
The Gardener's
Touch Full poem
In a garden where life begins to sprout,

A gardener tends with care, no doubt.

Her hands, like magic, touch the earth,

Giving rise to blossoms, a new birth.

Each seed, she plants with hope and dreams,

Nurturing them by sunlight beams.

With water's whisper and soil's embrace,

Each plant finds its own unique space.

Her garden, a mosaic of colors bright,

Reflects her love, her guiding light.

In every leaf, in every flower,

Lies her strength, her nurturing power.

She knows that growth takes time and toil,



Through sun and rain, through hard soil.

But with patience, her garden grows,

Reflecting life's highs and lows.

Like a mother's love, so deep and true,

The gardener's touch makes each day new.

In every bloom, a lesson learned,

In every season, love returned.

In this garden of life, we see,

A reflection of what love can be.

The gardener's touch, so gentle and kind,

Leaves a legacy of beauty behind.
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