In the cradle of dawn’s first light,

Where the world's painted with hues so bright,
| find a seed, s0 small, =0 pure,

A promise of a future, strong and sure.

It's a seed of hope, so fender, 5o green,

In 3 world where miracles are often unseen.
| cup it gently in my hands,

As | walk through shifling sands.

The sun, a golden orb, takes flight,
llluminating the canvas of day and night.
And as its rays caress the earth,

The seed of hope is given birth.

In the heart of a garden, wild and free,

| plant that seed beneath a free.

Its roois dig deep, its branches reach high,
As it stretches towards the endless sky.

With every passing day, it grows,

Itz vitality in every leaf that shows.

It weaves its tendrils through the land,
As if holding the earth in a loving hand.

And there, under the azure dome,

The =eed of hope has found ifs home.

It bursiz into colours, a riotous bloom,
Chasing away darkness, dispelling gloom.

The petals open, one by one,

Like the pages of a story just begun.

Each petal a chapter, each fragrance a verse,
A symphony of hope, a universe.

In the tapesiry of life, it weaves,

Hope's magic fouch, the heart perceives.
It's a dance of butterflies, a whispered word,
The sweetest melody ever heard.

The sunsets come, the sunsets go,

But the seed of hope continues to grow.
It's a beacon in the darkest night,

A constellation of dreams, burning bright.



As the moon ascends, a silver sphere,
The seed of hope holds so dear.

It drinks the dew of midnight's fears,
And in its light, it banishes fears.

And when the rain pours from the sky,
The seed of hope will never die.

It drinks the tears from the heavens' eye,
And lifts its head, towards the high.

Through the seasons, it stands fall,
A sentinel in a world enthralled.

In winter's chill and summer's heat.
The seed of hope will not retreat.

With the grace of a dancer. it sways,

In the zephyr's fender, amorous embrace.
It whispers secrels to the stars above,

A testament to the enduring power of love.

In the hear of the city's bustling throng,
Amidst the chaos, the rush, and the long,
The seed of hope finds its place,

A reminder of the human race.

It's the laughter of children in a crowded square,
The love in the eyes of a couple is 30 fair.

It's the hands that help, the hearts that care,

A tapestry of hope, woven with flair.

And as the years unfurl their wings,
The seed of hope confinues to sing.
It's a symphony of life, a work of art,
A masterpiece born from every hearl

So let us cherish this gift o divine,

This seed of hope, this treasure of mine.
Let it guide us through the darkest night,
And lead us towards the morning light.

In the garden of life, let it bloom and grow,
A testament to the strength we know.

For in hope's embrace, we'll find our way,
To a brighter, better, hopeful day.
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