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Sweet Phenomenon
She is as sturdy as a rock, being lifted 25 to 75 feet into the air, but not shattering into millions of hopeless crumbs because her strength keeps her intact. A smile as radiant as the as the morning sunrise, as it ascends over the horizon to illuminate your day. Her eyes as brown as the branches on a tall, established tree. Her hair like raging waves in angry winds though as black as a crow with wisdom streaked all throughout it. Skin like a light golden caramel mixed with the yellow of the sunset. 5 “ 5 her shadow covers all the dread in the world giving her no worries. Her laughter is like the humming of a bird, sweet and humble. There is nothing like seeing her walk into a room with her graceful, dancer’s poise as she meets and greets people known and unknown. Holding with them intellectual yet concise conversation, wearing her scrubs of multiple colors with characters covering from top to the bottom. She then questions trying to find out the problem, illness or corruption. Children crying, parents fussing, but in the midst she stays serene, as the ruckus continues. The stench like atmosphere changing the mood of the office, but nonetheless her mood remains. She keeps all dominion without a look of profoundness. Staying graceful and careless she vanishes with the patient’s taking them to a less confined space. A room with lavish colors of blue, red, yellow and white, where there lies a table, bench, books, magazines, and a window to see the outside grass, skyline, etc. Holding onto the thick-like manila chart jotting down the matter. She then stands strong and peaceful. She then began to contemplate on her five loving, intelligent, wonderful children and how she remembered going through the same thing with each one, putting herself in the position of the patient’s. The feeling of helplessness, being pushed against the wall to a space that only fits none, panicked about the thought of being stuck and lost. Alas, checking on the patients once more she scurries along down the narrow hallway that seems as never ending as the sky. Praying the whole way through that she is not behind and all caught up. Setting no limitations or boundaries she leaps through life’s hard times like a frog on the greenest lily pad. Like raindrops replenishing a flower almost destroyed by a drought that is she to everyone she meets. With a heart of the finest gold covered with the love a bee has for a sweet nectar-bearing flower in the hot summer. No greater feeling than to see her brightness like the sunset on a smooth Hawaiian beach. She moves through life as if on a cloud ascending through the sky horizontally. A description better seen than put in words marks her perfection. She is a creation known to many because of her beauty, spirit and her kindness toward any. She stays on your mind like a winning lottery ticket. She, this magnificent creation is that of my mother. This God fearing, mankind loving, Bible abiding mother has love for all. Everyday I am graced to be in the presence of a true, heaven sent, God’s seal of approval phenomenal woman. 

