                                     Lest not forget

With hearts and hands embracing the love and memories of a mother,                                                                                                                                                           
                                            
Hence gives pause in remembrance of her and none other.                                                  
                                                   
For those days as a child with dreams and promises yet abound,

Shall rest and permeate, so obviously in us now.

It were the days when she told stories of our family feats,                                                          

And of our heroes’ triumphs, and not of their defeats.

As she told stories of our beginning, our eyes widen  for more,

And the innocence of that child stayed the same as before.

While the sweetness of the sugar cane appeased our pending thirst,

As brothers and sisters, we sat waiting and listening for the next verse.
                                    
And of those times when we rested upon our prized spots,

Was upon the wooden porch where we gathered our thoughts. 

As the flames smothered out and the smoke-filled air took to flight,

We sat and listen with eye lids heavy and faltering until night.                                                                                                                                         

No other place, but with mom we had,            

For she was our mother and our dad. 

Now at our age, we are here,

Contemplating our fate, but not in fear.

Like the soothing warmth of the sun on the first day of spring,                         

My life still blossom, as it should, it seems.

As the last of my words spew from my heart to my lips,

I'm so honored and proud of my past kinships.

Now, thinking of the mother that is no longer here,       

It saddened me, and I cry with overdue tears.

While my heart weighs heavy with grief, pain, and sorrow,

I know we will see her again, maybe today, or maybe tomorrow.

