
When I was twenty-five 

 

 

The day you were born 

The flowers came. 

They are growing fast 

The same as you 

They look so pretty 

Much like yourself 

 

I love the blooming flowers. 

I love to look at you 

The flowers smell so sweet 

But you…just smell of pooh 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


