                       MOTHER  ,  GRANDMOTHER








All my life I would see her tend, to the garden, the flowers, the home.


She pruned she weeded so cautiously. Her patience was soft toned.


I remember her favorite time she spend each summer day.


She would tend to the flowers so delicately, in her special way.





Her family is a garden.  She gives all her time each day.


She gives nurturing to her children in her very special way.


My grandmother, through all kinds of weather makes each day so clear.


My grandmother, though she is gone, her love still feels so real.





With wisdom, affection, and fairness, as a mother she was the best.


Never let them go unnoticed. For her children she would never rest.


As a mother she was so beautiful.  One last incident would tell why.


She told her daughter, before her death, ‘you are the flower of my l
