Now I Know The Reason Why!
When I was growing up, I always 

wanted to be just like you.

Idolizing everything

you would say and do.

You were always fixing one thing

 or another, by taking them apart,

not knowing where it would end,

 but confidant of where to start.

Little by little, I didn't see 

much of you.  Night after night,

I would watch you go out the

door, far away, out of sight.

I would cry “Daddy don't go, I

 need you to teach me some more.

Please stay home, show me what

 to do.  Isn't this what daddy's are for?

 As I got older, I would hear mom say,

 I was becoming more like you, day by day.

But I would see tears in her eyes for I

 had become more like you in every way.

The sadness, in her, became stronger as

 I grew older, but I never questioned why.

As I walked out the door, she would send

 me off with a prayer and tears in her eyes. 

Yes I was just like you, drinking and driving.

Mom's fears were, that someday I would die.

  And dad, as they bury me next to you,

 mom's tears, I now know the reason why. 
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