THIS THING CALLED LOVE

AQUESTA COSA ANOMENADA AMOR

This thing called love
| just can't handle it
This thing called love
| must get round to it
I ain't ready

Crazy little thing called love

This thing -this thing-
Called love -called love-
It cries in a cradle all night
This thing called love
It shakes all over like a jelly fish
| kind of like it

Crazy little thing called love

There goes my baby

She knows how to Rock and Roll
She drives me crazy

She gives me hot and cold fever

Then she leaves me in a cool cool sweat

| got to be cool, relax, get hip
And get on my track's
Take a back seat, hitch-hike and take a long,
long ride on my motorbike until I'm ready

Crazy little thing called love

Well, it’s crazy, crazy little thing called love.
I’m not ready
You say love, it jives
I’m not ready for love, love
It’s so/I’m so crazy
Crazy little thing called love.
Some say love can bring so unsteady
Sad tears to your eyes
Yeah, it’s crazy,
More than waiting for a sign from heaven above.
Gotta take some time, gotta realign
I’m not ready for love, love
It can make your heart sing
Crazy little thing called love, love, love.

That’s right! Well, it’s love, love

Aquesta cosa anomenada amor
No puc amb ella
Aquesta cosa anomenada amor
He de trobar temps per ella
No n’estic preparat

Aquesta coseta boja anomenada amor

Aquesta cosa -aquesta cosa-
anomenada amor -anomenada amor-
plora en el seu bressol a la nit.
Aquesta cosa anomenada amor
es sacseja per tot arreu com una medusa.
En certa manera, m’agrada.

Aquesta coseta boja anomenada amor.

Alla va la meva noia,
ella sap com ballar Rock & Roll
Em torna boig
em provoca fred i esgarrifances,

i després marxa deixant-me un suor fred, fred

He de tranquil-litzar-me, calmar-me, posar-me al dia
i reprendre el rumb.
Seure en el seient del darrere, fer autostop i fer un llarg,
llarg passeig amb la meva moto, fins que estigui preparat.

Aquesta coseta boja anomenada amor

Bé, és una bogeria. Aquesta coseta boja anomenada amor.
No n’estic preparat.
Dius que el amor, el amor balla
No estic preparat per 'amor, amor
Es tan/Estic tan boig
Aquesta coseta boja anomenada amor
Alguns diuen que I'amor pot portar llagrimes
tremoloses i tristes als teus ulls.
Si, és una bogeria.
Més que esperar un senyal del cel d’alla dalt.
Em portara temps recomposar-me
No estic preparat per I'amor, I’amor
Pot fer que canti el teu cor.
Aquesta coseta boja anomenada amor, amor, amor.

Esta bé! Bé, és amor, amor

Traduccio: Elisa Palain




