
 Jamie

           orning played on spider webs,
  Pearls on silver knotted thread,  
    Earth spirit from a sparkling sea —  

 Purple lightning breaking free. 

M

        aken to heart the garden s real — 
      Flowers trees all appeal,

            Birds woo with a jazzy tune,  
         World with notes Clair de Lune.

T

            ates open with a word, 
        Your song sweet hummingbird — 
           Stir the forest air for miles,
              Every step pine carpeted aisle.

G

  orn an orchid I would guess,
    By how you listen, look and dress,
        Dance and decorate your world —  
       Roses climbing columns twirled.
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