The House 0/7/7} Heart

jﬁyﬁ on a hill,
ina grzyéf, qurie! place
/s the house O/my heart

s my own prz’ua/e/o[ace.

Surrodnded by fields

Toll ofibifeflgnirlod /o8
A1 AR
anoffoaoﬂgazzz'ny bees.

The swing on /Aeporcﬂ

sways slow in the sun,

ouerfoofz'ny the yarof
where a child bas run.

Door Sfanofz'ny open,

liall full of Light
ﬁ'om the séyﬁyﬂ/ above,
fa[[ of stars in the niyﬁ/.

Walls lined with faces
of ﬁ“z'enofs bhere and gone.

FKooms /u[f o/ memories
and piclures /Aey \ve drawn.

A staircase thal's battered
o

leads fo the upstairs
) WY

Mere are the piclures
0//5039 Y call dear

SOIDQ/GO/QO/GHJK[ZII’Z‘y

others razor-sth arp clear.

Dedrooms o 'er/[owz'ny
with passions and dreams
bave echoed fo promises

tears, shouls, and screams.

%yﬂer up 1n the attic
too cluttered o tell

are the /Az'zzys that 9 hide,
~it's my own privafe bell

%noffasffy the roo/
nestled Azyﬂ in a cloud

/s where I go
when the wor[o/ye/s foo loud.

So remember this address

wﬁereueryou roam

the p/ace where my soul lrves

yOU can d[ll/dyd‘ ca[[éome.

7787)70 - 70 a//a/my/)'ieno(x, wﬁe}'euer yOll are.



