
Love,
An epidemic
That everyone
Is supposed to grow sick on.

Love,
A bond for eternity
That everyone
Is supposed to have.

Love,
A language
That everyone
Is supposed to understand.

But I,
I don’t,
I’m not everyone,
Am I not supposed to be?

Love,
A thing that includes,
That excludes,
Is less good than it’s supposed to seem.
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