Stolen Moments

Once upon a time

I stole a moment from you

A few minutes at most

Perhaps you didn't notice

Most people don't

Their lives are so full of moments

What does one matter?

But it matters to me

And that's why I stole it

Because you weren't using it

And moments are not to be wasted

Maybe you sat across from me

On a bus or a train

Maybe I sat under a tree

While you walked by, lost in thought

Stealing a moment is as easy

As snapping a picture

When nobody's paying attention

But taking a picture

Can steal someone's soul

And I only borrow moments

And someday, maybe today

I will give them all back

