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Flower Of Memories
Painted green leaves, a red and pink flower
Sparkling tips, brighter than the earth’s core
Real or painted?
The one that stood over them all



Trembling hands
Even when it is smallest of all
Small but sucks you in like a vacuum
Memories flooding in like clouds but faster
Fuller, stronger
Happy memories the flower brings
Times of love and biscuits
Still with me, still a part of me
Great grandmother
Through my blood and bones
My Flower of Memories


