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can you tell me a stoRy about going
home? sometimes it is all that i
can think aboUt. Sometimes i can
feel the humidity and breathe in

the spanish moss air of the
cemetery and it just makes me so

Homesick.  I want to sleeP during a
hurricane. i wanT to take my new

Year's offeRing to IEMANJA and
wAtch it drift AwaY while tHe

FireWoRks reflecT in the oceAN, Her
Ocean. eVerythinG there is a

famiLiAr melOdY.  MayBe it isn't
anymore.  mAybE I don't Know it

anYmore.ONE DAY THE ONLY THING LEFT
WILL BE NANA, TOWERING OVER US ALL.

And one day NanA will also fAll,
but By theN we'll all be LONG GoNe.
There won't be anyone to reMeMbER
thOsE tWiSteD tRees, oR tHe PARAdE
of shrimP boAts; BAllAsT sinKs to
the BottOM oF the SeA. One THiNG,

At LeAsT, iS CeRtaiN: TO HER WE
WILL RETURN.
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Way down upon the Suwannee
River,
Far, far away,
There's where my heart is
turning ever,
There's where the old
folks stay.

All up and down the whole
creation,
Sadly I roam,
Still longing for my
childhood station,
And for the old folks at
home.

All the world is sad and
dreary
Everywhere I roam.
O dear ones, how my heart
grows weary,
Far from the old folks at
home.

All ‘round the little farm
I wander’d,
When I was young;
Then many happy days I
squander’d,
Many the songs I sung.
When I was playing with my
brother,
Happy was I.
Oh, take me to my kind old
mother,
There let me live and die.

One little hut among the
bushes,
One that I love.
Still sadly to my memory
rushes,
No matter where I rove.
When will I see the bees a
humming,
All ‘round the comb?
When shall I hear the
banjo strumming,
Down in my good old home.






