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Life at home was warm and colorful,
 surrounded by laughter and playing



But I haven’t seen it for months now,
 on this boat, so dark and swaying.



Leaving the boat I can feel the
sunshine. But I see my breath in the air
and feel the wind on my cheeks sting.



I am standing in the snow now, 
being sold as if I were just a thing



After long days, the
fire is a small comfort 



But what I really miss are
my family and friendships



Then I feel a thump in the rumble of the dirt,
And for a moment, I feel my heart skip!



The song is a bit different,  
and the words have different names

I feel almost like I did long ago,
singing all together around the flame



It is not exactly as it was, but
tonight, I feel truly warm.

Sharing in the sounds of
my home, the feeling takes

a similar form.
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