
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Copyright © 2026. By Samantha Sargent-Steiger

All Rights Reserved.

Illustration Courtesy of Google Gemini.

Cover Photo Courtesy of Printo Punto on Etsy!



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]
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Poems By

Samantha Sargent

To all those I loved before and how they always made me feel unworthy. I’m doing so well, thanks for wondering. I hope I live rent free in your mind...❤️
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We built a castle out of low expectations, 

A tiny, temporary thing with borrowed bricks 

And a moat of forced affection. 

It was shiny 

Like the wrapper of a treat I didn't crave, 

But I took it, because it was the first thing offered. 

You were the placeholder, the easy answer 

To a question I didn't know how to ask myself— Was I capable of love? 

I tested the theory on you.

I watched the clock hand jump through three seasons, 

Marking the passage of conversations 

Where I kept one ear tuned to the distance. 

I never wanted the quiet space, the solid truth, 

Just the noise of having someone near, 

A warm body to block the wind. 

I was a tourist in my own relationship, 

Taking photos I knew I’d delete later, 

Collecting moments that felt less like joy 

And more like homework I was rushing to finish.

The break was not a sudden crack, but a gentle 

Unfastening of two things that were never tied tightly. 

There was no shouting, no shattering glass, 

Just a mutual agreement that the string 

Holding our two cans together had gone slack. 

And when I finally turned away, 

The air felt lighter, not because of loss, 

But because I put down the heavy, unwanted baggage.

The funny thing about wasting time is the time 

You get back afterward. 

I didn't mourn you; I mourned the delay. 

Now, the sun catches the edges of the path ahead, 

And the world feels vast and open and entirely 

My own. I am finally ready to start reading 

The book I was meant to write.
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The first rhythm I learned was the one your fingers made— 

not on a stage, but on the varnished church pew, a quick, nervous tap while waiting for the youth group band. 

You were all clean shirt and earnest faith, the kind of music that starts simple, a humble hymn, and I, waiting on the threshold of a year that felt too big, listened.

The countdown had begun to the quiet clinic room, 

a major chord about to strike,

the risk noted down in my mother’s anxious voice. 

I knew the percentages, 

the clean clinical way a simple procedure could go wrong, 

and the last frontier felt less like a sin and more like a necessary warmth. 

I don't want the recovery room to be my whole story. 

I wanted to feel something real, 

something human, 

before the world forced me to be brave and quiet.

And so I watched your hands—

not famous, just kind— 

the ones that pressed the chords of praise on the old piano, 

the ones that offered comfort without expecting a thing. 

It was the careful way you looked at my uncertainty, 

the way you just sat with the fear I couldn't name, that chose you.

Not the performance, but the slow, honest rhythm of your heart.

But every service ends, 

and the congregation disperses. 

The music faded as the family battles began to swell. 

Your side, a tight knot of opinions and silent judgment; 

my side, a need to protect myself from more pain. 

The space between our two houses grew vast, a field too wide to cross on our bicycles. 

We kept trying to sing the same duet over the phone lines, 

but the static of our parents’ worried voices was too loud. 

And slowly, the tune dissolved, 

leaving only the quiet hum of a life that had to be focused on healing, 

a friendship that had to be put safely down.
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I was sixteen, still soft at the edges,

and you were twenty, already counting down the years that stretched behind you like a road trip I hadn't earned the right to take. 

You spoke of mortgages and bills and old mistakes, and in your gravity, 

I felt desperately important, like a small star pulled into a larger orbit. 

It was the first time I allowed the age gap to feel like a compliment.

But soon, the shine of "mature" felt more like a filter. 

I was the prize you carried

—fresh and unschooled— 

a quiet novelty displayed for your old friends. 

Your gaze didn't rest on me, 

but on the concept of what I represented: 

youth, an easy slate, 

a simple, delicate thing that proved your taste. 

I became less a person and more the perfect fetish, 

the accessory that whispered you can still get this.

The real relationship was with your phone, 

the constant, vibrating need to document, to prove. 

My small world was suddenly public property, 

my secrets pinned beneath your status updates. 

Every private moment was a carefully chosen shot designed to land, 

with surgical precision, on the screen of an old ghost—the jealous ex. 

I was a signal flare, burning brightly, not for you, but for a past connection you were desperate to reignite.

When it collapsed, it was less a heartbreak and more a quiet confirmation of what I already knew:

I was disposable currency in an adult transaction. 

But the damage was already done. 

The blueprint of those earlier traumas, the need to be chosen, to be useful, to be seen at any cost, had found its new application. 

That relationship became the first flawed page in the manual of how I learned to date— 

always looking for the next temporary stage, always ready to play the part that someone else required.
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I was standing at the finish line, seventeen and halfway out,

While you were just beginning, full of energy and doubt.

A senior and a freshman—a gap of more than years,

In the way we saw the future, in the source of all our fears.

