
Secret Scars 

 
Secret scars are not so far. 

Pain and anger are close by.  

Reality and judgment so far apart  

and it is okay to always restart. 

You always judge but it is never too late. 

To apologize and get things straight. 

Though I’m hurt that you always assume 

But I won’t let hurt consume me. 

I shall bloom, bloom, bloom. 

 

Poem written by My’lah H.  


