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Mouth Lies, Legs Tell Truth




Funny all those lies that you kept telling me when we were together, then you wanted to stage it where you were reading an article and kept saying "this is so me"

Claiming quietly that you have hypoactive sexual desire, thirteen years you kept claiming that and you barely touched me.

We split and your legs can't open fast enough. Already looking for new comers




Guess old habits die hard with you, since you use to surf the net for guys.

Now it seems you have all these guys flocking towards you saying how much they loved you.

But yet you continue to bad mouth me under your breath, it's funny. You don't seem to have a problem living under this roof.




Guess with everything being given to your for basically free, why should you move.

But your mouth has already gotten you into trouble around here.

I'm not the only one who've noticed a difference in terms of how you have been.

Since your last date, I'm sure you'll be going on another one soon enough.




Wonder how many suitors you have already, you telling them all you don't want a relationship, but willing to climb into bed with each of them.

People always told me to watch for the walk of shame.

Sadly that slut doesn't have shame.




Either the problem was me or you had something else going on behind my back.

I would point it towards you had something else going on in hopes of me not finding out.

Your entire life had this one big secret covered up by your lies and deceit, only certain people knew it. But yet you never let me peak under the curtain you kept ignoring it.




It's funny how quick the truth gets spread out.

They can all have you, specially once you leave this house, oh yes you will leave this house. I know you will be moving, when the nicer weather gets here I'll be sure to start dropping hints.




But the only thing your dropping is your panties to the floor of everyone you go around.

Let's not forget the latest bullshit of you telling your friend that your a lesbian, guess you really want to climb in bed with anyone possible.
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Do You Really Love Me ?




Do you really love me ?

How do I know ?

How do I know your heart is true to me ?




If I chose to take my own life today

Would we meet up in purgatory tomorrow ?

While the blood spilled from my veins today what would you be planning




Would you be planning a way for a time spent eternally with me ?

Or would you spend your time grieving and in time moving on

Finding the next guy who fills your soul with those things that I couldn't




How do I know we were meant to be ?

How do I know that you would want to be together with me forever

What if I ended up in hell ?




Would you want to spend your life in hell with me

Where all the bad things possible could be done to us

But we would be together, isn't that the main thing for eternal love




Isn't that what everyone wants is to spend love together.

What if death do it's part isn't enough ?

What if I wanted to be with you after death




What if I was willing to trade my wings and halo to go to hell

What if I was willing to battle a thousand demons to goto heaven

What if I was willing to do all that, would you it be worth my time




Would you actually be happy to see me ?

Would you look at me and smile and know that I went through hell

That I went through the fucking impossible in order to see you




Would that be enough for you ?

Or would you look at me like "what do you want ?"

Expecting me to do that every month, week, day




Am I just wasting my time in order to fulfill this thing called happiness

Like we were some video game characters and you were the one that filled

That filled my love and actually put a smile on my face, would it be worth my time




Or am I wasting my time

Am I best to let you set sail to find someone else

In order to go with him, the one who seems to hunt you and pursue you




Is he the one that you would rather wake up next to

The one that you don't have to worry about, the one you can see anytime

Who would drop the world to come see you.




Not the one that you deeply worry about when you don't talk to

What might he be doing ?

Will this be the last message, his last breath, is this his death




What if deep down you secretly feel like I'm not worth your time

But your afraid to tell me, because your afraid.

Afraid about how I may take it, not knowing if I'm strong enough




Would you be willing to show me that I'm worth it

Or am I starring at the drain

The drain in the bathroom, while I watch drips of blood




Run down my wrist, dripping from my fingers

Into the sink to collectively fill the sink before my body can take no more

Dropping itself to the ground in order to lay in that position to be found.




By someone, only for news of my demise to filter through the world

To sometime come to you

How would you react, would you want to meet up in purgatory




Or would I never see you again and I would walk alone until the end of the end




Ken 


MediHate




I dump the pills out on my desk listening to the sounds of them dancing across

Sorting them out into piles as I start my week, shuffling them into there own piles

Continuing to do so I make seven piles for seven days of the week.




Sliding each pile into it's own little cavern into the pillbox, thoughts go through my head

What one of these are keeping my nightmares at bay, keeping me from loosing it.

Keeping me from doing something really fucking drastic, as I over react to what you say.




The pills drop one by one into it's own cavern as follows by a click of the lid shut.

Almost like I'm locking my mental state up and keeping it in it's own personal jail.

Having to keep it in a small box, not letting it out to play with the rest of the world.




Who would want to play with it, nobody did before hand, why would someone now

As the fourth day of seven gets poured into it's own cavern, my soul shutters.

Thinking about what it could have been, what might be if things stopped.




As I slide the final day across the table, I open my eyes.

My brain slowly wakes up, wait a minute, these pills aren't mine

I'm not the one taking them, they aren't affecting me in anyway




I have nothing slowing down or curbing the thoughts in my head.

Or curbing my own actions, how I react to things.

No longer I have to feel like I'm tied down with restraints to the bed




What if I was a completely different person.

Perhaps a person with darker thoughts

Is that who I want to be, is that what I want.




Or is it best to stay quiet where people think there's something wrong with me

Ssssshhhhhhh here they come, all decisions may be dumped on me again.

Don't say a word, don't make sudden movements. Be still, like a t-rex is near.
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 Blue Skies Of Sadness




Who says dark colours have to be the cause of ones sadness

Why can't blue skies, something that happens frequently.

Nobody knows what makes one person sad, or one person happy.




The chemical reaction of the brain telling one from the other

Pills, popped in ones mouth can convince them otherwise

But only if they accept that fate.




The world as we know it can change in a heart beat.

Or it can fade to black with one flat line

The world in it's entirety is a strange and complex thing.




Emotions that one bleeds is just as strange and complex

Does one simply understand the emotions that they go through.

Like really understand them, or have we just scratched the surface




The blue skies of sadness tell the story, of confusion

I tell the story of what might have been

Or what struggled to get going.




The inner workings of my mind, do they frighten you

Are you deeply concerned for my well being

Or do you want to dig deeper, see what other thoughts I have




Would silence bother you if I didn't write the next day

Perhaps my thoughts are like a puzzle, the missing piece could be key

Something that could swarm the ideas out of me, or barricade them in.




The deep thoughts that may or may not scare you.

Blue skies of sadness

As the world turns
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Fucking Hate Myself


Look at that idiot starring back at me in the mirror.

He actually thinks he's got things figured out, he's got things to do

What he doesn't realize is how much his insides hate his outsides


From a young age the hate began, it continued to grow with each passing day

Never really seen a reason to stop.

Decided to start drinking back in the day, but the hate never stopped.


At times it got much worse, I looked around at the rest of the people near me.

If I was going to do something, I didn't want alcohol to be a possible reason for it

Anything that I was going to do, I wanted to have full control over, nothing accidental.


As the years passed it just continued to flow through my veins, some people have blood.

I have self hate.

Think there's very little about me that I actually care for.


I've always been the one to keep myself locked away from others.

Nobody needs to be near this, or get close to this

Just a waste of time and skin, no reason for it.


As the world continues to turn, I continue to teach

Myself with the tools that I have, in order to tell my own story

In my own words.


We all have good days, we all have bad days.

I've never had a day that I actually cared for myself.

Lost four teeth, just didn't care to up keep this body
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