When my mom was on drugs, she made me feel real sad because she didn’t want me around. She was always leaving me and Bubba with everybody. She hurt my feelings. Me and Bubba was always crying for momma. She didn’t care. She would just tell us to be quiet and leave us anyway. When my mom did drugs she lied and stole a lot. She would tell us she would be right back and then she wouldn’t come back. When me and Bubba would go to sleep, she would leave, when she told us she wouldn’t. Then we went to live with our daddy cause mom got in trouble and went to jail. She’s not in jail anymore and she comes and visits us every Sunday and brings surprises. I’m glad my mom loves us again. Because I love her.
Written by the 5 year old daughter of a recovering addict.

