LADY GARVAN'S GARDEN

A garden hidden in the woods, its beauty secrets kept,

The sights, the sounds, the scents of it have forever slept.

Awake! Said a voice of reason. Awake and be my canvas,

I'll put you up for all to see what till now only God and me has.

I'll trim your hedge, I'll place your bulbs, I'll mark the paths to tread on,

Then they'll come to see and know your worth long after I'm gone.

Oh, come and see, come and listen, come and smell the roses,

Whether with canvas or camera you can record all of nature's poses.

From passion pink to flaming orange the flower's petals rend,
A stroke of color so broad so far it begs wonder where's it end?

Take the time to follow the colors that Lady Garvan sent,
You'll thank yourself and thank her too for the time there that you spent.
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