Mother Day Poems

"Happy Mother's Day" means more

Than have a happy day.

Within those words lie lots of things

We never get to say.

It means I love you first of all,

Then thanks for all you do.

It means you mean a lot to me,

And that I honor you.

But most of all, I guess it means

That I am thinking of

Your happiness on this, your day,

With pleasure and with love

Because I feel that in the heavens above

The angels, whispering one to another,

Can find among their burning terms of love,

None so devotional as that of "Mother"

You were my fairy tale princess,

So much larger than life.

You were my angel and my witness

Through all my pain and strife.

At times you made me angry,

Great words I would proclaim

How someday you'd be sorry.

You were the one to blame.

But when I needed comforting

You always found the time.

Your words were more soothing

Than days of childhood sublime.

Now the distance holds us apart,

The boundaries have no end.

I'll hold the memories in my heart.

You're my mother, my best friend
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My mother’s kitchen smells of sweet cookies

Her cooking, her own little bakery

Pretty like unrhyming poetry

Enveloped in senses in such a wonder

Like a girl in my dreams a beauty

Mighty and stalwart, logical clear

Her odd strength muscled into a cookie

That sweet little cookie, a beauty

Its odd, just my mom and her bakery

Just making the cookie, a wondrous sight

All the same, just baking her poems

Her soft, well-rounded voice left in the poetry

The gentle tapping of the rhythm makes it clear

Her poems still warm, the fresh baked wonders

The loaf of words sliced into cookies

New out of the oven right there in her bakery

The elegant pastry eaten in beauty

My mother’s cooking, that is the beauty

The vitality of the words is poetry

The words together welded in her bakery

The newly cleaned window, it is the clearest

Way to see into the cookies

Which is in fact the poetic wonder

My mother’s incredible, her baking is wonderful

Her poetry powerful, its beautiful

Sweet like the pages full of cookies

The senses sweetened, listed as poetry

One by one, a language, yet it is the clearest

Baking a language, a whole other language, and spoken in her bakery

A quite different world, a mind in her bakery

The sugars and sours are critically wonderful

Yet the cooking continues, the aroma is clear

Mixed in a bowl, meant purely for beauty

The beauty turns and blended with poetry

Makes the most amazing air ejected from that cookie

My mom’s simple cookie, cooked straight in her bakery

The odd simplicity of poetry, the overuse of it, far from wonderful

The wandering beauty, it makes the kitchen so clear

A mother's love determines how

We love ourselves and others.

There is no sky we'll ever see

Not lit by that first love.
Stripped of love, the universe

 Would drive us mad with pain;

 But we are born into a world 

That greets our cries with joy.
How much I owe you for the kiss 

That told me who I was!

 The greatest gift--a love of life—

 Lay laughing in your eyes.
Because of you my world still has 

The soft grace of your smile; 

And every wind of fortune bears

 The scent of your caress.

