
MOTHER 
 

Dear Mother, 
You are a precious thing. 

When I wanted to fly, 
You gave me wings. 

 
When I am wrong, 

You are bold. 
When I fall down, 
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I am very grateful, 
That you are my mother. 

I respect and love you with all my heart, 
Dear Mother. 

 
Saumya Mishra 

M1-D 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 



MOTHER 
 

My mother, 
Whose mind is as soft as a feather, 

She showers me with love 
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When I am hurt, 

She too feels hurt, 
When I cry, 

She also cries. 
She is always there to help me, 

And when I get a prize, 
She smiles with glee. 

 
Mother! Oh mother! 

You cared so much for me, 
You made me fly in the sky, 

Like a bird that is free. 
 

Deekshita Pramod 
M3-D 

 

 

 

                                                           

 

 



 
 

MOTHER NATURE 

Nature showers up on us 
Love and care upon treat.  
But we often forget that it  

Can be ferocious over deceit.  
 

When the beast takes over the beauty,  
And there is blood all over the plain,  

We blame Mother Nature,  
But forget all the given gain.  

 
But mother does take  
Her beautif ul form,  

In the form of monsoon, winter,  
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With flowers blooming in the lush green lawns,  
Bees buzz with glee�å 

At the spring that had come after long.  
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And stop the torture,  

And comfort her sorrow.  
 

Deekshita Pramod  
 


