J’m Special

I’m special.. In all the world theres nobody life me.

Since the beginning of time, there has never been anctfier person like me.
Nabody has my smile. Nobody has my eyes, my nose, my hair, my hands, my
vaice. I’m special.

Na ane can be found whe has my handuniting.

Nabody anywhere has my taste for food er music ox axt. Na ane else sees
things just as J de.

JIn all of time there’s been ne ane whe laughs lifke me, no ene whe ciies
liffe me, and what maties me baugh and cuy will never provokie identical baughter and
tears from anybody else, ever.

Na ane weacts to any situation just as J would weact. J’m speciall.

J’m the enly ane in all of creation whe has my set of abilities. Oh, there
will always be somebody whe is better at one of the things I’m good at, but ne
one in the univewse can reach the quality of my combination of talents, ideas,
abilities and feelings. Like a woom full of musical instuunents, some
may excel alone but nene can match the symphony scund when all are played
together. I’m a symphony.

Fhreugh all of etexnity no ene will ever ook, talk, walk, think, o1 de life
me. J’m special. J’m rare.

Und in all wanity there is great value. Because ef my great rare value, J
need nat attempt to imitate othens. J will accept — celebrrate — my differences.

J’m special. Und JT’m beginning to realize it's ne accident that J°m special.
J’m beginning te see that God made me special fer a very special purpase. FHe
must have a job for me that no one else can do as well as J. Out of all the billions
of applicants, only one is qualified, only one has the 1ight combination of what it
takes.

Jhat ane is me. Pecauwse ...J’m Special.



