
Twas  the  Night  before  Covenant  House

Twas  the  night  before  Christmas,  and  all  through  the  streets  
I  wandered  so  weary  needing  something  to  eat.  
I  was  scared  and  alone,  in  search  of  some  rest,

My  life  had  been  wasted,  or  so  I  was  told.  
Recalling  my  childhood,  it  seems  so  unfair:

the  abuse,  the  neglect...  no  one  seemed  to  care.

for  my  new  beginning,  to  determine  my  fate.
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