Misfits 
I don’t fit, I just don’t fit – What is wrong with me?

Why am I the one who was put with these people who refuse to be true n’ free?

I’ve gathered all of the evidence and the report is in

I’m a different kinda’ species tryin’ to keep private with my alien skin
I’m sitting in this room tryin to figure out what life is supposed to be

But I’m surrounded by these idiots who call themselves family
Who made up this thing called family anyway?

Just because I was born to you does it mean I have to stay? 

“Out in the real world”, as momma would say, 

“People won’t take care of you like me so why won’t you just pray?” 

They try to say I’m not good enough by reminding me of how different I am
So I remind them they’re not good enough with my attitude, anger and thoughts of revenge
Why do I feel so bad, even though I’m just doing what they do to me?
You know- an eye for an eye – I thought revenge was supposed to be sweet
They have the nerve to insist that it’s actually all me!
That’s IT! No more interventions, talks of sin, or that analysis-paralysis called therapy
30 days – that’s what they gave me

“Get clean or else you’re out this family!” 

If I would be their kinda’ normal 

It would be a downgrade from conscious to coma 

With 60 more lifetimes trying to fix this conflicted hollow trauma 

But yet, why can’t I leave? 
All this accumulation of evidence should prove it to me
Like this magical rope they use to take all my choices

They won’t listen or compromise, just turn up their voices
Thank goodness God gave me the sense to know right from wrong
How can I help these poor people restore their souls before I’m gone?

My friend tries to tell me how lucky I am 

Being connected by blood meaning safety til’ the end
The way I see it she’s the one I should hold with great resentment
Cause’ getting adopted actually means she was especially selected
“Get out of your head, change your thoughts!” I can hear the preacher preach 

But what she doesn’t get is that I cannot abandon the one thing that brings me a sense of peace
Is there a lesson to be learned about being placed with people who see me as different?

I’ve pondered this question my entire life cause being a misfit
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