
Gino Vanelli, Omens of love
To loveI have lostAll that is selfMy memories have made the storm Now subsides casting my fateInside your soulAnd these eyesAre mine no moreTo seekI pour myself in your vigin veinsNow all that I seeIs through a passion's painCause I'm all hung up over youI'm losing myselfLoving youYour wine is the bloodThat drunkens my heartWith omens of love and nowThat I am youWoman I fear that you're notIOh true love is so sublime and so blueThe storm has passedDeep inside of meCrushed by the calm of my insecurityCause I'm all hung up over youI'm losing myselfOver you
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