

I Remember
· I remember the first time I saw your tiny face, swaddled in a blanket, eyes barely open but already searching for me.
· I remember the overwhelming rush of love that flooded my heart as I held you for the first time, your warmth seeping into my soul.
· I remember staring into your amethyst-colored eyes with awe and admiration
· I remember counting every digit, making sure none were missing
· I remember your little crystalline-looking nose that made you look like a porcelain doll.
· I remember your well-defined mouth painted in deep red
· I remember the nine days in a hospital waiting for your umbilical cord to fall off naturally
· I remember you getting a staphylococcus infection during this time
· I remember the sleepless nights, rocking you gently, humming lullabies until you finally drifted off to sleep.
· I remember the way you fitted perfectly in the crook of my arm. Your soft, sweet breaths a comforting rhythm against my chest.
· I remember your first smile, a radiant burst of joy that lit up your entire face and filled me with wonder.
· I remember how your tiny fingers curled around mine during feeding as if you never wanted to let go.
· I remember your first laugh, a melodic sound that echoed in my heart and brought tears of joy to my eyes.
· I remember the first time you said "Mama." Your voice is a delicate whisper, making my heart skip a beat.
· I remember your first steps, shaky and uncertain yet filled with determination and curiosity.
· I remember her first day of school, how you bravely walked into the classroom, glancing back at me with excitement and apprehension.
· I remember the bedtime stories, your head resting on the pillow next to mine, your eyes wide with wonder and imagination, listening to Russian fairytales, the country of your birth. 
· I remember you sitting in my lap as we boarded the train to Moscow after saying the tearful goodbyes to my mama, your beloved grandmother, aunts, cousins, and uncles.
· I remember you setting the alarm at the Vatican Museum by reaching out for a shiny gemstone hidden behind the clear glass.
· I remember the carabinieri surrounding us. 
· I remember them laughing and patting you on your head. Disaster avoided.
· I remember the countless band-aids and kisses on scraped knees, your tears quickly turning into smiles with a hug and a reassuring word.
· I remember the proud moments, watching your achievements, resilience, and growing confidence.
· I remember the teenage years, the challenges, the arguments, the deep conversations, and our bond.
· I remember the laughter, the inside jokes, and the shared memories that created an unbreakable connection.
· I remember the times I doubted myself as a mother, but your love and trust in me always reassured me.
· I remember the day you graduated, standing tall and proud, making me proud and feeling bittersweet at a sense of passing time.
· I remember the hugs, the I love yous, and the quiet moments of being together, knowing our bond was unshakable.
· I remember the letters you wrote from Oxford, England. They are safely tucked away in one of the boxes you decorated.
· I remember the strong, kind, and compassionate woman you have become, a reflection of the love and lessons we've shared.
· I remember the day you became a bride.
· I remember the day I became a grandmother.
· I remember my granddaughter's tiny hand resting on my little finger on our ride home. 
· I remember your second wedding, which took place in Dream Tulum.
· I remember the joy you gave me by adding two more beautiful grandgirls to our family.
· I remember the pain you caused me when we said our goodbyes.
· I remember the loneliness of not having you in my life for the last nine years. 
· I remember every moment, every challenge, every joy, and pain. Still, I am endlessly grateful for the privilege of being your mother.

