Le long de cette rue-là

English cover

Lyrics : Scott Lake Music : Daniel Pompougnac

Time had built a wall, 
along this ancient street, 
the ivy hanging there, 
Kept lives of nuns discreet. 

The evenlight takes rest, 
along this ancient way, 
on roofs of earthenware. 
And Saint-Front tolls, far away.... 


Silent black forms glide, 
along this ancient path, 
Requesting which strange life, 
halls and gardens now had passed

The bridges of L'isle, 
the evening now makes quiet, makes silent. 
And somewhere far away cries a train, dies a train. 

-------------------------------------------------- 
Along this ancient street, 
I hear the choir's sigh 
slipping past to the dawn, 
and for the future, they cry. 

At the end of this path, 
a phantom I've become. 
Childhood now removed. 
Ghost walls tell the truth now come. 

Dewdrops so familiar, 
Which bead on hands of nuns, in shades. 
They come and go, but in haze, in haze. 

I know each and every thought, 
of nuns now come and gone. 
Desires to live in peace, 

in this place, now gone, now gone.
