Two Tinklings Ringing In The Air
Two tinklings ringing in the air
and the tram took you away
Now I’m an island far away
where you decided not to stay

The photographer silently looks away:
„wedding pictures would be fine,
with laughters all around”
but no-one smiles today

Sometimes
it would be too nice
to live a simple world
in spite of all the words:
fear and
waiting
so we miss the moment

Two tinklings ringing in the air
one for you and then
one for me again
painful signal of the end

The photographer always seeks for lights
in disdain he looks around 
but behind all the blinds
pictures he cannot find

Two tinklings ringing in the air
the tram sings this farewell
that the broken-hearted can
only fully understand

The photograper – with his un-shot pictures 
he’s nothing to say
he would enlarge it
he would retouch it
but no one, no one, no one 
no one’s, there to pay

Two tinklings ringing in the air
and above the rails
with no one there to care:
the used tickets fly away
