The World Beyond Sight 
I do not see with eyes, 
but with the sound of a kettle hissing, 
the tap of a cane on stone, 
the rhythm of shoes on the pavement, 
and the steady heartbeat of footsteps beside me. 
I know the shape of a face 
by the warmth of a hand, 
the smoothness of a cheek, 
the curve of a smile I can hear 
before I ever touch it, 
and the way a laugh lingers in the air. 
Light is not colour to me, 
but the way the sun 
warms one side of my skin 
while the breeze cools the other, 
the difference between morning air and evening quiet, 
the hush of night settling over the streets. 
A room is measured in echoes— 
 
walls answer when I speak, 
doors open with a shift in sound, 
tables reveal themselves 
by the brush of fingers across their edges, 
and chairs tell their story when they scrape the floor. 
Crowds are a tide of voices, 
each tone carrying mood, 
each pause carrying thought. 
I know joy in the lift of laughter, 
and sorrow in the hush between words, 
anger in a sharpness, 
and kindness in a soft reply. 
The world does not disappear— 
it simply speaks another language. 
I read it through touch, 
through vibration, through sound, 
through memory that paints its own pictures, 
and through trust in those who walk beside me. 
I count steps where others count blocks, 
I trace railings where others glance, 
I map spaces in my mind 
the way others sketch with their eyes. 
The world is not hidden— 
it is written differently for me. 
 
I do not see the world, 
I live it, I hear it, I feel it. 
It is no less rich, 
no less full, 
just written in a different script— 
a script of sound, of touch, of life beyond site.
