Mama’s Gift

By Jessican Diskant

Our hands touched with love, in prayer, softly
Glorious Creator, give us peace

Merciful one, no more suffering

Years pass, where did they go?
I call, Mama, I miss you

So many memories, good and bad

Love, the most precious gift heals the soul
Know you are loved, even if intangible
What gift could possibly be greater

Than unconditional love?
We may only be a drop in the ocean one day
Yet, all of that love in the sea
No wonder we flock to waters, seeking and searching
The New England trees still offer their colours

In splendour, bright reds, yellows, browns, all

Creating a medley of visual poetry
Precious moments of love
Tender and healing

Kindness and forgiveness
So rich for the soul
When we remain open and in this state of grace
All is possible
