A Mother’s Love
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One can always remember the feelings, left by a Mother’s love.

She now has left this earthly life, and lives not far above.
Mom’s memories live through my thoughts, I wish to share of.
Her caring eyes were filled with love, touching lives like a dove.

Mom always said, “You’ll miss my cooking when I’m gone.”

A cook that didn’t need a cook book, as she baked all day long. 

With seven mouths to feed, not counting Dad and Mom.
The smells of home made bread, cinnamon rolls, and the list goes on.

A special spirit, with a Christ like attitude, endured well to the end.
Much more than a mother, you could take your clothes to mend. 
Being a great example to her children, of how to be a true friend. 
My best friend and mentor growing up, always had an ear to lend.
Teaching how to deal with physical handicaps, and never complain.
When you tried feeling sorry for yourself, you were instructed to refrain.

At times I feel her presence near, always smiling just the same.
With gratitude in my heart to know, that now she is free of pain.
Thinking of her on Mother’s Day, wondering what I should share.
I believe one of her greatest attributes, was teaching us to care.

The burdens that one must carry, there is always help to bare.

If we will just remember, to seek Heavenly Father in prayer.

As I think of love for one another, it reminds me of my Mother.

Wonderful memories that we need to share, and not smother.

Sharing childhood antics with my children, of me and my older brother.

Giving heart felt thanks for her, hoping to lift the spirits of another. 
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