
The Art of Internal Power 

       The sounds of ringing phone calls and clicking keys on the computer keyboard induced 

monotony in the atmosphere of the accounting room. Sitting in one of a dozen nondescript 

cubicles, my mother quietly examined the financial records on her desk. She stared blankly at her 

computer screen and, out of the corner of her eye, peered at her manager, strolling past the grey 

sea of office cubicles, with a cup of coffee in his left hand. She sprung up, smiling at him, in 

hopes to engage in small talk about her analysis on the company’s increasing progress. Her 

manager, however, wouldn’t even deign to spare her a glance. He simply continued his stroll, 

haughtily whistling to his usual tune.  

      Some people may feel a sense of pity for my mother. To them, this occurrence may sound 

like another sad tale of society’s social class system. To her manager, my mother may seem like 

an easily-replaceable employee who survives solely at the mercy of the company’s paycheck. 

These viewpoints are all, indeed, true – though to only a certain extent. 

     At the core of these views, there lies a misconception that those like my mother bear not a 

single speck of power in this world. While it does hold truth that my mother possesses little 

control over the workers in the company, people err when they conclude that my mother is the 

embodiment of people who are powerless in the events in their lives. This notion would be 

considered true if gaining power was merely like the hunt for diamonds – a task in which only a 

few will be deemed successful. In actuality, however, power is not a cut-and-dried concept as 

most would like to think: where it is bestowed upon some and the rest are left empty-handed. 

Rather, the intricacies of power could be better explained as a comparison to energy.  

     Energy can be converted into two basic forms: potential and kinetic energy. In the same vein, 

power can be found in every human being and comes in two forms that reside at the opposite 



ends of a spectrum. External power, most evident in police officers and government leaders, 

demonstrates the active influence people have on others. Internal power, a less visible form, 

exists in every individual as their underlying ability to be influential. In essence, true power is a 

byproduct of the responsible decisions a person makes in order to impact the life of someone 

else. My mother is thus an illustration of one who was able to move along the spectrum towards 

external power. If people only knew the measures my mother took to become an accountant, they 

would understand how her so-called menial job is a testament of the impressive amount of power 

she actually possesses.  

     Back when my mother, Arlene, still lived in Cavite in the Philippines, it was during her 

sophomore year in high school when she began to loosen the chains of poverty. As the moonlight 

pierced through the decaying wooden walls of her home, Arlene began to hear the rising moans 

and harsh shrieks from drunkards and prostitutes passing by on the streets. Tension gripped her 

stomach with the reality that these passersby were not only her neighbors, but also her relatives. 

She anxiously rushed to her school bag and began packing her books, until she lifted her head. 

Across the room sat her exhausted mother with torrents of grief coursing down her cheeks. 

Seeing her mother cry took Arlene back to that time when her father had lost his job and she had 

watched her mother, weary and flushed with tears, beg from door to door for someone to be a 

donor for her child’s school tuition. After countless rejections, her mother had still continued 

pleading – all until she had reached the doorsteps of Mrs. Javallera. Looking through Arlene’s 

transcript, Mrs. Javallera had seen potential in that scrawny little girl standing before her, and so 

had agreed to pay for all of her school tuition. It was in this moment that my mother had realized 

the responsibility that laid in her hands. It was because of that moment, she was able to learn 

about the great power that resides within her.  



      Since the characteristics of power and energy are so closely intertwined, the law of 

conservation of energy (which states that energy can be neither created nor destroyed) can be 

applied to power. Power can only be turned into one of its forms or the other, depending on how 

much of it is being actively used, but it can never be completely taken away from people. This 

principle explains why every individual must know about the great power they are always 

capable of. Being powerless is only a mindset people have when they fail to recognize this 

reality. Like those drunkards and prostitutes, the only thing people can do is fail to make 

responsible decisions, which will, in turn, shift them back on the spectrum into hidden internal 

power. My mother witnessed those relatives of hers, struggling with their livelihood as she did, 

give up trying to get an education as they sold their souls for cheap satisfaction. She, however, 

refused to believe that she and her family were destined to live forever in this cycle of poverty. 

She refused to submit this power to take control of her life and change it. By accepting the 

responsibility from her mother and Mrs. Javallera, my mother promised herself to keep working 

hard and not waste this opportunity. And so she did.  

      Nearing the day of her college graduation, my mother– ready to carry out a tradition she had 

been keeping at the end of every single school semester – stepped in the office of Mrs. Javallera. 

        “Mrs. Javallera.”  

        “Yes, honey?” Mrs. Javallera turned from her desk to the direction of the voice calling her 

and became filled with awe. There she saw my mother, standing before her in a long, silky 

graduation gown.  

        “Here’s a token of my gratitude.” My mother pulled out a velvet rose and laid it on her 

desk.  



      Mrs. Javallera stared at the fresh rose. A sentimental rose which may be the last from my 

mother began to bring memories that flowed through the eyes of Mrs. Javallera in sprinkles of 

joy. My mother then warmly smiled at her, as Mrs. Javallera held this rose which symbolized the 

responsibilities fulfilled.   

        Even after hearing the story of my mother, those who are at the top of the social ladder may 

still view her feat as merely a few upward steps from where she started. To them, her life may be 

just another rags-to-mediocrity type of story, where she will forever remain in the palm of the 

corporate’s hands. I, however, see my mother’s “dull” job as an emblem of her unleashed power. 

The upper class fails to acknowledge the power that those like my mother have over them. They 

tend to ignore the reality that their success is dependent on the blood and sweat of their 

seemingly inferior workers. Truthfully though, I have no right to criticize. My conscience knows 

I am just as guilty as those wealthy people are.  

     This feeling of shame finally sunk in, when I realized how the normal things to me – having a 

decent education or a roof over my head – are the things that weren’t as easily accessible to my 

mother when she was my age. My mother was someone who was able to take what little she had 

and make it into the luxuries I enjoy today. In fact, it makes me register in my brain that all I 

have been doing is enjoying: soaking up all the comforts from her hard-earned cash and not 

giving a single thing in return. It is because of my mother’s story that I begin to think. It is 

because of her story that I now realize... I still have yet to give my mother her rose.  

 

 

 

 



 

Life Without Poetry 

Without you, Lord, 

My life is void of poetry,  

For what is a poem without its theme? 

Crippled lines crawling for lack of feet,  

As rhythm and rhyme ramble 

Into a monotonous stream. 

 

A hopeless poem  

Ending with a period,  

And nothing more.  

No reason to write, and  

No reason for a writer.  

 

Without you, Lord, 

My hollow words will 

Forever hunger and thirst. 

No fulfilled desire.  

 

 

 

 


