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It's not the Night that makes me cry
It's not the time that tells me why
It’s just the way you’re looking at me,
that makes the sun go down again.

It’s not the Drums that make the beat
Not the onions make me weep

It’s those hard eyes looking at me
Without love, produce a shivver in me.

‘cause it’s not the night that makes me cry
It's not the time that tells me why

It's just the way you’re looking at me,
That makes the sun come up again.

It’s not the Dark that makes me/afraid
It’s not the night, that hides tﬁe light
It’s your cold eyes, that telyme oohhh
That I'm not welcome hepe.

It’s not the drums that make the beat
Not the onions make me weep

It's your warm eyes, looking at me
That want me to stay and care for «’{ree,e

It’s not the Fear, the fed r from here
Not the dogbarks make/me shy

It’s the swords behind t{ose eyes
That make me want to hide and die..

It's not the dark that makes me afraid
It’s not the night, that hides the light

It’s your loving soul, touching me

that makes me blossom and smile again.

And when you Feel exadtly like that

It’s time to move my dear out from here  t’'s not the fear, the fear from here

It’s time to say, to say gopdby Not the wolfs’ howl makes me shy

‘ It's just the trust | have in you

That you’re not gone, even{\yuu hide.

when

And when you feel exactly like that

It’s time to dance and cheer out loud juheeeii

b Because the night has lost its fright

And we feel secure again my dear.
——

No matter how, no matter




