
This is a poem about the fact that I don’t believe in luck and it’s not enough to get us the personal 
satisfaction of winning that we need. I believe we have to focus on how GOOD we are and be willing 
to proclaim it out loud.  
 

Sometimes I wish I were lucky Instead of just so . . . good. 
 

If I could just be lucky I might share my luck 
No (in fact) I know I would. 

 
Some people say that I'm lucky. I correct and remind them that I'm blessed 

I'm fortunate, spiritual, in tune with myself. Nothing outweighs my thirst for happiness 
 

You see luck, itself, doesn't last. It supplies a glimmer of hope or chance 
Luck forces you to take risks. Being blessed allows you to take a stance 

 
Luck can give you that "On top of the world" feeling… That instant fix of elation 

Being fortunate keeps you "on top of the world" 
And allows you to enjoy the sensation 

 
Spirituality is such a popular thing now But it means much more than meets the eye 

If you get lucky enough to get spiritual Hold on, don't let that spirit die 
 

If you get lucky enough to find yourself Enjoy the challenge of introspection 
Realize its value toward your growth 

 
Understand that you're supposed to have success. Your purpose is ordained 

You must choose to lead a prosperous life. You must make sunshine out of rain 
 

But, I must admit Sometimes I wish I were lucky Instead of just so . . . good 
But would I stand out from the rest? 

 
If you're lucky you can be in good company 

If you're blessed you can be with the best 
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