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Scary as night. Determined as an alarm,  
This shadow will never go away, it will keep causing harm. 
There is a part of me, that no one can see,  
It is hidden from everyone, apart from my mirror and me. 
The ghost that is lurking, the black that won’t go away,  
This shadow is following me, it brings down my day. 
The black cloud is the ghost of my past, the nightmares of my future, the pain of 
the present, 


