
Over ‘ere 

 

You are very small,     

hidden from us all. 

Except on an X-Ray,    

taken only yesterday. 

Somethings been askew,    

since I had the flu. 

 

My balance you control,    preventing a f 

                                                                                               o 

                                                                                                 r 

                                                                                                  w 

                                                                                                 a 

                                                                                                r 

                                                                                              d roll. 

Symmetry lives 'ere. Within the inner ear. 

 
 
 


