
 Sunflower 

 

She was the first to rise 

Hair golden and fell like pretty petals cascading from the skies. 

The green she wore just like leaves 

And a laugh like the spring 

breeze. 

 

For she was everything to me, 

Planting seeds of memories 

that could never leave. 

But we could never be. 

For she yearned for the tree 

yet I am a rose with me comes 

thorn, 

Destined to be torn. 

 

Rooted in anguish, 

My pain couldn't vanish 

Why couldn't she see? 

The love buried within me. 

From my bramble bush I'll cry, 

For you a million times 

My sunflower baby, 

Chose him not me 

But of course what's a rose 

to a tree? 
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