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Breaking the Cycle
Did you really think it was okay? 
Were the drugs more important than me? 
Like choosing a cigarette, 
Over your last breath. 
Was I just a mistake you wanted to erase? 
Or was I just a hit you couldn’t take?

The heat, the burning across my face, 
Like the hot tears that you put there. 
Why is this a normal thing for me? 

The huger that strikes me every day when I had a price to pay. 
The nausea that comes up when I’m so empty that I’m full. 
The hunger is an angry tiger clawing at your stomach. 
Why do I have to feel this way? 

Why, 
Why couldn’t I have stayed, 
Stayed in a place where I was cared for? 
Loved? 

And not scared? 

I am not going to be like this!
I am going to overcome your hurdles. 
I am mature. 
I am strong. 
I am independent. 
I am not like you! 

I am going to break the cycle!

- MS

POETRY                                                         

Daddy?
Daddy I’m born It’s me why’d you leave? 
Am i not good enough for you
I am your seed.  Like a flower I grew and I grew
Got sent off to this man I never knew. 
He looked me up and looked me down
Smiled at my brother
then gave me a frown. 
I loved my dad
He made me laugh
We had some good times
Then they turned to bad. 
He yelled at me then screamed to the ceiling
when he said something that then hurt my feelings
I already have a daughter
I don’t need to 
I want my son
I don’t want you. 
I cried and cried 
I wanted to die
This is the man that gave me my life. 
He don’t want me 
I tried to be perfect
I wanted to be daddy’s little girl
but I guess I wasn’t worth it. 
Daddy, I love you
I wish I can stay 
Took me to the airport 
then drove away. 
No hug
No love
Like he doesn’t give a fuck
Am I even worth a penny?  Maybe a buck. 
I got home to my mom and she hugged me and cried
I missed my little girl
I got all warm inside. 
I then found out. 
My mom is my dad. 
She will always love me
Even when she’s mad. 
Hold me at night and take me during the day. 
My mom is my dad
It’s always been that way. <3

- VJ


