Security Blanket

Mother, mother, dear

I wonder

When I pray at night do you hear,

My silent whispers in the night

[image: image1.wmf]That I call a prayer

Do you take delight in the sound of my voices

OR

screech in utter disgust.

Do you think that I’m the same?

I wonder

do you look at me as…

Not exactly the same daughter

the innocent child left to raise herself

abandoned by time, love and affection

But worst of all

YOU

left only with shattered trust

Do you see me as the same?

OR

Exactly the same hopeful child 

without a worry in the world

having her mother to hold her hand

the hand that ever so gently

showed her the path between

right and wrong

the same child that look at life

as an open fairy tale book 

that her mother gently turned the pages for

Mother could you recognize me today

If you would look past the physical

could you see the real change

could you STILL LOVE ME.

Could you see the frightened child

who lost her security blanket…

YOU

or

would you see a young woman

damaged by life’s tortures

and afraid to totally LOVE

The love that comes from the heart & soul

not made up in the mind.

