Jamaica


Jamaica! Jamaica! 
When it seemed to me, that I'll burn out under your sun
The could slake with spring water
But how can the cool off my heart,
Which burns in the flame of passion!
Jamaica, Jamaica,
The left you for to day to forget her beautiful lips…
Today you see me returning like to penanceing soul
This look of mistic woman, the eyes of madonna, 
Which entices everybody to ruin, the can't forget them…
Jamaica, Jamaica
Under your wonderful tropical sky would like to live and the die
Jamaica! Jamaica! Jamaica!