You were young and often restless, wearing "immature" like gold,

Chasing fires I had already watched turn grey and cold.

The pressure came in whispers, then a demand within the dark,

To give away a piece of me to fan a fleeting spark.

But when I said "not yet," when I chose to draw the line,

You painted me a villain in a story not quite mine.

You called it "emotional abuse" because I wouldn't bend,

Using heavy words like weapons just to break me in the end.

So I walked away to save us, but the bitterness stayed near,

And I took you to the dance we’d planned for earlier that year.

A toxic lesson followed—a kiss beneath the light,

A hollow, staged performance in the middle of the night.

I wanted you to see the sting, the edge of a charade,

To show you what real "toxic" looked like in the games we played.

The years have stretched between us now, the sharp edges are gone,

The girl I knew back in those halls has moved into the dawn.

I watch the woman you’ve become with a quiet, steady pride,

Knowing the girl who lashed out then has finally stepped aside.

It wasn't that the heart was bad, or the spirit was unkind—

You just needed time to grow into the soul you had to find.
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The hallways still echo with the ghost of your name, 

A year since you left, yet you’re part of the game. 

The varsity jacket, that effortless grin— 

I thought I was lucky to let the light in. 

A senior-year legend, a king in exile, 

And I was the girl chasing miles for a smile.

I traded my secrets for hands on my skin, 

A hollow exchange where neither could win. 

You needed a witness, a body, a show, 

To make sure a girl from your past would well know— 

That you were still wanted, that you were still grand, 

While I played the prop with my heart in your hand.

I felt the eyes watching, the social climb steep, 

A promise of status I wanted to keep. 

So I held on too tightly, 

I suffocated the spark, 

A desperate shadow afraid of the dark. 

I clung to the title of "yours" like a prize, 

Ignoring the boredom that lived in your eyes.

But the polish wears off when the audience leaves, 

And truth is a cold wind that shakes out the sleeves. 

To you, I was "weird," just a girl from the halls, 

Whose name didn't belong on your pedestal walls. 

A quirk was a fracture, a habit a flaw, 

Once you’d taken the only part of me you saw.

No "goodbye" or "it’s over," just silence and air, 

The ghosting of someone who was never quite there. 

The status I bought had a price I couldn't pay: 

Being used for a season, then thrown clean away.
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I was the echo in the crowded hall, 

A book-sheltered shape pressed tight against the wall. 

My words were small, my presence smaller still, 

A quiet anchor holding to its will. 

I watched the vibrant currents rush and flow, 

But kept my own deep reservoir below. 

An outcast in the landscape, stark and plain, 

I felt the chill of being named and slain 

By whispering campaigns, and sudden, cruel, 

The lonely verdict of the high school rule.

Then came the chorus, a relentless, sharp, 

Unwanted music played upon my harp. 

The boys, in packs, with swagger and with jest, 

Would treat my fear as some engaging test. 

A pulled-back chair, a tripping foot deployed, 

My gentle boundaries ruthlessly destroyed. 

Their eyes held malice, mixed with bored disdain, 

A simple target for their fleeting game. 

Each shouted slur, each touch that made me freeze, 

Was a sharp stone thrown through quiet, budding trees.

I hid the bruises, kept the hurt inside, 

Where fragile self-worth struggled to abide.

The years have stretched, the corridors are clear, 

The sharp-edged memories no longer near. I see them now, through time's forgiving haze, 

Not as the titans of those wretched days, 

But boys—unformed, uncertain of their worth, 

Whose cruelty was just a clumsy birth 

Of fear and following, a need to climb 

Above themselves by wasting someone's time. 

And standing here, upon the better ground, 

Where my own voice and value have been found, 

I feel a strange release, a sudden peace. 

The need for retribution has to cease. 

I offer not forgetfulness, but grace; 

I forgive the shadows that once filled this place. 

For their small acts no longer own my soul, 

And letting go has made me truly whole.
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The cafeteria was a buzzing, vibrant sound, 

Where laughter and alliances were crowned. 

But I was anchored at the table's edge, 

A silent sentinel upon the ledge. 

Year after year, the same familiar seat, 

Alone at lunch, watching footsteps meet. 

I'd trace the wood grain, listen to the din, 

A guest in a world I could not enter in. 

My backpack shared the meal, my only friend, 

A solitary journey without end. 

I felt the chill of being utterly unseen, 

A quiet, dusty film upon the scene.

And in that isolation, 

I recalled 

The innocent wild magic I once called. 

A child, I'd cloak myself in velvet dark, 

A queen of shadows leaving my own mark. 

I’d mix the grass and rain for sacred brew, 

And whisper spells that only children knew. 

But soon the whispers changed, the stares grew cold, 

A playground rumor, wickedly retold. 

“She’s strange,” they hissed, “A witch,” 
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