
 

Yesterday someone tried to define you. 
I laughed and told them you are unique. 
I explained that you are at your strongest 

Whenever you seem to be weak. 
 

And that though you are my mother, 
You are somebody's sister and friend. 
You put on "new hats" spontaneously 

You work magic again and again. 
 

I helped them understand 
that your wisdom is pure... 

that your touch is comforting... 
that your voice is soothing... 

 
Oh, I went on and on... 
(I hope you don't mind) 

See, I'll always be your biggest fan 
For you'll always be one of a kind. 
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