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Nothing New (Little Regrets)

Think if I had to do it all again I still would have ended the relationship to end up single
Not that I had any intention to really mingle
As I see how the opposite sex looks at me like I should be chasing them down as they scream bloody murder
In this day and age they don't have to really scream just post it online with some popular hashtag, now everyones heard her

I would have still raised the prices of my eBooks from $0.99 to $2.99 and watch my sales dip to nothing overnight
It's like the world thinks that if I get constantly left out in the cold I'm going to smarten up from getting frost bite
Don't see that happening as I was barely making a dollar a month off of what I wrote and each site told me I could make more
They kept telling me they loved the way I write and why not raise my prices at first I chose to ignore it but now I chose to explore

Knowing it's going to take a while before people buy again since I don't see them actually giving a fuck
But if nobody does buy anything I say again that would be just my luck
I figured I had nothing to lose and everything to gain
Guess it'll depend on how much people want to read about my pain

I'm sure other artists are writing similar things about what they are going through
No matter if I keep writing and make no money off of this, it doesn't mater I'm sure I'll make do
Got told when I joined that very little people make bank off of what they write
The smallest amount of those people are actually poets they tend to give up before they see the light
I guess it wouldn't be the light they see but the green
It would also no doubt be the past tense of seen as it would be so little at times it would be in your hand and gone
Before you even realized what they had, or maybe I'm just stupid and I'm dumb just like a pylon
Nobody understand the words that I speak just like if they came out of my mouth
Almost like I speak another language that hasn't been discovered yet, whoops did I put my foot in my mouth

Nobody is really going to know it anyways even if I did, I don't see me dropping my prices again
I see things staying what they are, I see my sales not doing much different they can't dip any lower even though I don't see them ever regain
People will get over it and turn back to buy what I do
It will always be around and even more new stuff will get released, I'm sure I'll walk away from it but I'll later return to pursue
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 Struggling With Life Again (More So Women)

On this dating app, just trying to be my polite self and not wanting anyone to be forced to talk to me
So just giving likes on ones I like and passing on ones  I dislike, should I be stepping it up to make myself stand out to she
As in hunting them down through the app to send actual messages to start a conversation
Not that I would be able to initiate any sort of fliration
My looks alone are no doubt enough to scare of what most
Yes I talk about that so much you would think that it's some sort of boast
But it's not, it's really true and most find me very unappealing

Similar to the troll who lives under the bridge who asks for a toll
When if you listen carefully you can hear me breathing heavy as I'm stroking my pole
Kidding of course, I wouldn't be that sort of troll, just the shy one sitting in the corner
That when most talk about to females they would try and warn her
Not that I've ever done anything bad they all just want to judge books by the covers
Or should I just get use to being the troll under the bridge
It's not even a nice one like a drawbridge either
It looks more delapidated like the one underneath
Yes I'm that same ugly guy whose missing teeth
Same one that nobody wants around
I don't think anyone would miss even if I was buried into the ground
Since I know I wouldn't come back as a rose
I would no doubt come back as a weed something for them to place salt on or pick so they can watch decompose

This is my reality, which no doubt explains why I walk with my head down
At times it's lower than low, perhaps being weighed down with my frown
Or it's being weighed down from all the negative things people say
Perhaps my death is just a delay
As I hear timing is a very important thing to make an impact
That would make people react
Then they would see my picture and all hope would be lost
Everything about me would either be crossed
Out or even tossed
Into the garbage cause nobody would find me a worthwhile cause
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