I Thought I Knew Her

(In memory of my best friend’s mom)

In my struggles for independence, I didn’t

 appreciated my mother’s loving gestures.

What she gave as warm, loving advice, 

were sadly mistaken as useless lectures.

Her friends told me stories of 

what kind of person she was.  

And how she talked about the

 dreams she had for all of us.

My mother’s love was always 

there, somehow I lost sight.

I guess I was too busy, going about 

my life to notice her shinning light.  

They pointed out some of the qualities, I sort

 of took for granted, I didn’t realize that before.

What I heard made me understand

 and love my mother even more.

My mother was a generous, loving,

 individual, as kind as one could be.

I didn’t take time to appreciate 

what was right in front of me.

They came out of love and respect,

 for who she was, I could tell. 

You see, we buried her today, and

those that came, knew her well.

The Lord gave me  a second chance,

 perhaps it’s not too late for others.

Precious time is wasted, when a 

child takes for granted, a mother.
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