One, two, three

February howls with snow-storms,
Only green tea warms us.
You are alone now and, being in deep dreams,
Examine the Moon calendar.
Love music is silently flowing.
Tie knots for luck,
Think of a wish and wait,
Count to three: one, two, three.

One... touch,
Two... breath,
Three minutes of being unconscious.
One... touch,
Two... breath,
Three minutes... where is my consciousness?

How far the passed serene sunny days are now!
I feel bad without you.
And you are now in a silky way.
The clock will stop in a moment,
And the circus will be paralyzed with astonishment.
I'm only in a few seconds from the ground,
And the audience counts aloud: one, two, three...

One... touch,
Two... breath,
Three minutes of being unconscious.
One... touch,
Two... breath,
Three minutes... where is my consciousness?

