Home

Put your feet up!

Relax you’re at home.

Scratch those embarrassing places.

Thumb your nose at society’s graces.

Make that bed!

No need to worry.

Housekeeping is up to you.

Clean it up or leave it askew.

Sit in front of the tube!

No one’s there to tell you not too

Watch the most ridiculous shows

Or lay on the couch for a nap in repose.

Shower that body!

Get it clean to go out

Or lie in your dirt till you smell like a skunk

Then clean it up when you’re sick of that funk.

Cram you face full of donuts!

You can eat, as you want.

But you’ll pay in the end as your teeth rot out

Just keep those lips closed when you’re out and about.

Run each room in the nude!

You’re free to roam here

No one to laugh at that sagging belly

Hey, even Santa’s bounced like a bowl full of jelly.

Sing in the shower!

Or sing anywhere you want

You may sound like a farmer shouting pig calls

But like the tree falling the empty forest no sound escapes these walls.

Home is where the heart is no doubt

To be you and let it all hang out.
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