The Wound

The wound seems small
To others, a mere scratch
Caused by a name, just small,
But truer than you think.

But to the owner it’s deep
And sore.  It sticks around,
It deepens and gets worse
Than a cut finger that heals quickly.

But this sore never heals.
No matter how hard you try,
It never quite leaves
Completely, it bruises.

It bruises deep and stays
There hurting.  All the time
It’s there, black and blue.
And just a slip of the tongue
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