My Heart is My Fome
By Tenka Cicelova

Same people say
U fome is a place,
Same peaple say
U home is a building.

But J knew that there is no place special encugh

S J say- my heme is where my feart is.

My feart makes everything seem

s welceming as Eggnog en Christmas ;
Ws caloful as Qutumn in Newth Undever;
s cheeful as a child with a new bifke;
s calm as a beach in bow tide.

Und it just se happens
That my heart durells

Jn a place well desewing
Fhat J call Nowth Undover

Und if T ever leave

J will not grieve

PBecawse for just a mement in time
My home was Nexth Undever
Where my heart was.



