North of the South Pole
Enormous streams of ice from the South Pole

Are whirling t´wards the hot flaming sun,

The ice is gone, the waves appear from nowhere

And glitter in the light

And sparkle in the sun.

Though you´re from nowhere north of the South Pole,

Your eyes are like the hot flaming sun,

Your smile is foaming waves from out of nowhere

That laugh in the sparkling sun.
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