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Let me kiss you my prince from heaven 
The supple softness melts my heart.  

The untrodden feet wriggles to find a path to run along,
My cherub, your gentle grip  

and sweet smile give me a heavenly feel. 
Rosy cheeks as soft as petals 

Beady big eyes like stars that twinkle
make me the proudest of Mums. 

My sweetest son you're my baby till I Live 
You make our home a place of hope and joy 

You are the gem of this cozy little dome 

M o I ud o o tp n o am 

A hr r als o nth o p 

Sc lvres hn o rn us rat 

Lan oe n hrn rm y a 

B  a f utc h hrs idm

Bt, h y ay o' ogt or Mm!

To My Baby Son
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