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Petrified 
 
I saw her standing 
And she looked at me 
I was petrified 
She took my breath 
Immediately 
I was petrified 
I looked around and scanned her from head to toe 
Inhaled her perfume and let my love grow 
She was a queen and I turned into stone 
And I was petrified 
 
She walked around  
and I feld like a clown 
I was petrified 
Was in good shape but  
much too afraid 
I was petrified 
I tried to learn my sentences all by heart 
Waited like an actor to do his part 
Took all my courage and played the first card 
Though I was petrified 
 
Solo 

 
Made out of stone 

Made out of stone 

Made out of stone 

Made out of stone 

 
Holding champagne  
I gave up to sustain 
I was petrified 
Gave her a sign  
then I started my lines 
I was petrified 
She seemed to take pleasure in what I said 
And let me tell you I wasn`t even bad 
For sure it was an evening I `ll never forget 
Though I was petrified 
 
 
 
 
 


