Meant to Be
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Reflecting upon my self,

I do not like the person staring back at me.

I’m looking for absolution, living in a world of mass confusion.

These Age lines define

The scars of my past but I still deny

That this has become my life.

I’ve come to learn that “fate” is just an invention 
with the intention to cover up the feeling of living an empty life.

I remember when I was a rose amongst the weeds

I arose with a purpose to be the best that I can be

That was the life I was meant to lead

But then somehow I stumbled upon Methamphetamine

I was once a rose who arose, I had risen, and then suddenly…

 I started falling…

Falling fast, falling hard…

I fell short of my potential.

I had become infatuated with the crystal.

It started with an ingestion

Then an injection

Then an addiction.

What felt like days suddenly turned into years

My life slipped away.  I couldn’t even recognize myself in the mirror.

I was too distracted by the sensation of the cascading release of dopamine,

To see that I lost everything.

So you see, 

I have seen the way “fate” has teased me.

Does fate really want me to think, “it was all meant to be” as if mentally

I should accept that this atrocity was meant for me
Because what’s meant to be is to be empty?

Defined by the mistakes of my past:

I can never escape

From this jail I am in figuratively

Also literally.

Trapped here after what became of me-

A junkie who did desperate thing for money

And now I am behind bars with nothing but me, myself and my memories.
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