Who Am I?

Who am I?  And do I really

want anybody to know?

Am I free to reveal the 

real me wherever I go?

If I met someone like me, 

would I tell others what I saw?

Would I see the similarity

 before me at all?

Puzzling questions, yet

I meet people everyday.

Developing opinions without

 giving them the time of day.

They reveal the type of

 person I can become.

Bringing out the good or the 

worst, hmmmmm, how come?
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