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What does it mean?

When there is hearts

Of purple, pink, and red.

Decorating everything in sight.

It’s disgusting in its own way;

In a way that nothing can share

With the hate inside

Who ever made up?

The emotion called Love

Something oblivious to my senses

It surrounds itself within

Two people who wish to bind.

They have no clue in their minds,

It’s confusing in many spaces

That I cannot comprehend.

Why was a holiday?

Created in spite of people

Without a care for anyone else

As if there was no need

To let sex get in the way
