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I heard this many times,
Never really understood,

Until it happened,
It happened to me,

I had everything at hand, 
The phone,

Coffee with extra sugar,
My cosy place,

And a room of my own,
But it didn’t happen,

Maybe the magic was over,
The chemical X was finished,

I was scared,
I had people saying,

Maybe you don’t have it anymore,
No imagination,

No stories,
I locked myself,
Trying to write,

As secretive as Dexter’s Laboratory,
I wrote something,

I never liked,
I deleted it at once,

Didn’t wanted to confess,
I was losing the power of writing,

But
I realized, 

It’s not good or bad writing,
It is my heart that matters,

Now, stop my fingers if you can,
Never let your passion fade...
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