
  
    
      
    
  


 I Stole Them

You tell me my writing is fake, you've heard it all before
I would hope you have, you just don't even know what to look for

I stole it all from you guys
I know it's no real surprise
I've taken what you've written and mashed it all together
So that it can keep itself warm during the cold weather

You actually think someone like me can write some of the things I've said
The way some of you look at me, you must think that I'm imbred
The way I look, the way I sound the way I speak
He must be twenty times worse than a geek

Sometimes I even run to the textbooks to steal the rhymes that they previously written
But I see I'm not the only one whose done that, the only difference is those were once handwritten

You tell me my writing is fake, you've heard it all before
I would hope you have, you just don't even know what to look for
You tell me my writing is fake, you've heard it all before
I would hope you have, you just don't even know what to look for

Now if you've actually believed one word that I've said
Then you seriously need to stop dead

I pull everything from the heart that beats inside my chest
My brain puts those words together, my fingers do the rest
As the words lay out on the screen before me
I know that what I'm going through, only I will truly see
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Just Walk Away

Not sure if I'll ever learn just to walk away
Thinking something is going good, say to myself "I Could get use to this"
Then it stops

Almost like the person vanishes right before my eyes
Was it an illusion all this time
But after an undetermined amount of time it starts up again
But then it stops

Why do I put myself through this
Getting to the point where I want nothing to do with anyone
Why look for people, when nobody wants to stay talking to me
I can just put more time into writing
More time into other hobbies
Investing more time into other hobbies

Clearly people aren't worth the time to invest in
But myself seems like the best investment
The only one I would have to argue with is myself
Only disagreements with myself

Can't really say no more mental stress
I have gotten into some rather heated arguments with myself
At times even went weeks without talking to myself
"Don't talk to that guy he's an asshole, he dislikes all my ideas"
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Having Trouble This Morning

Woke up later than I wanted to
But I guess I was just tired or tired of it
Struggled to get out of bed which seems to be nothing new
Know I have a few things to do today
Sitting at the computer for a bit trying to wake up before I complete the tasks
As I sit here I feel like a rain cloud is growing above me
Making me feel sadder and sadder as time pasts

I know there's nothing I can do about it
Could be depression, yup it could be
It also could be the pandemic and being very limited
Perhaps a mix of both that really got me down
Also being confused about what one should do

I continue to struggle, this will be an all day event
Somethings that people find to be simple answers, I could write textbooks about my thoughts on them
Nobody seems to understand why my brain thinks like this nor does it have trouble
I've always had that problem of over analyzing 
Perhaps that's why I've never been happy

My brain isn't even happy when it sleeps
I've resorted to sleeping pills to help that process
Wish it just had an off switch 
But some days I don't know if I would want to turn it on

Not sure if I'll even manage to muster up the fake smile today
I'm not even smiling on the inside
Don't think I ever truly smiled in a long time
I'm not talking days or weeks, more than likely months if not years
Think the happy feeling goes along with it
Which means I haven't truly felt happy in that long either

I think I forgot what the feeling of happy is
As well as what it feels like
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Words Are My Self Destruction

The words will be my self destruction
Destroying myself and my life as I know it
All in one big explosion
But it may not end with a big bang
It maybe just a trickle of blood that drips when it gets to the end

I guess life hasn't overly decided what it wants from me yet
Nor has it decided the ending that it will take
But it seems to have chosen for me to live this life alone
Seem as if I have to put in the effort in talking to people
It seems that I would rather live effortless and keeping my mouth shut
Why bother talking, when it's I who have to come to you

At times I would rather just sew my lips shut
Sew them shut to keep them closed forever
No words shall flow from these lips
As I continue my desent into perhaps madness

The words will be my self destruction
Destroying myself and my life as I know it
All in one big explosion
But it may not end with a big bang
It maybe just a trickle of blood that drips when it gets to the end

Words that will make people both nervous and concerned
As if I'm speaking out of things that I maybe thinking or possibly even doing
But it is certainly words that I am feeling
For this human race, I have given up on the race for these humans
I have not found any reason to compete, as none are worthy of that effort

My words will be my self destruction
The reason why people have chosen no longer to communicate with me
Whose fault will that be ?
When it's all said and done, it will certainly not be mine
They had the chance
They had the opportunity
They chose to ignore me
So I have chosen to ignore them
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Perfect Person

I used to think only the perfect person of yourself could exist
So I reached inside
Looked deep inside
Went searching inside
Only to find that only one of me truly exists

I'm not perfect, in no way
No matter how you shape it or speak of me
I'm more flawed than most
Rough edges, yeah I got'em
Missing objects, yeah I got'em
Error codes, yeah I got'em

But I still travel this planet
Still looking for someone until I can't manage
The word compatable may exist
But for me incompatible seems to be the most common

They all want someone who is a hundred percent
No missing objects, no error codes
That doesn't exist in my life
 
I used to think only the perfect person of yourself could exist
So I reached inside
Looked deep inside
Went searching inside
Only to find that only one of me truly exists

As time goes by
More error codes
More missing objects
No wonder why I don't see anyone looking past the exterior

It's flawed
It brings up 404 error codes
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Will The Sadness Ever Stop ?

Not anytime soon
I've never been much of a happy person
Some actually think that I'm doom and gloom
Others have often thought that I was morbid
People tell me if I keep writing about it, thats what my life will become

I can write bout money raining down upon me
But I'm a poet and that sort of thing doesn't happen to us
We very rarely sell anything we write
You can take your false hopes and go elsewhere

Give me my umbrella I see dark clouds rolling in
Give me my umbrella I see dark clouds rolling in

If you dislike reading this sort of thing
Then you can skip me
Keep moving on by
Just like life passing me by

My life is what I write
It's the same forecast everyday
I don't see any sun in the future, it wasn't here yesterday, today or tomorrow

The sun doesn't shine on people like me
Give me my umbrella I see dark clouds rolling in
The sun doesn't shine on people like me
Give me my umbrella I see dark clouds rolling in
The sun doesn't shine on people like me

Similar to I don't see women smiling at me
They tend to look in the other direction when I come
They tend to look for a way out of the conversation when I speak
They tend to do anything they can in order to avoid me
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