Weighed Down 

Why am I so serious?
Like I’m living out a curse

Like I am walking to the edge 

Of destiny off the edge 

Why do I walk to the gallows?
Head hung low cheeks so sallow 

Bones protruding from my skin 

Choking myself from within 

Why is it so do or die?
Why does my mind horrify?
Why do my dreams feel like the end?
Blacklisting myself round the bend

Where is the carefree, has it gone? 

Why am I obsessed with doing wrong?
Why is everything a test? 

For which I have to do my best

Could it be I could enjoy?
The flamboyant love of girl and boy 

The days of life of dreams come true 

Take up my mantle, walk to you 

Could it be it could be fun?
To shock the world with what I’ve done 

To write something of depth and prose 

Paper onto which my own soul flows 

Could it be this could delight? 

And I could bask in firelight?
The warming din of crackling wood 

The scent of friendship feels so good 

All the ways that I am blessed

And how I make myself so stressed

Carrying weight upon my shoulders 

Like Atlas bearing Earth sized boulders 

Inspired by a fun post on facebook. I wanted to post it myself and then started to wonder what would people think of me?, what would it mean? Etc..... So I wrote this about the way I am too serious about everything and make even the good things in my life into a mighty weight 

