
Essay On My Mother 
 

Without any doubt, my mother is the most important person in my life and the most 

powerful individual I know. She is very beautiful and has the kindest eyes that I have ever 

seen. She not only worked hard to ensure that I had a good upbringing, but was also very 

strict and often punished me whenever I went wrong. Even though I did not like the 

punishment then, I now look back and realize that it was meant to lovingly correct me and 

help me to follow the right path when growing up. 

My siblings and I have always taken pride in the appearance of our mother, especially her 

lovely long hair. I remember whenever my mother came to visit us at school, other pupils 

would urge us to ask our mother to remove the pins from her hair so they could see the 

long well-kept hair. Even though I have seen very many beautiful people, very few ladies 

match the beauty of my mother. 

One of the reasons that I and my siblings were especially fond of my mother is the way she 

used to take great care of us, especially when we were ill. She is a very knowledgeable lady 

who made a variety of home remedies to help take care of the minor illnesses that we had 

as children. Her motherly love also extended to the animals on the farm, especially the 

chickens. My mother would always check on the chickens and give them medicine whenever 

she determined that they had some ailment. 

My siblings and I did not like to see our mother sad and would do just about anything to 

bring a smile to her face. Interestingly, even when she was very worried or sad about 

something, she would always smile to make us stop worrying about her. My mother not 

only loved those around her but was also compassionate. We often observed her 

compassion towards our neighbors, especially when a new neighbor moved in or when one 

of the neighbors was going through a hard time. My mother would sacrifice her time to go 

to a needy neighbor with a hot bowl of soup that would instantly make the neighbors feel 

appreciated. 

My mother was a good cook who always left us looking forward to the next meal. She knew 

how to mix the right ingredients to end up with a meal that often left us licking our fingers. 

Just the memory of the foods that my mother prepared for us makes me salivate to this 

present day. 

 


