VWAl king in the all eys of ne,

Smling away i nsignificance,

I never understood how your prom ses,
Becane t he nost beautiful |lies.

Yes | like to renenber you baby,

You were ny sonething el se

I can’t explain why you' re everywher e,
Forever burned into ny senses.

Thi s chance of a lifetine,

My one in 6 billion,

Love |l eft you and you left ne,
And 1’11 | eave you, eventually.
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