
 

 

         Surprises 
 
I like surprises 
 
At one in the morning 
 
As we exited a restaurant 
 
A boy was selling flowers 
 
You ran after him 
 
And bought me a pair 
 
A red and a white rose 
 
Their fragrance still lingers on 
 
As you left for your abode 
 
Such a nice thought 
 
Never will be forgotten 
 
 
                                                                                  Renata Dawidowicz 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                             
 



 

 

                                                                                                                              
 
 
                                                                                                 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 


