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My love, my light (SA) 
 
m.: Martin Slootmaekers (°1968) 
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My love, my light, my little poet sweet, 
it had to be that magic brought you here:  
each time I heard your songs and poems neat,  
I lost my wits and heaven seemed so near.  
 
Each sound of you made birdsong look so dull, 
volition left me when you looked my way,  
and all the sun compared to you was null,  
no one but you could turn away the grey.  
 
Here I am now, without you, all alone,  
expressing what you're like, but you are gone;  
No sight of you, and no enchanting tone,  
gone light and love, just night, where is the dawn? 
 
Enchant me once again with words of rhyme,  
let magic vanquish night just one more time. 
My love, my light, my poet sweet,  
it had to be that magic brought you here: 
my love, my light! 
 


