With a disappointed 
broken-heart
you convict Love of imperfection
With a jury of popular belief
and speculation as evidence

Love, camouflaged into 

despair,

desire,

disorder,

and depression

You can't see it at all

You look for something else

Usurped by a selfish agony
for a fickle but pleasant frolicking
You blind yourself to Love
like it were unfortunate
not knowing its power when persisted

But I know — Look!
an annoyed average
who hated me because 
I annoyed her 

A friend whom I liked 
and flirted

She is her friend
she said "He's the nicest guy I've ever met"
My enemy SMILED at me and acted NICE to me!

If my love had not conquered all, what had!

Conclusion... Love is always good for you

I love you.

