
 
‘Mum' 

-by Rich Butnotfamous 
 

My Mum. 
 

She's a force to be reckoned with,  
A hurricane of care,  

Ocean of compassion,  
Doer of anything she dares. 

 
My Mum. 

 
She's published two books,  

Climbed mountains,  
Whizzed down the longest zipline, 

And helped pack trolleys for charity. 
 

My Mum. 
 

Helps just about everyone,  
Son,  

Cousin,  
Husband, 

And friend,  
Not to a bitter end,  

A better end. 
 

My Mum. 
 

Knocked out the headmaster in primary school,  
When I ate nuts and I'm allergic,  

Only six,  
Feeling sick, 

And choking to death for three hours in the corner,  
For him saying,  

“An ambulance wasn't worth it,” 
To her. 

 
My Mum. 

 
Three days in labour,  

Tripped out in a morphine harbour,  
Gave birth through a rip in her stomach to me,  

A 10lb caesarean,  
Fat bugger of a son,  

(Sorry, I know you don't like it but I couldn't help swearing then Mum). 
 

My Mum. 
 

Brings lonely old ladies to dinner, 
When their own families wither, 

On a Christmas day,  
As well as call them once a day,  
Just to check that they're okay. 



 
Mrs. Edwards and Nora, 
Would be socially poorer, 
If it weren't for my Mum,  

But you could bet woolly socks,  
Cornflakes and a pen box,  

She wouldn't ask you for help,  
She'd keep shtum. 

 
And I've seen her deteriorate as I grew up,  

Because when I was two,  
The doc said, 'MS has got you', 

To my Mum. 
 

She does all of the above as the numbness crept in, 
And even now, 

Wheelchair bound,  
She still pushes and does, 

Far more than you. 
 

What excuse have you got? 
 

She's got more done before you even had breakfast, 
And the scariest part of her day is standing up from her wheelchair,  

Turning round and then if she dares, 
Prays, 

And blindly aims, 
Just to crash land on the bog. 

 
Waste away,  

Feel free,  
Take for granted those legs, feet and knees, 
But my mum in life just won't be told 'no',  

She'll have a go, 
Regardless. 

 
Sued FCUK, Barclays and Mozimo, 

For making disabled ramps a no show, 
In their shops. 

 
Watches her diet,  

Exercises as best she can and yet, 
Needs help in the shower just to get wet. 

 
What would you do, 
If you couldn't move? 

 
Succumb to a defeatist mood,  

Or your world around you strive to improve? 
 

Depression, 
In your situation, 
Or indignation, 
At stagnation, 

Foretold? 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

Fifteen years life expectancy from multiple sclerosis administered,  
My mum's doubled that,  

Slapped the doc in the face with their 'facts', 
And still raised a child who raised hell in amongst all that. 

 
With a husband who stuck by her,  

When she gave him the choice to leave her, 
When disability, 

Didn't diminish ability, 
For her growing further. 

 
When I was a teen I should have helped more, 

Not shut my door, 
In angst and heavy depression,  

If I could go back I would,  
Insist helping the blood of my blood, 

And appreciate the sacrifice my mum shouldn't, 
Have had to make. 

 
Regression's no help though. 

 
She demonstrates that too,  

Onward and upward,  
No standing on ceremony,  

No standing at all,  
But instead makes an office in the room, 

You just absent mindedly use, 
To poo in. 

 
My mum used to drive a car without her feet,  

You just wouldn't understand. 
 

My mum can paint better than you can, 
And that's with her bad hand. 

 
My mum can write better than I can, 

For that she can't use her hands. 
 

An Angel's chariot a wheelchair. 
 

A Devil's vengeance if cross her you dare. 
 

A Goddess laughing at despair. 
 

My Mum. 


