Some Questions; some answers

Am I an addict of your brown eyes?

Am I a crazy and gone bad by you?

Am I maybe a dreamer, one utopian?

I don’t know

Are you some dream which comes at night?

Are you the illusion of crazy ravings?

Are you a born delirium of my fingers?

I don’t know

I am not a crazy man,

I am not creative man of fantasies,

I am not an omnipotent god.

I know it

I am only wind that kisses you,

I am heat that roast the desires,

I am only silences and looks...

I know him.

Yours: The Poet
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