A Mother Is

One doesn't appreciate

their mother early in life,

when one is growing up she is

mommy not somebody's wife.

She is comfort when one

 is hurt in childhood ways.

And with each success she is 

there, to give her child praise.

When that child grows 

up a mother must let go,

praying that she taught her child

well, knows all there is to know.

With memories of her little 

one helping with the dishes,

tears fills her eyes when her child 

hurts with grownup decisions.

They go out and have children of 

their own, quietly she steps aside.

She then watches her child nurture,

of course she smiles with pride.

And since there is no particular

definition of what a mother is,

I think of mine and savor the wonder-

ful memories of what I now miss.
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