
Diversity  

By Branda Lee 

 

Crystal clear and blue 

Sunny and seventy five 

I stand on the cliffs 

 

I see the people 

With different backgrounds than me 

Yet we’re connected  

 

Mixing of colors 

We are unable to blend 

We remain apart 

 

So many colors  

But we stick to what we know 

Why can we not blend? 

 


