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In the grand circle of life, every bloom, no matter how significant o seemingly
insignificant, contributes to the profound beauty and complexity of our existence. Inside
my grandmothers’ home a vibrant flower bouquet represents her journey through life.
Each flower uncovers the profound connection between them and the ever-turning wheel
of existence.

The story begins with roses, vibrant and red. They symbolize the passion and bloom
of her first love. In the innocence of her youth, she found herself enveloped in the sweet
fragrance of romance. The roses in her bouquet represent those moments when her heart
first skipped a beat, when a shy smile and a stolen glance set the world ablaze. Her
youthful dreams and aspirations took root in the soil of love, just as roses flourish in the
warmth of the sun.

As time went by, orchids took their place in the bouquet, embodying the elegance and
grace of her marriage. Like the intricate patterns of an orchid’s petals, her life intertwined
with another’s. Through trails and turbulations, they flourished together, nurturing a cave
that blossomed in the face of adversity. Their commitment was an enduring as the orchid’s
resilience in the ever-changing seasons of life.

In the final stages of her life’s journey, forget-me-nots appeared, symbolizing the
profound sorrow of her husband’s passing. These small, delicate blooms carry the weight
of old memories and longing, just as the sombreness of this moment, there was beauty in
the enduring connection. They shared, akin to the steadfast forget-me-nots that persist
even in the harshest conditions.

Yet, unnoticed at first, the baby’s breath flowers have been quietly filling the spaces in
each bouquet. These delicate blooms, like her everyday moments, where often overlooked
but held a subtle beauty and significant of her own. Overtime, it was the baby’s breath
flowers that remain remarkably fresh just as her simple delight became the most adored
in her heart.

And there she is, alone yet surrounded by memories. A woman resembling the little
white flower. Her white hair matches its petals, effulgent white, just like pearls. She sits in
her rocking chair, cherishing happy moments of joy leaving hardship out of her soul. She
dries with no-whither, without losing her beauty or her purity. Left alone, standing on her
own a baby’s breath bloom will forever come soon; even though her time is near, a
newborn will approach free from guilt, free from wound, and its breath will illuminate our
world.
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