I Am Still Growing Up

You gave me life, setting

aside your own needs.

Held my hand so I would walk

steady as you would lead.

Told me to say thank you, excuse

me and be careful crossing the street.

Oh, mom, I did noticed how hard

you worked, just to make ends meet.

You never made fun of me, 

comfort me when I was scared.

You are still molding me, with tender

loving hands, only because you care.

Although I don’t like it when you want to

know what I am doing and where I have been.

And some of the things I do, I am sure

behind that serious look, is a silly grin.

Sometimes I get so wrapped

up, doing what I like to do.

I lose track of time, for-

getting all about you.

I guess I don’t take the time, often, 

to tell you how much you mean to me.

But without you, mom, I don’t

know where I would be.

I am still growing up and my love,

for you, I sometimes conceal.

But mom, not for one 

moment, do I not feel.

No more taking you for

granted, today I will start.

I love you Mom, from

the bottom of my heart.
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