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There’s a love in the sand a love that I would like 
a love that I won’t seek because I’d lose it then. 
There’s a love at the window 
between the stars and the pavement 
not in search of promises and it gives you what it 
asks. 
 
Things that I forget things that I forget. 
They are things that I forget. 
 
There’s a love which burns as soon as you know it 
an identical fortune to shout in two voices. 
There’s a thermometer of the heart 
that we never respect 
a warning of pain a path through our troubles. 
 
Things that I forget things that I forget. 
They are things that I forget. 
 
Here in the untouchables’ section 
where life seems enormous 
because it no longer seeks and it doesn’t ask 
because it doesn’t believe and it doesn’t sleep. 
Here in the invisibles’ section for a whim of heaven 
we live like destinies and we all feel the frost, the 
frost 
and we all feel the frost. 
 
There’s a love that grips and when it grips it hurts 
a love in front and behind the bedlam of the hospital 
a love that has asked me for a pain equal to mine 
to a love so complete that I’d never like to say 
farewell. 
 
Things that I forget. They are things that I forget. 
 
Here in the untouchables’ section 
where life seems enormous 
because it no longer seeks and it doesn’t ask 
because it no longer believes 
and it doesn’t sleep, it doesn’t sleep. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Here in the invisibles’ section for a whim of heaven 
we live like destinies and we all feel the frost, the 
frost. 
They are things that I forget. They are things that I 
forget. 
They are things that I forget. They are things that I 
forget.	
  


