
I Want To Go Out With 
Your Mother 

 
Who’s that standing by the kitchen window….. 

Who’s the one who has the permanent smile? 
Who’s that lady radiating beauty? 

Can I come in for a while…..can I come in for a while? 
 

Well I know she’s too old to be your sister 
Give me a hint….. please won’t you tell me her name 

But she looks like you, could it be true that you family ties are 
the same? 

Your family ties are the same…..your family ties are the same 
 

I’ve been watching her for nearly a week now 
I wonder if she’s seen me hangin’ about 

I hope she doesn’t think I’ve got a cheek now 
If I were to ask her out…..If I were to ask her out 

 
Well, I know she’s a really high class lady 
I can tell by the way she folds her sheets 

Tomorrow I’m gonna grab a broom, I’m gonna sweep her off 
her feet 

I’m gonna sweep her off her feet…..I’m gonna sweep her off 
her feet 

 
I want to go out with your mother…..I want to go out with 

your mum 
I want to go out with your mother but don’t tell your dad 

what I’ve done 
Don’t tell your dad what I’ve done…..don’t tell your dad what 

I’ve done! 
 

I love the way she scrubs and polishes the floor 
I bet her dishes never looked so clean before 
Domestic duties are what I want to explore 

I wish she’d notice me ‘cause I want her more and more, well 
 



I want to go out with your mother…..I want to go out with 
your mum 

I want to go out with your mother but don’t tell your dad 
what I’ve done 

Don’t tell your dad what I’ve done…..don’t tell your dad what 
I’ve done! 
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