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	I dedicate this to Ruth Mchard, my Nana


	to Anne Morrill, my mother


	and to Meagan and Diedre Prior, my daughters


	and finally to Kaylan Williamson, my baby


      

    

Memories can be bright and shiny, like a new penny.  Easily assessable and bring with them strong emotions.  Or they can be foggy and dim, able to evoke pain without a clear reason why.

Life changes with each breath we take.  From one moment to the next what was will never again.  Babies are born, they grow, become girls and boys who if loved will give love back.  Hectic days go from one to the next till the child who loved you so grows up and away from you.  They discover others and the opposite sex. and hopefully themselves in the process.  As they do they need their parents less and less, till they are pushed aside.  Brought out only on holidays or special occasions it seems.  It is the way of life for many.  Painful, hurtful but a cycle that goes from parent to child, generation after generation.

Hoping that love and attention would break it is a pipe dream.  Giving all you have, that is what a parent does and more when the mother has to be mother and father and provider all at one time.  Dreams and hopes fade away to the reality of the life of a single parent.

When I had my first baby I stared down at her little face many a time afraid but sure that she would never doubt the love I had.  Sure I would be understanding and there for her always, that was my desire and dream.  

Before I knew it she was ready to fly and be free.  Independant and brave, she found friends early and didn't need mommy so much.  When her little sister was born before she was two, she pushed me away so she could see her.  From that moment on babies were her goal.  She wanted not to be a mommy but to take care of kids, other peoples kids.  To this day that is what she grew up to do.

My second daugther now she was different.  Quieter, more intense and very intelligent.  Everything needed to be examined and understood.  Stubborn and determined but inside there was a sweetness she rarely let outhers see.  She was herself from the moment she could form words.  When she made up her mind it could rarely be changed, not matter the facts brought to bear.

By the time they were in school I could no longer be there every minute.  Could not go to every school trip or show.  Mommy had to find someone to watch them so she could work and care for their future and their present.  No more snuggling them close and reading to them, no more kissing their booboos away.  I had to be, did you do your homework, clean your room, its time to go.  I lost them then.  Not physically of course.  I was still their mom, still there to feed them and make sure they went to school, had the basics they needed, even little treats from time to time but it was not the same.  No longer was it just us playing games, chasing flowers and butterflies in the sun.

Years went on and new love came to my life.  New love and a new child. A third daughter who was all golden curls and smiles.  Who meant much to us all.  Dueto things outside my control I had to rely on my older daughters more than I felt I should.  

My eldest grew into a beautiful and sweet young woman.  She grew so far away from the girl who once would only nap if mommy held her.  Friends and other families were in the heart of her.  I no longer saw in her eyes the love for me that used to be just mine.  She didn't bring me her sadness or her happiness and it made me cry in the night.

My middle child, my oh so intense baby grew up too.  She was the one who wanted to decide what her little sister wore and did.  Called her mini me and grew closer to her than to her mother.  I was so proud of her and wished she would talk to me but I understand why she did not.  When I left her to reach for a little happiness I believe she came to hate me a bit, and more tears filled my eyes.

Now I watch my youngest, my happy child growing up.  Soon she will be a teenger.  I fear that I will lose the daugther who loves me still.  She is so happy, has so many friends but this little girl has a mom who is at home and a father who is there to love her.  She gets to grow up with two parents, something the other two did not.  Will this make a difference or will I lose this one too?
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Heartfelt words for my children 
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Baby girls

[image: ]


Baby Girls

sweet and blonde 

mom used to be more

now I dont matter

So Proud of you

strong and independant

but I miss you

will I see you again?

––––––––
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Children

Children's laugher, 

Used to be my dream, 

To be my desire, 

Now it is my trap. 

They need me, 

Never let me be, 

I love them so, 

But when can I be me?

––––––––
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Kitty

Curled up so sweet

Napping the evening away

Curled up with a tiny girl

Both so sweet

Someday she will be grown

Years from now you will be gone

She will have a child of her own

Curled up with her kitty too
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First born, first gone
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Oldest baby
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All those years ago

you first looked at me

big blue eyes

loving your mommy

Now you are grown

you no longer see me

your beautiful eyes

locked on your future

I miss you my daughter

miss how close we once were

someday you will look back

and show me your child

––––––––
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Twenty Yeas ago

What happened to my baby?

My sweet bunny girl

Always saying to me

Look at me, see me?

Now you've grown up

Grown away from me

No longer need me

Or even talk to me

It is hard being a mother

When your daughters grow up

They don't need you any more

But they did, twenty years ago

New Year sadness

New Year's eve

Last year you were home

If even only for a little

Wishing me a happy year

This year nothing

No call, no message

Outgrown your old mom

And it hurts so much

I wish you a good year

And a good life

No matter if I am in it or not

May the New Year bring you no sadness
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