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Small, crowded, dirty,

yet filled with warmth, love, and care

is a house, occupied by eight people.

This picture was taken in that small loving house.

When I stare hard at the picture, I see a little girl staring back at me,

eyes watery, probably because she just finished crying.

There is also someone else in the picture.

A man in his early thirties with the brightest smile you can imagine,

holding that little girl tightly in his arms.

The two-year-old girl felt so safe and protected in her father's arms.

He was a realistic hero that she looked up to, like Superman.

Almost fourteen years have passed now, 

and things kind of changed.

I am no longer daddy’s little girl,

and our relationship kind of drifted apart along the way.

We would always talk about many things,

wherever he went, I was always the one he brought along.

Staying out late, breaking the rules, talking-back,

The once twinkling pair of eyes now has become filled with shame.

What is perfection? If I don’t know what it is, then why am I being forced to be “perfect”?

The expectation is high,

determination is set,

and inspiration has been given.

Although my daddy never shows how he feels,

I know he’s proud of me.

I just wish that he would just let me know.

We’re not a very affectionate family.

Hugs, kisses, and “I love you” were very unfamiliar in my house.

Yelling, fighting, and put-downs are the disguised “I love you.”

Successful, that’s what he wants me to be.

Stressful, is what he’s making me.

This picture is like a mirror.

It portrays an image of me.

However, I do not know who I am now compared to who I was before.

The once innocent girl that’s staring back at me is like a stranger.

Does he feel the same way about it too?

Asking, “What happened to my little girl?”

Life is filled with twists and turns,

One wrong decision might lead you down a path you will not want to walk through.

That is why my daddy is here.

He’s my guiding light when things get dim,

And the moon when there is no sun.

What will happen to me if the light goes out and the moon disappears? 

Will I turn into that little girl again, crying and yearning for her daddy?
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