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Every Time Feels Like Coming Home

—Dedicated to Boston Eastern Heritage Chorus

No matter what | am doing,

No matter where | am,

That voice always calls to me—
Gentle and resonant,

Profound and bright,



Bass, alto, soprano.

Every time feels like coming home.

Here, we hear the same voice,

A voice we know so well.

In a moment, it takes me back to childhood—

To the wilderness where | used to call out,

Or to the seaside, where | was just a child gathering seashells.
I am there, under the crisscrossing neon lights of the city,

Dreaming of that youthful figure heading toward the distant horizon.

Every weekend,

We long to gather here.

Here is the East,

Here is the taste we know so well.
Here is you, me, us.

We sing together.

In our songs,

We can travel anywhere we want to go.

Every time feels like coming home.
At the foot of Mount Moni

We see layers of soft breezes,
Gentle mountains,

Distant grasslands.

In the song Looking Back Again,



We see our youth,

Our love, hate, joy, and sorrow.

Together, we also sing of

Our new home,

Where the stars spangled Banner, wave beneath the starry sky.
Every time feels like coming home.
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