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The truth

| see a willow in the valley
As | go pass it in the morning
A shrub filled with bloom

So beautiful and fresh

| admire the picture

The beauty it adds to the nature
Only a poet or an artist would
capture

All the detail of the texture

As time goes by

In seconds minutes and days
The flowers yet so beautiful
Looses it colour and grace

It's no more a delightful sight
Oh ! what a pitiful sight

It doesn't seem right

The beauty faded so quite

| realize this is life

There is nothing permanent or
shines

Everything seems to destroy
This is the circle of life.

Subashini Buddhasiri
Berwick
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