The Hidden Flower

There’s a crack in the sidewalk where a flower grows
The sun shines there sometimes
It thrives amidst adversity where flowers don’t belong
Daily the pavement is pounded as foot traffic passes by
Unaware of this sign of life beneath an unrelenting sky
What a mystery to me this little flower making such a fuss
Surviving in a concrete jungle beautiful yet strong
What a miracle this little rose rain down on it sometime
Like putting pen to paper when writing prose all poems don’t have to rhyme
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