The door of life
The door i not open,

Not cloced , not adjar,
My life ic through thic door,

My happinecs, my fear,

My tears, my joy,
My cmilec, my crieg.
My life ic through thic door.

The door i¢c not an escape route , a way out,

Nor i¢ it a door you chould be afraid to enter,
Thic door ic full of light and joy,

But the darknece fades in,

Only coon the cloude of grey and black will be gone,
My life ic through thic door.

My life ic through thic door,

A roller coacter of emotion,

Your life i¢ behind your door,

Quite different from mine,

Behind your door i¢ a film, a ctory in action,
Displayed in colour, beauty and darkness,
My life ic through thic door.

{ aila






