Yesterday

I hate the way you leave the toilet seat up.

Hate the way you snore in my ear or drink out of the milk carton.

I hate the way you leave your shoes in the middle of the floor. 

That was before, when we would fight and make up. 
That was before, when I would scream at you to pick your stuff up. 

That was before, when I thought you were the worst dancer. 

That was before, the cancer.

Today, those things don’t affect me the same way.

I sat at the mirror looking at myself and felt the lump. 
My heart sunk at the reality.  

If I get down on my knees and plead… ”God please”… I know I'm not supposed to question but… “Me”?
Breast cancer?

To my husband

Hold me as if it were your last time.

Caress my insecurities and tell me everything will be ok when I know it wont Matter.

As a matter of fact don’t.  Be my cure.

Lure me into the thoughts of hope.

I refuse to settle for less and let this illness get the best of me.

So don’t change your love for me when my form starts to change.

Recognize me and know that our love and fight is eternity.

Together, we made a masterpiece.
To my children
How can I tell you that mommy may not be around?

My soul sinks to the ground at the thought of you crying out for me. Because I won’t be able to tuck you in at night or sing you anymore lullabies.

I grasp your small hands in mine Praying that I could press pause to have more time, but it keeps fast forwarding, to the non stop chemo sessions; me not being able to answer your questions, Like, “mommy, are you gonna die?”

And I cry, so hard because you can’t understand, I want nothing more than to see you grow into the adults I dreamt of you becoming. Taking the world by storm. You are magnificent.!!!!

The world is your playground! 

As it seems there's no lump big enough to stop that dream

But this is the classic tale of betrayal, but with a twist,

For I am a blessed survivor.

So this poem is dedicated to those who didn’t make it.

I am your living legacy!

This poem is dedicated to those who are still fighting. 

DON’T GIVE UP!

When the days seem rough, DONT GIVE UP!
Keep praying, giving, ready and willing to fight.

I am ready to put the weight of the universe on my shoulders and not budge but stand strong.

Inspiration and determination will forever be the headlines to my life, With God by my side, I will not be defeated, I am ready.
I beat breast cancer.

Throughout the blood transfusions, I survived.

Sleepless nights, I survived.

Months of treatments, I survived.

Unbearable pain, I survived.

So the next time that that Destiny child song comes on I will sing loud and proud………I am a survivor!
