                                   Doorway to paradise 

Standing in front of a closed door

Not knowing where I´am , never seen before.

It smells rotten and looks old,

Just a special keyhole shining gold.

Slowly push my hands against that door,

Nothings moves, so I push more and more.

Sweat is drippin of my face,

Is that door the end of a mace?

After Years of trying I realized

I can´t open that door, just fantasized.

Despair and pain are pushing from the other side,

A never ending fight.

But I know, for every door there is a key,

A special thing, wich sets your heart free.

Suddenly a dazzling light appears,

Reaches my skin, drying all my tears.

The next moment, a loud noise on the floor,

The light is gone, but there´s a golden key for that door.

I pick it up fast, running right through,

I entered paradise, and  this light is here too.

With shy steps walking towards it,

Seeing an hand, slowly taking it.

Now see right through,

Guess who this light was?

It was you.

