I stood in front of a rose and I climbed.
I climbed up the stem because I saw beautiful petals on the top.
But there were way too many thorns, so I kept slipping out of fear.
Then I learned that the only way I can get to the top is to use what I've been avoiding. So I cut my arms and feet as I grabbed on to each sharp thorn.
Fighting through the pain in an attempt to chase beauty. I keep climbing.
Torn between who I want to become and who I already am.
This is as real as it gets. The roots planted in the soil of hate.
I climb…..I climb because my life depends on it. I climb without understanding.
It's just something inside of me that overcomes my fears.
I'm halfway up this stem and I never thought that it could be this high.
I tell myself to not look down, but that's the only way I can convince myself it's real. My blood is slowly dripping down the stem like tears off of a child's cheek.
Landing into a past that I had no control of, reminding me of a future I'm uncertain of. I climb...I climb like it's 6:30. The lowest my hands can go before they have to start going up again.
Rising towards the skies. Rising towards the nectar.
I'm getting so close. I can smell the wind carrying the flower's aroma into my senses and it's overwhelming. 
I don't even feel the cuts anymore.  The thorns have turned into steps.
The soil has turned into a foundation. The roots have turned into my bridge.
Stay strong sweet flower. We're almost there.   I climb.
One more step! I grab onto the petal to pull myself up; But my legs are still wrapped around the stem.  
This petal…….It's not strong enough……It's weak…It's thin…It can float away with the wind.
How can I get to the top of this flower? How can I jump off this hard deep-rooted stem full of thorns, fly through the wind, and grasp the tip of this fragile petal?
I don't trust it. I can't trust it. 
These roots are all that I have…These thorns are all that I love…..
They make me feel alive.  They keep me safe.  They make sure that I don't fall.
I’ve also heard about the swarms of bees that are up there. So even when I get on top, I have to risk the most painful sting I've ever felt.  
And I'm just not ready to face that yet.
 I think I'll stay right here.  None of the ground creatures can get to me. None of the bees can sting me. 
Stay strong my thorns…..Stay strong my beautiful roots….
Because when you die…I'll have nothing to hold on to.  And now...As I realize that it's too late...Regret takes over....
I could've made that leap! I could've trusted the petals.  I could've soared with the wind. And I wouldn't have to worry about the bees, because I would have wings of my own. I could've tasted the sweet nectar on the top!
And because I was too afraid to teach myself to fly…
I will simply fall and die with you.
All because…..This caterpillar was too scared..........to turn into a butterfly.

