
 Hot wind blows across the land, 

 Lifting dry and barren sand. 

 Life seems to live without breath, 

 In a masquerade of death. 

 

 Yet, God has not left this place. 

 He’s put upon its rugged face, 

 A well from which life flows, 

 The spirit of the desert rose. 

Adenium obesum—Desert Rose 

 


