Every night I dream of losing you,
[bookmark: _Int_vUAmiUDc][bookmark: _Int_jKssnX6N]Because lately I’ve come to the conclusion that, 
 you are the only thing I have,
I fear someone taking you from me,
Because that is a fear you instilled in me,

You grew up a lonely Caribbean orphan,
With no one showing you how to love,
You grew me up giving me nothing but,
Affection, quality time and unconditional love,

When we’re together, 
I feel loved and protected,
Because you make it known,
There isn’t a thing you wouldn’t do for me,

This kind of love,
Is a special kind of love,
This kind of love, 
Is an everlasting kind of love,
This kind of love,
Is the kind of love I want my future kids to experience,

Mommy I miss being so small, 
That you would let me sleep in the same bed as you,
Sleeping in your bed gave me the assurance,
That whatever would come through the night,
Whether it be the boogeyman, 
Or any other monster that may bay at night,
I knew I had nothing to fear,
Since you were here

You character is not the only thing I admire about you,
Your physical properties are something I’d like to bring up too, 
This may be hard to keep short,
Because I can think of quite a few,
Your exotic features represent your full-on-full Haitian background,
The amount of beauty held on your face, 
Is nothing short of profound,

One thing I love about you Mommy, 
Is that you can sing, 
The range held in your voice,
Could make cathedral bells ring, 

The best singers in the world,
Would hate to see you with a microphone,
Because they’d know their careers,
 Were going down the throne,

The mixing of your voice with good Kompa a beat,
You’d make everyone want to come and go dance our street,
We could even place you in the 40s, 
And behind your voice put some jazz,
To make the ears in the crowds become astonished,
And view you as the star I have always seen you as,



