

It’s spring and blossom the fleeting looks

Dense of passion...the sentiment books

Every part of the mind and fills up soul

And heart of the gone happy memories...

The memory of vibrant and deep instances arouses

Melancholic moments and unhappy thinking

For the overall experiences of the past.

And like the sunshine warms everything

Caressed by its feeble beams love burns

In the hearts with noble sentiments.
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