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It’s Been A Moment




Been writing for years

 Going through my own struggles (like usual)

 Had to remove my old writing nobody wants to read the truth

 Everyone tried to minimize my struggles in the past and compared it to today (woke)

 I had lots of anger floating around inside my head and needed to get it out

 Now it seems like people are looking for ammunition to grab that gun on the shelf




I can’t stand the age that we live in it’s too damn complicated

 Life doesn’t need to be this complicated, you don’t need to complain about everything




Air Canada official stepped down because he didn’t know french

 Politician stepped down because of owning a signed copy of Mein Kampf

 Both reasons are stupid, neither should mean losing ones job.

 

 Same people would no doubt be offended by the movie Juwannaman

 Or was he just a visionary since they tried to do the same in the Olympics

 Oh, wait a minute the movie is a comedy so lets frame it as offensive

 The Olympics are real life so lets stand behind that.

 Now the Olympics have backed off not letting it to happen again

 

 The economy is in the toilet, the toilet paper is the bills in your wallet

 Too bad we’re all broke, shaking each others hands with the ones we wiped our asses with

 Let’s complain about the astronauts, one of them is Canadian

 We aren’t allowed anyone in space unless you give us permission

 You complain about the dumbest things
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I Can’t Find Myself




I can’t find myself, I am lost inside my brain

 I see broken fragments and I realize that I’m not the same

 Walking through my mind is like a hall of mirrors

 The fragments are broken and past versions of me are wanting to get out

 I can see them banging there fists against the glass but I hear silence when they shout

 

 My past selves would drown myself in different things

 The past me who liked sports had me drowning in statistics, players and team names

 Now when I think about that version of myself I don’t even recognize who I see

 I’m not the same man when I look in the mirror

 

 I can’t find myself, I am lost inside my brain

 I see broken fragments and I realize that I’m not the same

 

 I may have started my life playing with fifty two cards in this deck

 But I’ve certainly lost many along the way

 Not all of them I have felt like I outgrew

 I know some of them I lost through pain and trauma




I can’t find myself, I am lost inside my brain

 I see broken fragments and I realize that I’m not the same

 

 I never once felt like I’ve been fully healed

 I don’t think that’s even possible anymore

 When you look at me you see a complete human

 But on this side I look like I’m created of stained glass
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 LOUD




 

 The entire family is loud, I’m the quiet one

 They use the loudness to force there ways onto everyone

 They think they are right 100% of the time, hands down it’s impossible to prove them wrong

 

 Arguing things like they know everything in the world, trying to tell me about foreign politics

 Yet they think they can do better than the local politicians

 It must be fun being an arm-chair protectionist

 

 You all claim that my hobbies are worthless unless they bring in instant money

 Nothing is worth anything unless it has a dollar value attached to it according to those who claim they are my family

 Trying to tell me how I should act in certain situations (they’re always wrong)

 Telling me that how I reply to things is wrong (wrong again)

 Trying to give me job hunting advice like it’s the fucking 90s (another failure)

 

 They are loud, they have the tv loud. I can be sitting a floor below them and about eight feet from my tv, I can hear there’s more than mine.

 I’ve confronted them about it the excuse I get is “it’s the other person in the room” or “it’s not that loud”

 

 Mom’s boyfriend is a fucking retard, he thinks he’s right about everything

 He reads a paragraph and claims he knows everything, he will argue with you until you stop talking

 To him that’s a victory, to me it’s realizing he’s a retarded piece of shit who refuses to learn

 

 They randomly think something is wrong with me because I’m not talking

 Nope, that’s just how I’ve always been.

 They will claim my teeth must be bothering me because I’m not loud and stupid like the rest of them

 Nope, that’s just me keeping to myself.

 Yet, I have trouble being alone

 But, when I’m around them I’m constantly looking over my shoulder feeling like I’ve done something wrong
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Here We Go Again

 

 I clearly did something wrong in your mind

 Either that or the world has changed and you refuse to

 I honestly vote for the second line 

 Not sure how people can’t change with the world but I guess you prove me wrong with that

 

 All you do is complain

 Your blind to the fact that 99% of these things are your ideas and I’ve told you they will fail

 But I do them anyway and the end result is exactly what I called

 Now you sit and you yell

 You threaten me

 You demand instant results

 

 Not sure what world your living in but instant results don’t happen

 You seem to want to flex like your Beverly from The Goldbergs

 Where you can force your ways to get your results to the exact specifications

 

 Your looking up stuff you have no business to look up

 Oh, wait a minute it’s because you don’t trust me

 As per usual you think I’m lying

 Can’t have any friends, when I do you freak out

 You claim that I manipulate people

 I wonder if that’s a trait I got from you?

 I’ve never manipulated anyone in my life, something you can’t honestly say

 

 You get loud because you think you being loud means you have authority

 You think you being loud means that people will listen and obey

 

 I sit quietly and you think something is wrong with me

 You immediately start digging into things and pulling out random lies

 

 You, your favourite son, your daughter, your boyfriend are all loud

 I sit quietly and say nothing yet you think there’s something wrong with me

 Since when does being loud mean anything?

 

 I’m quiet because my voice is ignored

 So why should I talk?

 I know the end results, I’m sitting at the finish line waiting




Yet another day of being verbally abused

 You claim you know how to talk, You don’t.
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healing is a process.
not & phase.





