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These old palmtrees, they are swaying all along the shoreline
Hearing that southern accent just makes me feel so fine
I never lived down there too long but I don't feel like a stranger
Driving past the airport, seeing the beach just makes me feel much better
This old city has misteries and wind of her own
I don't think any wind can smell much better than my hometown.

My hometown is where I've learned the things I value most
I've learned how to sail a ship at night along the coast
I got some scars learning how to dive from the highest harbour rocks
Learned how to play this old guitar, how to swing and how to rock
These cold and rainy places always bring me down
And nothing makes me feel as good as the skies of my hometown.

I find my true heart when I walk deep down in the old city
I've always been like a stranger in the rest of the country
Do you know what I mean when I say I miss that southern jive
Drinking and making life so easy in the harbour bars at night
Under the old lemon tree, having dinner on the lawn
Me and my friends, we talk and joke all night, in my hometown.

This big city's just the like of Miami beach and Capetown
Scratch that gold plated shit, you will call it rottentown
Girls on the beach so beautiful, sweet skins colour of honey
Never found love in my hometown, only sex and money
My hometown's so beautiful, it puts sparkles in my brain
Makes me feels light-hearted like a line of cocaine.
