My name: “IS TIK (DAGGA, HEROIN, ETC)”

I destroy homes, I tear families apart,

Take your children, and that’s just the start…
I’m more costly than diamonds, more precious than gold,

The sorrow I bring is a sight to behold.

If you need me, remember! I’m easily found.
I live all around you – in schools and in town.

I live with the rich; I live with the poor,

I live down the street and maybe next door.

I’m made in a lab, but not like you think…

I can be made under the kitchen sink,
In your child’s closet and even in the woods,

If this scares you to death, well it certainly should!
I have many names, but there’s one you know best,

I’m sure you’ve heard of me, my name is crystal meth (or other drugs).

My power is awesome; try me you’ll see…
But if you do, you may never break free.

Just try me once and I might let you go,

But try me twice and I’ll own your soul.

When I possess you, you’ll steal and you’ll lie,

You do what you have to – just to get high.

The crimes you’ll commit for my narcotic charms,

Won’t be worth the feeling in your arms.

You’ll lie to your mother, steal from your dad,

When you see their tears, you should feel sad.

But you’ll forget your morals and how you were raised,

I’ll be your conscience, I’ll teach you my ways.

I take kids from their parents and parents from kids,

I turn people from God and separate friends.

I’ll take everything from you, your looks and your pride.

I’ll be with you always – right by your side.

You’ll give up everything – your family, your home,

Your friends, your money, and then you’ll be all alone.

I’ll take and I’ll take, till you have nothing more to give.

When I’m finished with you, you’ll be lucky to live.

If you try me, be warned – this is no game,

Taking the chance, I’ll drive you insane!

I’ll ravage your body; I’ll control your mind.

I’ll own you completely; your soul will be mine.

The nightmares I’ll give you while lying in bed,

The voices you’ll hear, from inside your head.

The sweats, the shakes, and the visions you’ll see,

I want you to know, these are all gifts from me.

But then it’s too late and you’ll know in your heart,

That you are mine and we shall never part…

You’ll regret that you tried me – they always do.

But you came to me, not I to you…

You knew this would happen - many times you were told.

But you challenged my power and chose to be bold.

You could have said no and just walked away…

If you could live that day over, now what would you say?

I’ll be your master and you’ll be my slave,

I’ll be with you when I take you to your grave!

Now that you have met me, what will you do?

Will you try me or not? It’s all up to you…

I can bring you more misery than words can tell,

Come take my hand – let me lead you to HELL!
STEVE’S POEM
Dear Mom

When you gave birth to me, you had dreams for me.

You wanted me to be something special.

I turned out to be your worst nightmare.

We call it “drug addict” and “alcoholic”.

I’m sorry for stealing your wedding ring and giving

It to the dealers.

They will never return it.

Forgive me for saying “I hate you” a million times.

I never meant it once.

It was the drugs in my head.

Thank you for standing in the rain waiting to see me

While I was in prison.

Where were my friends? Too scared, remember?

Thank you for wiping the vomit from my mouth when

I was strapped down in so many mental institutions,

Because of the drugs, trips in my head.

Again – where were my friends? Too scared, remember?

Mom, if I die, do not cry.

Maybe I will finally be free, but not because of E.

OCTC will split my brain from my skull.

My liver, my kidneys, my heart will fail…

And when I do the dance of death,

When I die,

 The DJs will never cry…

There are thousands of Steve’s waiting to take my place.

The dealers, my friends are dead and dying.
They will never send flowers to my funeral,

So I will send you three – for that precious son I
could never be.

You see, mom, my first time was free.

My second, my third, my fourth times were free.

And then the dealers said, Steve it is time

That you owe me…

Your precious child

Steve
I WISH…
I wish I had one more chance

To hold you while you sleep

One more opportunity to smell

The smell of you.

To hold you tight and keep you safe

So you could breathe in peace tonight.

To have the chance to tell you 

Everything’s all right.

A lie maybe, no guarantees.

But if I had time I’d make you believe.

I wish that I could comfort you

Those times you were afraid

I think somehow I failed you

By thinking you’re okay.

I wish that I could turn back time

To when you were just born

I’d never make the same mistakes

And surely love you more.

I wish that you were here

To comfort me tonight

This is my darkest hour yet

Nothing is the same.

I wish that I was there

To hold your hand that night

As you crossed to the other side

To make sure you got there safe.
I wish, I wish… the list goes on…
I want you back, I want you home!

