Lace at the window

I wonder now, my little rose, who by the window sits,

I pour cool water for your roots, but you turn brown in gloom.

Are your days of blossom gone, when your pot laughed with joy?
Why no flowers? Why no laugh? Why have you no perfume?
And if you put me in your pot, and hold me in your heart,

take a thread – the finest thread, a needle from its case.

O rose so white and tiny, that angels may protect,

knit me for the window a curtain made of lace.

So when I’m gone, withered away, you’ll have something to see,
as the breeze blows at sunset and the lacy curtains swirl.
And as you blossom white again, as if from your own hands 
deliver to my granddaughter a darling baby girl.
Written by a participant in Transparent Boundaries Greece writing workshop on the theme of Lace.
