
Light hits the pavement, 
An orange glow, 
Darkness circled by light. 
Windows of row homes 
Stretch out for miles 
Trapped beneath the concrete 
Inside my head. 
Yet I’m on my way home, 
From a skyscraper 
Encased in stars, 
On my way home 
Back to the suburbs, 
And the mononity 
Of white picket fences 


