Parents

Some kids despise their parents

For their ill-natured actions,

While other live without a word

To their mother and father.

But I love my mother,

While my father is resting in heaven,

Yet my love for him has never ceased 

And is still growing.

My father died a year ago, 

Causing me to realize my 

Mother could die.

I soon became influenced by this.

Having, my mother dead, 

Meant who could I share my feelings with?

How could I ever feel safe again?

Who would I love and have as a parent?

I would be alone 

And without cause.

Everyday since I noticed this,

I hug my mother 

And hold onto the feeling

Of being with her every second.

