PICTURES OF THE PAST

Tekst: Kjetil Nordfjeld 1992
I felt a cold wind strike my face, complitely silence

I was walking down the narrow street, the road to nowhere

The picture of the past still make me cry

showing innocense, mixed up with lies

It was a hard part to idmitt, that I was wrong

you did your best in every way, always something going on

I had to hide the lies, I had my pride

Let me make it up to you, I see the sun which is gonna rice

I wanna take you to paradise, feel the bright side again

and I`m willin to sacrifice, a part of my self

I`m shure its gonna last, we have to forget

The picture of the past, make me regrett

Every day and every night youre on my mind

think it over now, I know you need some time

But I wanna make it up to you

just give me, one more try

