Searching for Mama

Millenielle

She doesn't know me any more,

Time's changed familiarity,

And, suddenly, senility

advancing, knocking at her door.

Once bright, her eyes of blue are dim,

The light within is now a glow

Like sunset walking 'cross the snow

With emptiness filled to the brim.

My role has changed; she guided me

In all those yesterdays gone by.

Now, I lead her and ask God why

He took away her memory.

There's only one He gave to each.

We try but sometimes cannot reach.

