Mother’s Day
It’s getting near, it’s almost here

That very special day of the year.

It’s always in the month of May

Of course you’ve guessed, it’s Mother’s Day

A special day we keep for mothers

Not fathers or sisters or babies or brothers.

It belongs to Mother, it’s hers alone

One day in the year for her very own.

We’ll get up early, while she’s asleep

And into the kitchen we’ll softly creep

We’ll make some toast and a pot of tea

And set her tray so carefully.

We’ll write in her card, we made it ourselves

We’ll need to pick some flowers as well.

Fresh from the garden, a pretty bouquet

Of chrysanthemums for Mother’s Day

We’ll carry the tray into her room

She’s fast asleep, but she’ll wake up soon.

We’ll give her a kiss and then we’ll say

“A very happy Mother’s day.”

