
   Better Late Than Never
I used to think healing could wait—
That time would smooth the edges,
That silence was strength,
That carrying pain was 
Proof of endurance
But the years slipped quietly
Between my fingers,
And I woke one morning 
Realizing how many 
Moments I’d watched drift by 
Through the fog of what I hadn’t faced
Healing isn’t just a patch—
It’s a return.
It’s the slow unlearning of 
Survival mode,
The gentle hand that says
You don’t have to brace
Yourself anymore
I’ve lost enough days to pain
That never truly belonged to me
To stories that needed rewriting
To versions of myself 
That were never allowed to breathe
So now I choose the work
I choose the digging, the tears,
The trembling truth that comes
When you finally turn toward yourself
Because there’s still no much life left,
So many mornings that deserve a 
Whole unguarded me
Healing isn’t late
Its right on time
And I am finally arriving
To the life I almost missed
