Shaking out the clichés Lesson 8
Eleanor Jones

Valentine Poem
In the garden you stand
all tall and so bright.
You are the most beautiful
thing I ever seen.
You catch my eye
with the way you stand.
The fragrance smells so sweet
it draws me to you,
caressing my nostrils
and reeling me in.
What I love the most
are your pointed thorns.
When I get pricked most times
[bookmark: _GoBack]its normally my own fault,
sometimes getting my attention
reminding me
to handle you with care.
You’re so beautiful, sweet,
and you don’t talk back
your so uncomparable
my beautiful red rose.




