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Love, not love, love, not love

 

 

Love is love

in winter a hand needs a glove

In the summer love never die

and we all will survive

 

 

Then we talk so big

but a little bit later we sound like a pig

When good times

changing to bad times

 

Both exist

so be realistic

Not paint white every time

because sometimes the sun not shine

 

But if the love is big enough

will he easily build a bridge over all troubles until we laugh

And everything will be good again

if the love was the truth in our brain
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