Andria Pinkerton 

The Rose 

It looks like shapes. A line and a circle put together. 

It sort of reminds me of a sword. Almost as if you could stab someone with it. 
It's long. Or tall. However you look at it. 

It's red and soft. Too bad everything isn't like that. 

It's like death. It just lies there. Cold and unforgiving. 
It's also like life. Continuously growing and beautiful. 

It's like class. You can learn from listening. From the silence. 
It's like hope. On a rainy day it is still beautiful. 
It's like a cloister. Innocent, quiet, beautiful. 
It's like Dan Eiler. Tall and Skinny. 

It is as if it is trying to speak to me in some sort of language. 

The silence. Reminds me once again of death. Like a morgue. 
It's like the time. Never stops. 

It's like a baseball bat in the sense it could take someone's breath away. 

It's sort of like a human in some aspects. The outer layer covers everything and you can't see

what is truly going on inside. 

It's like a shoe. People sometimes walk on it. 
It's like a hand. People touch it. 

It's like a pen. People used to write with feathers which in a way looks like roses. 
It's like an egg yolk. Although I don't know why. 

It's actually like many things. Much too many to list here on this page. 

