“Blue is in the air, in the oxygen. It is everything we breathe”
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I see the reflection of the ocean

in my fingernail

as it crashes against my cuticle.

Icicles cause moisture

to spiral downward

and land on my tongue,

freezing my sight.

The violet smirks at the rose

for it sees itself as better,

yet it is second in a list. 

I inhale the rainbow

and exhale a pot of gold.

My scalp begins to sprout clovers.

But my tears cascade

down the icicles 

and land into the ocean.

I promise not to flood the earth again.

I will provide gold

and fields of clovers, 

where violets and roses will live peacefully

side-by-side.

Nothing will stop my senses anymore.

I will breathe freely 

and give oxygen from the forests.

I share the blue,

but more importantly,

I share the red.

