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Our Ordinary is waking up to a bright light.
A morning opening with its pale eyes.
A warmed breakfast,
Toast, eggs, and beef.
Our ordinary, with homework waiting for us
When lunch nears later on,
Dinner running round the corner,
Our ordinary is a test tomorrow
Or a grade that makes you stumble
Or the days that are boring
Our ordinary is wondering if tomorrow 
will be ordinary again
But somewhere,
Their ordinary means waking to sirens
Their ordinary means hunger itching during meals
Their ordinary means covering their ears and praying 
Praying for tomorrow
Praying for peace
Praying for life 
Praying for safety
And perhaps the strangest thing 
About ordinary
Is that someone, somewhere, out there
Is dreaming of the life
We believe is our ordinary.




