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 Blossoms and Thorns
I see people like I see flowers.
Some are wild 
With thorns and leafy stems, 
Others are colorful 
With prickly ends.
We are all different, 
But in many ways the same, 
Needing nurturing and love 
To grow and be safe.
It's true that both flowers and humans 
Can wither away, 
Or thrive in our world 
Which is often bleak and gray.
If you were a flower, 
Which would you be?
I’d be a cactus, 
Both a plant and a flower, 
Which better suits me.
