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What is this flower that gently blows west?

It moves away from me with such good grace

Up and up it goes then down with such zest

Up again it goes to resume its pace

It thinks it can get away too easily

It thinks it will find another somewhere

But I will capture it all just for me

But against it blows up in the air

I run to catch up with it soon enough

But it is determined to outrun I
I struggle and capture it with a puff

I think it is really about to die

I kiss it then let it go with much glee

Because if you love something set it free
