Flowers

Please don’t pluck the flower.
There’s nothing called flower to worship,
God doesn’t accept
God’s gift to God’s feet.

The man who is lonely with extreme depression,
Take him down a tree of Night Jasmine filled with flowers,
You’ll find him quiet, at peace.

The man who’s diagnosed with a hard incurable disease,
A garden of flowers,

Will ease his pain.

Please don’t pluck flowers.

The people who stays hungry for a half of the day
Who sob in lonely darkness out of hunger,

Their tears of hunger will be wiped off
By a bunch of chrysanthemum and roses-
Bloomed on the side of the road.

God lets the flowers bloom,

To smear cure on their pain;

So friends, don’t pluck the flowers.
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