Trust

I trust her. Why? I have no reason.

She’s like a wind at all four seasons,

Hot as a summer, autumn breeze, 

Warm as a spring and winter freeze.

She is a wind- the motion is her way

To stay alive, to live the day,

To change all those she touches while fly.

Their way to live… their way to die… 

I don’t trust her live just for me, 

Tell me no lies, be loyal, be…

Those unimportant,

So, I guess-

I trust her be herself.

Not less.

