THE HISTORY OF MAMA €OCO

Sometimes, I think I'm ¢ (] 2.

Because of something that h (24is51c}) before I was
even born.

See, a long time ago, there w (9121 this family.

The papa, he was a musician.
He and his family would sing and dance and count their

blessings.

But he also had (7}#]|17 9%t a dream. To play for the world.
And one day, he | (‘FH 59ch with his guitar and never

r (SoteX] ko).

And the mama...

She didn't have time to cry over that walk—away(% D
musician.

After banishing all music from her life she f (3retch a
way... to provide for her daughter.
She r up her sleeves(4 0SS HolZ%CH and she |

(8 ch to make shoes.
She could have made candy, or fireworks, or sparkly
undenwear... for wrestlers, but no, she ¢ (A1ERSHCEH shoes.
Then she t (F2#c)) her daughter to make shoes.

And later, she t (“I2% L)) her son—in—law.

Then her grandkids g roped in(232 2A§CH.

As her family g (gdsic A %), so did the business.
Music had torn her family apart.

But shoes h them all together.(5}L}
g Folzqdh)

You see, that woman was my great-
great—grandmother, Mama Imelda.

She d (=coPHicl) way before I
was born.
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