
 

Smoky passed away today,  

But she’s just a cat you say. 

She left us in her eighteenth year. 

I must admit I shed a tear. 

 

She came to us as a stray. 

God gave her people and a place to stay. 

In our garden, there now grows 

In memory, this Smoky Rose. 

     Rosa ‘Smoky’ 


