Where you going, little brown haired girl,
In your white cargo pants slung low enough on your hips
That I can see your Hello Kitty thong?
I see you solemn,
Leaning against the signpost at the bus stop
Waiting on the number7 get me the hell outta here line
With one earbud hanging down across your collarbone 
Poking out of your pink wifebeater
And the other in your ear, 
Playing cat and mouse with your dirty blonde hair,
KT Tunstall singing something about black horses and cherry trees.
You’re digging your toes in the grass 
As a pair of worn-out flip flops dangles from one hand
And your eyes stare off
At a tomorrow that never comes
No matter how fast you chase it. 
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