
Gently blows the morning breeze, 

With it, sway the flowers and trees. 

A flight of color comes to say, 

Wake up to a brand-new day. 

  

They flitter both here and there, 

Looking for some nectar fare. 

Atop a stalk, they seem to whirl, 

Just like butterflies in a swirl. 

  

Gaura lindheimeri—Whirling Butterflies 


