					Boatride





	As we ride along the shoreline,


	Gazing at the soft water vine,


	I turn to look at your figure,


	As a small smile crosses your allure.





	And when I see that smile,


	It makes my while,


	To see that you are happy,


	To be with a guy like me.





	As the trees pass by,


	As my life floats in the sky,


	I never got to say this, 


	But now I cannot miss…


	What I have been meaning to tell you..


	Is that I love you…	











