session 13: handout

IT FEELS JUST LIKE HOME
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There was always yelling

As far back as Shawn remembers

And Liz was only four the first time

Mom slapped, Daddy pushed, dishes flew

Two kids hiding behind the door

As the rage goes on in the other room

And it feels just like home.

Seventeen — in love and a baby on the way

They go to break the news and everyone comes unglued

For Shawn a split lip, for Liz “you slut”

Their parents throw them out — doors slammed on their backs

Leaving behind the rage that storms inside the rooms

That used to feel just like home.

Shawn always swore that he’'d be different

And Liz doesn’t know why she explodes at the smallest thing

If only they could get ahead, it would all change

But they can’t ... and it doesn’t

And their two kids are on the other side of the door

As their rage storms inside this room




