Sticks And Stones

Sticks and stones may break my

bones but names will never hurt me.

But they do, names destroys the

inner child, a horrible place to be.

Names tells a child how bad, how

useless, how unimportant they are.

Carrying with them forever, what

 one cannot see, invisible scars.

Damaging a child’s self esteem, a

burden too heavy for anyone to tow.

Sadly that child may one day pass

the abuse, for that’s all it knows.

And like all abused, the abuser

doesn’t think it is wrong.

The picking on the wee ones,

the meek, those not strong.

We are all held accountable

for what we say.

The killing of one’s spirit, murder

committed almost every day.

A struggle that is not easy to over-

come, but the Lord is there to guide.

I know because I am one of those

adults, carrying the scars inside.
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