Shadow

Your shadow has many colors

and shapes

and textures…

Every day, after you leave

I try to catch as much of you as I can.

This is not an easy job.

You hide the most beautiful shapes behind my furniture

and I have to fight with them for hours.

Tomorrow, you will ask me 

Why 

there are

so many

bottles around my room?

I will smile 

secretly

and 

never

answer.

This is such a hard job.

I newer know that shadow could be so evasive.

Yesterday I had to tell a fairy tale to make part of you to come out from my closed…

I would never know that you are shy.

You always look 

so 

confident





and last week 

some of your pink shadow was holding me the whole night.

It was not masculine at all.

Should I describe the colors of your love to you?

Jolanta Soltis
