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Thorns prickle you and stick you

And make you angry

And sore

And wounded

Fluttered and anxious you start whipping around

Like the spinning funnel of a tornado

Out of control and dangerous

Laying waste to all in your path

So nothing touches you again

And you fear if the wind stops 

You will cease to exist

Or become something small and insignificant 

Barely detectable 

Or recognized 

Or loved

Like a gentle breeze on the face of a child

But the greatest gift 

Is a cool gentle breeze on the face of a hot and sweaty child

As he plays unceasingly in his own little world

But he will take notice, and take a moment to stop

And breathe

And give thanks for the comforting breath upon his face

As he says,  “ahhhh”.

Whatever happens

Whatever you are changing into

Will be beautiful and magnificent in its own right

Maybe not the mighty tornado that we all stand in awe of

Maybe not what you thought you were

Maybe not what you have always been

But real and loved and appreciated just the same

Tornado

