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Wish My Life Was Better





Seems like a constant wish.

For my life to get better.

Things keep circling the drain.

Falling in one by one.




Plans I make never amount to anything.

Jobs I apply for ended up with rejection letters.

I'm in my mid 30s how am I suppose to live

My future is looking bleak.

The credit cards looking maxed.




Can't afford to eat if it wasn't for credit.

Fiancee barely has enough to pay her bills.

If her bills don't get paid, we don't have a car.

No car then she looses her job and we've taken three steps back.




Living in the middle of no where.

We need so much to get by.

No public transit, it doesn't come out this way.

It takes us half an hour to get into town.

We literally are in the middle of no where.




I have no idea where my life is going to go.
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Stop The Voices




How is it possible to stop the voices.

Arguing inside my head is all they do.

Sounds like a shouting match that I can't get away from.




No matter what I do, it feels like it's wrong.

No matter which I listen to, doesn't seem right.

I can't keep my thoughts organized.

On an average day I'm lucky if I can figure out my own thoughts.




My brain feels like an egg hit with a frying pan.

Constantly dripping but no idea where it's landing.

Maybe one day I can figure out how to keep things in check.
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Written In My Scars




My past is written in my scars.

Hidden from the naked eyes

But visible to those who know where to look.




One of the most noticeable ones is my speech impediment.

Thought bout trying to fix it.

But too shy to do so.




My past is written in my scars.

Hidden from the naked eyes

But visible to those who know where to look.




I know my past has turned me into whom you see.

It'll affect me for the rest of my life.




My past is written in my scars.

Hidden from the naked eyes

But visible to those who know where to look.
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Dying On The Inside




Look at me, I know you wouldn't.

Each day I feel like I'm dying on the inside.

I feel like my life is getting worse with each passing day.

I have trouble sleeping at night.

I sleep for an hour then up for three to four.




I don't even feel tired when I head back to bed.

But I do so in hopes of getting sleep.

If I didn't I would be awake all night.

When I don't get much sleep I know I'm not the greatest.




I don't want to deal with shit and just want to be left alone.

Since I don't live alone, I don't have that choice.

I wish I had that choice.
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