Little Venezia

The movement from side to side kept it going
The hymn of my mother's cries kept the house up at night
Nobody asked why, nobody knew why
Never ending

I was the one to blame at times
Her cries would become screams when she looked at me
We avoided thinking about our land
We avoided making her remember

She was the minstrel of the house
Strong when she needed to be 
Harsh when she didn’t 
Remembering the past

The harmony our land once had kept her up
The new sounds of today didn’t fight right
No duet between the Little Venezia
And the land of the Seminoles

And whenever I look her in the eyes
And her crow's feet come out of her cymbals
I see the Avila in her stare
And I feel the same pain

I know understand
9 years too late 
I shall never forget the fanfare 
of our dwelling place

I now force myself to remember
I make her not lose sight
And we fasten our ties
Never letting go

