trafia
Czyjes © i ziemie catg

A zostanie tylko, tylko
To jest, to jest bardzo mato

Powiedziates mi: kiedy do mnie ®
Nie wystukuj wszystkiego na maszynie
Dopisz jedna linie wtasng ©
Kilka stéw, doprawdy nic wielkiego
Tak tak tak....

Weciagz sie $miejesz, lecz co$ tkwi poza tym

Patrzysz w (1% na rzezby obtokdw
Przeciez ja jestem i niebem i ("
Sam mi moéwite$ przesztego roku

Nie widziatam cie juz od miesigca
I nic, jestem moze (1?)
Troche $pigca, troche bardziej milczaca
Lecz wida¢ mozna zy¢ bez (¥
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https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=V_UI8i5ddb0
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Kisses

You still ponder, stubbornly and privately

Gaze into the window and you've sadness in your eye
You love me though more than life

You've told it yourself last year

I haven't seen you for one month
And nothing, perhaps I'm more pale
A little bit sleepy, a little bit more silent

But you can see one can live without air

When one had luck, which one doesn't simply find
Someone's body and the whole earth

But only a photograph remains

That, that's very little

You've told to me: when you write to me
Don't type all on the typewriter

Add a single line with your hand

A few words, in fact nothing great

Yes yes yes....

You still laugh, but something sticks besides it
You gaze into the sky onto the sculptures of the clouds
I am both the sky and the world though

You've told it yourself to me last year

I haven't seen you for one month

And nothing, perhaps I'm more pale

A little bit sleepy, a little bit more silent
But you can see one can live without air
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http://www.tekstowo.pl/piosenka,ewa_demarczyk,pocalunki.html

