Maturity
By C. Nemeth

When I was young I thought that I 
Could conquer anything I chose to try.
There were no limits, I set my sight
On anything, no doubt it would come out right.
Paid no heed to those who would advise,
This was me, and I would, no doubt rise
To the pinnacle in any chosen endeavor.
What? Me fail?  You must be nuts, never
These fantasies I fed for years,
I gave no lurking fears,
If criticized, my thoughts, you’re jealous
Of my zeal, you wished you were as zealous
Advancements came, I was passed by
My ego refused to listen to my cry
Life isn’t fair, I think I have been cheated,
Well, hell with them, I won’t be defeated
I sought new worlds and things soon repeated;
What’s wrong?  Why am I being so sorely treated?
I sought to learn, but no answers, no progress,
I was facing despair; would I never see success?
Then one day I tuned my radio, a man was speaking;
I heard his subject to be, “what are you seeking?”
I listened as I drove, and slowly he began to make sense,
He spoke on, his words like a cloth cleaning a lens.
“you cannot hope to conquer until you first conquer yourself.”
So simple a concept, where was it all these past years?
Why could I not see this before all the anguish and tears?
At first, so slow, the mystery was pursued, and with purpose
Friends were candid, it hurt, and soon light began to cover the surface,
I spent many a day, and many a night.
Before accepting what I knew was to be right
My perceived faults were hung, and beaten as a rug.
Inner thoughts now brought to light, but with many a tug.
It took some time, not a rinse of a shirt in the river,
But with a scrubbing, a cleansing to set your senses aquiver.
I am what I am, I accept by plusses with thanks for them,
My faults, I now accept, while I work to do the best with them
The job is not done, alas, it will never be so,
But now I see, now I believe, Now I agree,
I am a better being then I have ever been before,
And I can live with serenity, hope, and love…
