GROWING UP

It’s horrible.

Trapped. Desperate.

Pushed. Pulled. Picked at.

Never a kind word.

Love — gone.

Nothing but struggle. Dishonesty. Coldness. Lies.
Always an agenda.

Shell games. Slight of hand.

I hate this life.

I hate these feelings.
Loneliness. Tears. Frustration.
Fear. Anger.

Confusion.

Disillusionment.

Dreams turned to nightmares.
And on waking, they begin again.

Iwantittoend ... To end. NOW!
No more pain.
No more heartache.

And to think — I’m the parent in this relationship.
What must they be feeling — growing up.



