My One and Only Mom

In the morning with a yawn,

My mom can't believe it's dawn.

She goes about her cooking,

Tending for everything.

She calls us for breakfast,

Ensuring we held on fast.

She likes to drink tea,

But worries about our school fee.

She likes to go to the shops,

To buy lots of crafts.

My secrets I can never keep,

To my mom who always like to peep.

But my mom has an open mind,

She's a real one of a kind.

I love her so dearly,

That I believe so clearly.

