
 
 

 
 

My Home 
 
Across the pavement, 
Down the street, 
Hurry home now. 
 
A pace as good as new, 
Swift and strong, 
Eyes on home now. 
 
Upon the boundary, 
Reach for the gate, 
Open another world now. 
 
A step that divides, 
The same world into two, 
Another creation now. 
 
A particular position, 
Or point in space, 
Home, sweet home. 
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