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Freezing In The Cold




Watching the mercury drop before my eyes as life around me stands still

The wind comes to a halt and death is around.

You can't see it when your inside looking out, but the moment you step outside

Is the moment you feel it, on your face and any exposed parts.




Homeless people dead by the hundreds across the province

The devil's cold fucking breath is breathing down upon us.

Doing what we can to stay warm in this weather is the only option.

Time outside is limited, very limited.




It's so still that you can almost watch death watch what you watch

You can almost see death stalking anything and everything that goes outside.

The coldness doesn't just last for one day, it will last for three days.

Nobody knows what will strike, nothing will act right.




Specially when your outside, the cold hand of death is worse than the cold shoulder.

No one is safe from the cold, not young or old. Not even four legged friends.

The world is not the same place you once knew when this weather is upon us.

It's an entirely different place.




You can only stand back and watch as everyone is

Freezing in the cold
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Poppin'em




Body heat is going crazy right now

One minute I'm covering up with seven layers thick

Next minute I want to strip naked and dive into the snow

But nobody needs to see that shit.




Tylenol Complete's be landing on my desk as I pop two yellows each four hours

When the sun dips and moon comes up I pop two blue before I crawl into bed

In hopes of getting myself a good night sleep

Doing random dumb things for my own entertainment




A random coughin fit happens making me want to puke

But nothing ever comes of it, just hard coughin

Almost fell down stairs today when a cough came at a bad time




Tylenol Complete's be landing on my desk as I pop two yellows each four hours

When the sun dips and moon comes up I pop two blue before I crawl into bed

In hopes of getting myself a good night sleep

Doing random dumb things for my own entertainment
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Lonely




The feeling of hearing your thoughts echo through your own skull

Having nobody to share them with

The feeling of looking next to you and seeing nobody there

Nobody to spend time with




An emptiness, a void the things that one tries to fill through out life with various things

No matter if it's a job or a hobby or other physical activities

The feeling of emptiness can turn your body the same way, feeling the echo all through




Everything you do is like a sonar wave as it can he heard all through out

The echoes of loneliness can be felt through ones entire body.

No matter what they try to fill it with, it doesn't mean it would work




It doesn't mean it would solve the problem

At times it would only create other problems




Being lonely is a death trap to some

A slippery slope

A place where you have no way out
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 It's Amazing




The feeling of hearing your thoughts echo through your own skull

Having nobody to share them with

The feeling of looking next to you and seeing nobody thereIt's amazing how things quickly turn, when I chose to express concern.

About what I actually think someone should do to make themselves better

In retrospective I should have kept my mouth shut and let people choose the path they want.




But what can I say they asked me for my advice so I chose to give it

Was I wrong, I didn't think so but I now get the feeling that I am.

It don't matter, all I've been trying to do is what I thought was right.

I bet the person heard differently from there friends and perhaps got told off.




I should have just told them to do what they want and called it a night.

Shut down for the night and starred at the tv from it's own glowing light

But yet I laid there tossing and turning wondering how one could do certain things

As I watched my device get lit up, similar to how a phone rings




Slowly I reached over to grab it and see what response I had for my thoughts

I read it and shook my head when I laid there in bed

Starting to wonder if what I said didn't make sense, since I've been fighting a cold

Maybe my words got messed up between my brain and finger tips and something didn't sound right.




But yet there I lay thinking I was the one who was doing right.

Guess one will never know if what I did was truly right or try wrong

It's just the same old response with the same old song
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Nobody to spend time with




An emptiness, a void the things that one tries to fill through out life with various things

No matter if it's a job or a hobby or other physical activities

The feeling of emptiness can turn your body the same way, feeling the echo all through




Everything you do is like a sonar wave as it can he heard all through out

The echoes of loneliness can be felt through ones entire body.

No matter what they try to fill it with, it doesn't mean it would work




It doesn't mean it would solve the problem

At times it would only create other problems




Being lonely is a death trap to some

A slippery slope

A place where you have no way out
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 Hugless


Watched it all unfold in your eyes, almost like your a puppet and someone else is pulling the strings.

Actually knowing you and the way you do things, you are a puppet and I'm sure I know the various guys pulling those strings.

It all started Monday, I went out in minus thirty to shovel the driveway before you got home.

You thought it was a sweet gesture that I would go out in the cold and do something like that, walked up within a foot away from me and stood there silent, almost like you were getting words from someone else saying "don't do it" and "I forbid you to do it" you stood in silence for about thirty seconds before you turned and walked away.


Tuesday evening you were looking sad before I climbed into bed, I thought I would try to comfort you, so I gave you a hug and you stood there unsure of what was happening, I forgot I'm not in your inner circle anymore, so the powers that pull your strings have told you to stop.

It's like overnight you've turned yourself into a joke, yet you still try to boss me around. Wonder how that's working for you when you must find yourself doing more now than before.


But I know all these years someone else was pulling your strings, you never really were in the relationship with me, you were doing what someone else wanted you to. You were acting much
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