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  Dedication




  I am dedicating a piece of this book to my children. Whom I love with all my heart and soul. My heart longs for you. You are very special and deserve to be commended for the life you put inside of me. If it wasn’t for you I wouldn’t be the woman inside of me. Thank you Seth, Jessica, Zack, Emily and Jaden. You are dearly treasured as a rare commodity. Our memories linger and are not forgotten. To all my beautiful children, thank you for being the song of my life.
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  Son




  My dear son,


  This battle is about won.




  I pray for you day and night,


  because today I send you light.




  I pray you receive,


  I pray you believe.




  In the dreams of your heart,


  that you could see my love; that shines for you; my art.




  “O” how I long to see your face,


  to show you my loves embrace.




  You are always on my mind,


  I’m sorry Seth for the hurt you find.




  I wish things were different for you son,


  I pray healing would be complete and done.




  I hope today you can sense my thought,


  of my hurting heart; as you are sought.




  I never forgot about my sweet boy,


  may your heart be filled with joy.




  I want you to know,


  a mothers love; can only grow.




  So as you go about your day,


  I just want to say;




  I’m sorry for your pain,


  I didn’t mean to leave you in the rain.




  I wish I could take it all away,


  and I will someday.




  Every tear you have cried,


  will soon be dried.




  On the day,


  the sun comes out to play.




  And until then,


  pray to God; He will defend.




  Lift your head,


  kneel beside your bed.




  God is there,


  give it to Him, cast your care.




  Miracles do take place.
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  My Jess




  My dear Jess,


  the day I saw you I became blessed.




  A princess wrapped in a blanket; I stare


  this beauty has to be rare.




  I remember the good old days,


  nothing is a haze.




  I ran across you photo today,


  such a beautiful sight I must say.




  I miss you Jess,


  so much my heart can’t rest.




  Your eyes;


  remind me of the stars in the skies.




  I want to hold you so bad,


  at times I became sad.




  I pray to God at four,


  He said have faith, I restore.




  I believe I will see you again,


  know I love you Jess; until then.
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  Emily




  My dear Daughter Emily I love you,


  you’re the cause of what I do.




  My heart was broken,


  when those words were spoken.




  When I gave birth:


  and had to leave you behind,


  the pain so strong; it made me blind.




  You were taken against my will,


  hurt is all I feel.




  I never forgot you,


  my little Rose that’s Who?




  You are so special to me:


  Your beauty sustains,


  as tears embrace the pains.




  You don’t know who I am,


  but I’m your momma mam.




  One day I will see you again,


  and a relationship will begin.




  Until that day comes my Daughter,


  know my love grows hotter.




  You are the apple of my eye,


  it hurt so deep, when I had to say good bye.
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  Loving Zack




  I once carried a little boy,


  who brought my laughter and joy.




  A closeness so rare,


  separate us if you dare.




  He never wanted to leave my side,


  his love for me could never divide.




  A glimpse at him now,


  I just say wow.




  He’s getting so big and tall,


  this pain tops them all.




  Zack your mommies boy,


  forever you will be my joy.




  The pictures of us tell the story:


  of love and life,


  one I had close, through the strife.




  I never forgot you my dear son,


  if anything you’re the reason I don’t run.




  The reason I have started anew,


  a deep love I possess for you.




  So as you grow and learn,


  know mommy’s love is stern.




  You’re in my heart,


  and that will never part.
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  Bay




  My little boy,


  what a blessing you are today.




  You’re the child, who started my turn around,


  you’re the reason the Lord found;




  My heart just in time,


  a gift from Heaven, your all mine.




  More precious than gold,


  to see this miracle unfold.




  The glowing on your face,


  helps me remember every trace;


  as this life we embrace.




  There’s a purpose here,


  for you dear.




  So remember this,


  Jesus made a beautiful bliss.




  He made us for each other,


  so His love could cover.




  His ways are all knowing,


  so remember this as your growing.
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  Seeds




  Proverbs 18:21




  




  A seed planted is a seed sown,


  and in the soil it is grown.




  What seeds are you planting,


  what words are you chanting.




  Is it life or is it death,


  is it destruction or is it breath.




  Is it hard or is it light,


  Is it wrong or is it right.




  Whatever you plant will be rooted,


  and the other will be booted.




  Are you singing or are you growing,


  are you praising or are you moaning.




  It’s your decision, you get to decide,


  will you abide or divide.




  It’s your seed to do as you will,


  it’s your day, do you want to hurt or heal.
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