
Self Pity 
By Glenn Currier 
 
If only I could cast my thoughts beyond the lake 
the lake I can see and hear ahead of me, 
then I’d be another man  
with no troubled breast nor nervous hand. 
 
I think I’d be happy if I weren’t the man I am 
but somebody else… 
But they say that all men are troubled  
and beset by sorrow. 
 
I am an unhappy man with no cause to be happy… 
I am a civilized man and I like it. 
My forest is the park, the city park, and I like it. 
 
My lake is the fountain which spurts and splashes  
its white column. 
My heart loves the city park, 
the park brings brightness, clearness, happiness. 
 
There is something that makes me happy, 
it is the fountain, the trees, 
the statue old Sam Houston,  
the garden at his feet, 
The ducks wobbling by me,  
playing the sex game with each other, 
and the beautiful blue sky 
that gives my troubled soul freedom… peace. 
 
I am but a little baby upon the stormy sea 
and the world and the stormy winds are threatening to me. 
And all the while my thoughts are turned upon my ugly self 
and all the while the world is there so full of beauty’s wealth. 
 
What is it that restrains my soul within so small a place, 
that holds my hearts throbbing love at such a petty pace? 
God help a lover such as I release the imprisoned dove 
so he can fly away from the present day to a future of hope and love. 
 
Author’s note: I do not remember writing this poem. I can’t remember the lake, the city park or circumstance but as I read it and 
typed it for my website, I was almost embarrassed at the degree of self pity I felt.  The poem was written by a post-adolescent young 
man still searching for himself.  But I should not be embarrassed because of my inadequacies at an early age, at my need to grow. I 
am glad I found this poem in the little notebook here in 2020.  It is humbling to experience my immaturity here, and sad to see my 
lack of self esteem or self love, but I am glad I had the ability and will to write it down.  Poetry has always helped me to process what 
was going on inside of me. It assures me that I have always been just an ordinary man, one ready and willing to grow. As I type this 
poem and post it on my website, I am impressed by the degree of depression I must have had for so many years, and not having a 
clue about the yet-to-be diagnosed condition.  
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