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The Wizard of Us 
 

 “in Pandora’s Panacea ~ Holographic Works of Art © (2007)” 
 
I wrote the poem below whilst sitting in a coffee shop at University.  Now published in my 
book ‘Pandora’s Panacea’, at the time I was reading for my MA in Psychoanalysis and was 
working on an essay in which I noticed the characters in Oz matched perfectly to our 
experiences in ‘life and mind’.  It occurred to me that in any one day, often at the same time, 
we are required to be many versions of ourselves.  Sometimes we are our ‘chilled-out’ selves, 
the one that is our real self that often gets private viewing by family and very dear friends.  
Other times, most often when we leave the house, we unconsciously or perhaps consciously 
feel obliged to become a different version of ourselves; particularly when in the company of 
other people we might want to attract or feel under pressure to impress or even defend 
ourselves from.   
 
This poem is one that I often read out to my students in class, particularly if the lesson is on 
self-reflection and personal development.  I never wrote it about me, rather it is intended for 
anyone trying to understand who they really are.  I want everyone, particularly children, to 
know that we all feel silly, stupid, confused or overwhelmed at times in our lives – but that’s 
OK.  In fact, it is more than OK, it’s normal and human to do so.    
 
We go to school to learn, that’s the reason we are all there.  If we knew it already we wouldn’t 
need to go. When we have learned enough we hopefully remember.  Remember the 
information we are given.  Remember the lessons we learned on ‘the hidden curriculum’ – 
lessons about relationships, friends and life outside the classroom.  And eventually, 
remember who we really are. 
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Life would be so much easier 
If I didn’t have to be 
At each and every moment 
Another version of me 
 
If I only had the skills within 
That I could draw upon 
I wouldn’t feel I’m losing out 
On all I could become 
 
They tell me that it’s all in me 
And I should look and find 
But how can I see anything 
When I’m completely blind 
 
From over here it seems to me 
You don’t look so undone 
So tell me how did you achieve 
A million into one 
 
For if I had your magic wand 
To grant a wish or two 
I’d wave it like an orchestrar 
And change from me to you 
 
I’d grant I had your confidence 
I’d grant I had your heart 
I’d grant I had the brains to know 
That I won’t fall apart 
 
But most of all I’d wish for eyes 
To help finally see 
The pathway that will lead me to 
The wonderful wizard of me 

 
 


