Wiped Clean
(Written by Lana Grant and Chris Iannetti)
The day that I was born

Did you love me?

Did you hold me?

Did you want me?

Was it harder to let me go than to keep me?

Why did you leave me?

Do you have a picture of me,

That you carry with you in your mind?

Do you ever wonder if I grew up to be good and kind?

Will I develop the cure for cancer or saved mankind?

Do those thoughts ever pass through your mind?

I wonder if I have your eyes, your hair and your smile?

Wonder if you pray to the same God,

Or don't believe in him at all?

All these questions left empty in my heart.

But would the answers tear me apart?

Did you love my father?

What if, you don't even know his name?

Would I feel shame, or love you just the same?

Don’t get me wrong, I was blessed with great parents,

Of blood just not my own.

The only family, I've ever known.

(Bridge)

So maybe you don't have the right,

To claim a place in my life.

Maybe I, shouldn't want you there.

A cycle of questions, pain and even joy

Stemming from the tough choice,

A scared young girl made from a hospital bed.

Maybe some things are better left unsaid.

(Outro)

Feels like being hit from the inside

Hiden tears, I'll never cry.

Pain that only I will see

Life given, the connection...

Wiped Clean.

