
 

 

I grow where two paths meet. 

Nearby, the war memorial stands. 

I cannot read the names but once 

A mother leaned against me in her grief. 

She rubbed her eyes then pressed her hand, still damp 

Against my bark. 

A hundred springs and more 

Have passed since then. 

I still remember her, that dusty afternoon: 

Her long black dress. Her tears. 

 


