Roses From Her Son
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by: Gonny van den Broek
Shoes grind the gravel
to her narrow grave;
his thoughts roam
to a time of ample room
to bury disagreements,
unearth anger.
Eyes grasp the marble
of the cross,
freeze
in the frosty silence;
here,
where cries of quarrels
echo as murmurs
hushed by the quivering roses
in his hands.
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