
 

How dose one love something from a far but once close find hate for it?




How can something seem so beautiful and familiar from a far,




Yet seem so abstract and horrid when you come near?




Do you hate it? Or love it?




Are you supposed to find beauty in its true self, or hate what it pretends 
to be?




Is it even you who is supposed to judge it for who it is or wants to be?














