
Wall so big, mighty and strong,

If you tried to climb it would take so long.

Butterflies hover in the heat,

Be quiet, you can hear a wing beat.

That wall, 10 foot high,

It really stands out from the sky.

Butterflies shadows come in colour high,

Orange, yellow, green then die.
Butterfly birthdays once a week,

And they sit on the walls and never speak.
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