





It turns out that i'm too many things in one


A chameleon of lifetimes and lifeforms


all meshed into one tiny being


on the verge of exploding


into millions of tiny pieces


and carrying them off with my newly released


enegry





it turns out that if i were to explode


i would be even more things than i was before


only my pieces would be strewn about


each piece with its own special identity


instead of the one clinging to itself


with an overload of cerebral stimulation





i realize finally that  i'm a yoyo 


with two completely opposite possibilities


one sleek and long


the other curled up


the curled up possiblity makes me feel safe


the sleek and long, daring and adventurous





because how many times has anyone been able to find


a true personality


without having their head stuck in the sand


if you've done it... please tell me


because i'm definitely still lost


