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At Midnight










What goes through my mind at midnight.




I worry bout how the day before is going to affect me during the next.




The one laying next to me, what is she thinking while she rests.




Don't got many friends but one will be having a kid.










I can't make sense of things.




Why is my mind a mess.




Why is my mind a mess.










I constantly worry bout the past, present and future.




I use to know what I enjoy but right now I got no clue.




My life is in shambles, I don't know how to pick up the pieces




I can't figure out where I've been or where I'm going.










I can't make sense of things.




Why is my mind a mess.




Why is my mind a mess.










I have a hard enough time making decisions for my choices during the day.




But for some reason it all hits me like a ton of bricks




At midnight




At midnight










It wakes me up out of sleep.




It causes me to stay awake almost all night.




I try to tune things out by putting on movies.




But that doesn't help.




Sometimes it just gives the voices the soapbox.
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The Soapbox




As if it's easy enough for me to turn my brian off to rest.

All it takes is a small little thing to turn up the stress.

Keeping me awake longer and longer.

Movie marathons at night.

Make me question why do I have to do.




Then an idea from movies gives the thoughts that soapbox

It needs in order to speak louder.

So my one movie turns into a early morning movie marathon.

Or I lay in the dark tossing and turning since my brain won't let me sleep.




At times I wish I was born with an on/off switch on the back of my head

Maybe then I'd get a good night sleep
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Stupid Brain




I hate my brain.

Specially last night

Kept me up most of the night.




I feel exhausted.

I don't want to do anything.

My neck feels sore.

I know it's stress.




Today is going to be a long day

It's going to be a trying day.

I know I'll end up getting angry.

I'll also get frustrated.




I blame my brain for keeping me up most of the night.

I wish I had more control.

But for some reason my brain doesn't let me sleep.

I can't calm it down.

It's exhausting.
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