
Irish Folksongs, A mothers love is a blessing
An Irish boy was leavingLeaving his native homeCrossing the broad AtlanticOnce more he wished to roamAnd as he was leaving his motherWhile standing on the QuayHe threw his arms around her waistAnd this to her did say..Chorus:&quot;A mother's love is a blessingNo matter where you roamKeep her while she's livingYou'll miss her when she's goneLove her as in childhoodWhen feeble, old, and greyFor you'll never miss a mother's love'Til she's buried beneath the clay&quot;And as the years grow onwardI'll settle down in lifeAnd I'll choose a nice young colleenAnd take her for my wifeAnd as the kids grow olderThey'll play around my kneeAnd I'll teach them the very same lessonThat my mother taught to me

Irish Folksongs - A mothers love is a blessing w Teksciory.pl

http://teksciory.interia.pl/irish-folksongs-a-mothers-love-is-a-blessing-tekst-piosenki,t,489058.html

