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Prologue


A collection of poetry, interweaving the raw pain
and pleasure of experiences. A young lady’s battle in discovering
the strength in learning, knowing, and speaking the truth. Life,
tangled relationships and deaths hanging in the balance, but
something has and will happen.






Contains explicit language
& adult themes suitable for ages 17+
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Chapter 1True

Beginning












 Touched






I
was young and playful

still in school

Learning and
growing

mentally and
physically

Warm
family feeling shattered

I trusted and loved
you






I played outside
like every child

yes, I had
breasts and curves

not for your
pleasure

I wasn't ready
to become a woman

Afraid
to tell or yell

unsure of what to
do






Day in, day out you
watched me

my every
move

you tried to groom
me

I didn’t know the
signs

I didn't know a
man's touch

you confused me

you
took away my
choices

I wasn’t ready

not paying
attention

just
playing and

no
idea of the

impending
destruction

all beginning with a
touch

Ravished and
left with

never ending
nightmares

I wasn’t ready for scars

The years of insomnia

The medications

I wasn’t ready for

The silent tears

lingering fears

and trust issues

I wasn’t ready

No little girl or boy is ever ready

To be touched












Mother and Father’s creation






Weak to the right touch

Soft for the wrong voice

Pure to the taste in mind

Cold, hard and unkind to some

Forgiving to all who plead sanity

Distracted by lust, greed and domination

Watching everyone and everything around
me

Scratching for all the knowledge you see

Demanding excellence in all areas

Respectful, beautiful yet protective

A music and dancing down home cook

I am my mother and father’s creation












Mi
No Want






Years of pain and
rain

lies, bruises
and tears confusion

Years of fighting
and fucking

cries, questions and
fears

pollution

Mi No Want

Years of faking and
acting

implies, lies
and extras overpopulation

Years
of arguments and
accidents

furies, rages
and outbursts


misunderstandings

Mi No Want

Years of nightmares and
sleepless nights Paranoia

Lust
and distrust of men

Relationship
failures,
addictions

Cutting, overdoses
and secrets

Separation of family and
self

You did
this to mi Mi no ask for
this

you’re
not right,

you too
we’re family

Mi No Want







Mother






Changing one to we

Trading night club passes for Parent teacher
meetings

All night kicking it for all night at the
ER






Buying stilettos and fit for diapers and
milk

A mother

Pays the bills and get groceries






Instead of nails and a new do

Knows to pay attention to hers

Cause hers are acting like her






Pushes through everything

And prays for everyone

A mother






Gives what she doesn’t have

Asking for only respect in return

A willingness to sacrifice for others






That is a mother







Not you
mother

This
isn’t a mother

Partying all times
of the day and night

Different men come
and go

Using your child to
trap men

to care for
your other child, to buy
drugs

to pay your
debts, to make your tricks
happy

to make
money, to look big

to lie for
you to steal for
you

to get sympathy, to get
free stuff

to
use and abuse, to depend
on

to manipulate

to sell

this isn’t a
mother

this mother is
you

but this is
what you were to me

you see

I will
never be

Let me be

me












Life

Screaming, crying out for attention

Doing rather than thinking

Running for the nearest exit

Time passing with every step

At moments needing help

Searching for a reason to be

Clawing for a chance to dream

Believing what is said to be

Rising with a sense of hope

Wondering what to leave behind

Reality and fantasy always colliding

Microwave growth for most

Having the audacity to boast

What is unseen is never heard

Leaving many in the shadows

Wondering the true purpose of love

Questioning if any of it matters or will it
ever

Nobody knows but does it show ever

Crying to speak without a word

Cutting to feel anything besides what I
feel

Running to breathe without a thought is my
life
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