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My Scar 
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My Scar 

 

And I’m not about to get hit with that car again,  

cause I don’t want that scar again.  

To remember the day I got hit,  

the day I got bent.  

The day my life turned upside down,  

the day my smile turned to a frown.  

When my heart got cut in two, when my brother called the only number he knew:  
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The day my ears couldn’t find any joyful sound,  

the day my arm fell on the  

ground. Rushed to the hospital, there I went, straight to the room where my brother gave me a 

flower he bought for a cent.  

I still don’t know where he got it. How could I remember? I lost everything that day, the color 

in the world, the music, the dance, the love, and my brother. But I know he’ll join me someday, 

plus things have turned around.  

My frown is back to a smile.  

But I’ll never forget the day that that guy’s alcoholism went too far, the day that I got my scar.   

 


