Memories are like a Mirror
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Memories are like a mirror, they reflect back at me and you,

Looking back at images, depending on your point of view.

Visually remembering back to days gone by, and again renew,

Staring deep into the mirrors of life, knowing they are true. 
Remembering those wonderful times you spent with mother,

Doing the thing that boys do, with your older brother.

Chores Dad left for you, and you wish he had asked another,
Hoping to see them again, giving loving hugs, trying to smother.

Knowing  that some of your family members have passed on,

Telling stories to your children of wonderful days, which have gone. 

Trying to put these experiences to paper, long after morning dawn, 

Feeling in you heart, the experiences must be shared, as you yawn.
Wanting to paint a picture, in a child’s mind that will not erase,

Wishing they will meet these special ones, someday, and embrace.

 Teaching those important lessons learned, that you cannot replace,

   

Responding you have tried your best, as you meet again, face to face.
What insights can be learned from those who have left impressions deep,
These treasures of truth left so that others may also want to keep.

Reading and pondering these precious memories, before they fall asleep,

Giving lasting thoughts that are far better for them, than counting sheep.

Taking an inventory of those important things now becomes your task,

The Pondering Man has tried to bring back memories, why you may ask?

Many worthwhile images get stored away, which we may need to unmask,
Sharing great wisdom we have been taught, gives rays of hope that will last.
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