The past has a lot of power,
Like haunting ghosts in the night.

It creeps up from behind,

Leaving her weak and without fight.

It leaves her overwhelmed with guilt,

Shame and blame to sit in her mind.

Layers of dark memories have been built,

Leaving her feeling sad and worthless.

Her true identity has been lost,

And her forgotten soul has been buried.

The power of the past has a cost

When it steals all hopes and dreams.

How do you let go and leave the past,

Behind where it belongs

So she will feel alive and free at last

With no whispers dwelling behind in the darkness.
