


lam a BLUE.

[ live in a flower patch, in a yard, on a street, in a neighborhood,
in a town, that’s part of a city.

I have a GREAT BIG FAMILY and LOTS of friends. My roots run dee
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A few weeks ago, a purple started to grow by me.
I'd never seen a purple up close. He was so different.

l kept my DIS T AN C E.

“Purples don’t belong here!” At least that's what the other blues say.

“This is
supposed to be a

blue flower

patch.



“I don't like purple!” I told Mom.
“Why?”

“Because he’s different.”
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“And purple... he’s not the same as me.”

“ didn't know that evergbodg needed fo be the same.”

We are.

“Well, he’s not blu
ﬂ-h\’y}\%s Is a bl‘I%l r patch and he shouldn't be growing here.”
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“Just about
everyone I know.”




“Well son, there are some flowers whose sole purpose in life
is fo show the rest of us how NOT fo grow!”

“Does purple have roots like you?”
“I think so.”

“Do his roofs drink the
same water as yours?”

N gl.r;_, “I guess.”



“Well I still don’t like him.”
“Why not?”
“Because he’s different. He's purple, and he

shouldn’t even be growing in this flower patch!”

“Buf how can you dislike
someone you don't even know?"





