
Growing up is weird 
It’s weird like you wake up one day  
In a different bed 
In a different city 
Surrounded by different strangers  
And still search for certain faces in crowds 
turn in your seat to whisper jokes to phantoms 
lose your way down familiar paths and streets  
you’ve never walked  
But swear you know how to navigate  
Like you’re a misplaced puzzle piece 
Trying to fit a different picture  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


