The world sees a painted picture of me, a mask that has two sides.
One shows me confident in my abilities, bold in my output and fearlessly powerful in my leadership.
Strong in every aspect as I am a warrior who will not quit, or so they think.
The other side of the mask that no one else sees is the true me, sad, confused, scared, broken, unseen and voiceless the absolute truest form of who I really am.
I am a warrior still, but one who waits silently for my masks to merge and I can become whole.


I am beautifully broken and secretly scarred.

