Succumb

What am I doing
Am I just being dumb

Is this just a test 

To which I succumb

I did it again 

Put myself on the line

My body and soul 

Bear the weight this time

For my foolish intentions 

Of being so great 

And having something 

On my plate 

Is it just my ego 

I think it’s my fear 

Of being a bum 

Rejection is near 

Because it’s not my purpose 

Not solely at least 

And I feel a little dirty 

At having this feast 

When I know I will 

Be set upon 

Tables turning 

It will come 

It really doesn’t 

Serve me well

This kind of thing 

Sends people to hell 

Because I need the money
Or so I say 

It all will work out

Anyway 

Just trust and have faith

Believe and be true

It’s slow 

But it is coming to you 

Wrote this about entering a poetry competition. At the time I wrote the poem it felt kind of right. I was bored and I thought I could always pull out later. But just sending it in now feels a little wrong. Like I’m betting against myself. Because I really need the money or I need to find a way to get to New York and I feel like it’s all gonna happen, its gonna work out and I feel that doing this is sorta betting against that, having a back up plan and it doesn’t really feel right. I still did it though. I was determined to. The internet went off and everything, and I was like, is that a sign? But yet I still did it, still got up and made sure it was in. Was even stressed a bit about it, went down to my room to be on my own, and all that just seems so counter to who I want to be as a person. It seems furtive and like I am betraying myself. I kind of hope it doesn’t win now. I’m kind of afraid that only bad can come of that money, because of the way I got it. 






Its making me feel kind of itchy now and worried, like I’m the devil or something and this is all gonna come back on me in a terrible way.
