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                                                        Sonnets and Triolet
Depression
Depression why do this to me I’m trying my best
To be the perfect mother, but lay asleep in my bed
With horrible thoughts in my head, I need to rest
Depression why do this to me I’m trying my best
I can’t breathe I really have a tight chest
Why does my body feel like it’s dead
Depression why do this to me I’m trying my best
To be the perfect mother, but lay asleep in my bed
                                                           

 Sonnet    And I Lost.  
[bookmark: _Hlk3984087]I open my heart to the wrong kind of people 
I lived and sadly learned   
once bitten twice shy, by the truth of up evil 
All too often my fingers burned
[bookmark: _GoBack]i knew hearts that were shallow
and everything so quite in-between
And minds that were fallow
In a place I should never been
Still awkwardly learning life’s lesson 
I laughed, and cried, I fought, 
and I tried to make sense of choices I listen
All too often I wanted to run for the hills not get caught 
but for all the wrong reason I stayed
Every twist, every turn had a lesson to be made
[bookmark: _Hlk3912618] 











