
just look at me, 

as if encased behind glass. 

i don’t want to disturb you. 

i don’t want to fester you. 

 

i know it may not seem so now. 

thorns take time and care to grow; 

they must be nurtured 

before they can bite the hand. 

 

leave before spring. 

you may look but not touch. 

the flowers harbor pests, 

but the roots will retain love. 


