With Each Day

You came into the world to

anxious people waiting for you.

Everyone was excited, they

didn't know what to do.

There was much commotion

but you were worth every bit of it.

It caused some confusion

yet we didn't mind, not a bit.

We got better as the years

passed, and quickly they did.

Now you are going to school,

playing with other kids.

You are learning your

numbers, a joy to watch,

even spelling your name, and

there is more to learn; much.

And although things are

not what they were before,

I love you and with each day

that passes; I will love you more.
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