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Everybody whisper about you
in my ear
say something about me loudly
say something to me loudly
disgrace my breath

let they ran toward you,
these prisoners
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Last time
When I had to live

I was fall in love
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Smile
I almost forget any smile!!
But yesterday the photographer remind

it to me !!
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Be with me beyond any borders
Let's fly together
Alike with migrant birds
Fly to a land
To enable us open
the blind knot of our love
And exchange
the sadness with happiness

and to breath so romantically

What can I say
To laugh you again?
perhaps!
You forgot
that my soul is
The echo of your smile
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When the flowers sprout out your body

Like your lips

earth must be a women for the

mating season of the plants

Just like your lovely lips

When they are opened

They give blooms

Our right

since
It was legally obtainable,
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was violated

If you wouldn't believe
in my words
I wouldn't became the
poet or

an in love messenger
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I am the child of the autumn
A leafless garden full of
Branches of emotion
With golden hair which
Were stolen by the wind
And a body continuously in war with the ax
Dripping from my eyes
Rains of Sweetheart
On my lips are running
The regret of the leaves
My lost love
I am the painter of a thousand colors

All from the color of

Sorrow and separation



