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an inside self
struggles to escape –
a self that knows my body –
manoeuvres muscles
crossing streets – escaping cars 
and climbing stairs
i hardly see are there –

a self that beats my heart
and moves my hands
across computer keys
without me questioning the source
of their capacity –

an inside self 
that shows me i am more
than an automatic voice
talking telephones
while fingers type reports
no one wants to see –

this inside self
tries to waken me 
into the richness
of multiplicity.
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