(Describe a landscape as seen by an old woman, whose disgusting and detestable old husband has just died, do not mention husband or death.)

Things look much brighter over the wall. Daisies and roses growing nicely from the dung heap of rotting disgusting revolting heaped up shit. 
Look on the bright side. The flowers are growing well and I will wait a day or two, and I will pick some and put them in your corner, in your house next to your TV, where they will be looking out through the window at me, and Gordon Henry James the gardener. 
I survived. Well, what did you expect.  
Look at the sunset. Indigo skies, with maroon red of blood bright with the colours of the roses and the white of the daisies, inner yellow with the passion of their beauty. Watch the pricks of those roses. They can embed inside your hands, thorns of repressed pain.
I have risen and survived the harshness of a human being. I breathe in the air around me, warm and deep inside my lungs.  Looking at the contour of the dung heap, watching the sky silhouette the rotting pile, Robbie the robin sticks out his red bare chest as he tries to bounce out a love life.  A new way for a new beginning,
Look over there, scootering up the field, the majestic king, that big brown hare.  
Look at the dung heap over the wall, with those colours dancing, red, orange and yellow green, blue, indigo and violet, the colours of flowers, colours of roses.  That pot of gold will stay hid. 
Gordon Henry James is coming over on Thursday, to see me and the roses and daisies. 
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