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The Fire is Spreading 

The place that cradled me is burning

And now that the fire is extinguished

I have to rebuild two homes

Because now my parents are divorced

And are no longer two people in unison

But two individuals one I call mom the other I call dad

And even though I'm not letting being a number beat me

I'm still on the charts statistically speaking

I sort of but never saw it coming, it was just my luck

Like standing in the road but not getting out of the way for that mack truck before it could deliver that truck load of hurt on my heart.

But now that their divorced they keep clawing at each other

To get a bigger part of my so-called heart

What I once knew as a wonderful middle class home

Has burned down to the ground and nothing but ashes are left

I do still have some fragments of family pictures, vacations, and funny moments when we were happy

I guess thats what keeps me sane and my heart from growing cold to either of them

The fire marshal said the fire started because of lying, arguments over money, not communicating, adultery, deceit.

Chaday, Lamont, and myself all suffered from smoke damage

The fire was two years ago and our lungs still aren't clear

Because we get sparks thrown at us from the constant crossfire

Am I hurt or burned, hurt or burned, hurt or burned?

Either way I'm left traumatized and scorned

Because never again do I want to see the rapidness of flames tare through a once loving home as though it were nothing.

Never again do I want to see the ambulance, policeman, and fire truck at my home for something that was so preventable.

Even the fire marshal, a stranger, said all we had to do was call 555 the therapy hotline and our home could have been saved.

The place that nourished me is gone

The family ties we had are no longer strong

So I try not to lie, ask for money, or argue with them

But sometime I slip

And even though nothing beats a failure but a try

Sometimes all I can do is cry, and cry, and cry

I vow now that I won't be a fire starter and flames won't ever see me

Although the fire marshal said he doubts that statistically speaking

I say bull shit ain't no way a number is gonna beat me

