Dear Mother

You are so unique 9 gift from above,
I feel the satest when in your arms,
Your warm hugs comfort me when I om depressed.

[ thought of buying a card for you but 9 billion bought

cards arent 9s special 9s you,

It's not what you look like that shows beauty; it's what's
inside that does.

A bouquet of flowers, 9 heart-shaped box, love is not
bought.

Red roses are never 2 mateh for your sweet tender heart,

The light in the storm, the umbrells in the rain, even when
vou're not around [ always know you care.

Your smile is the sun, it never goes out,

Vour eyes ore warm and welcoming, your lips are 2lways

smiling,
Thank you moethers everywhere.
By Eva and 1zzy
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