
 
From a Mother 
 
Butter wouldn’t melt 
Never said anything 
Below the belt 
 
Honest as the day 
Kind hearted to all 
Never leads astray 
 
Those that know him. 
Pity those that don’t 
In this world of sin 
 
He is the last one 
To raise a riot 
This man, my son 
 
A gentleman 
A gentle man 
 
 
 
 
 


