"SWOH puly
Ssl|q 1es
aly noj amyy a9
SuOX2q Moowwey ay3
weoJ syybnoy
"90M pue
sie|jop
Aq umesp
sj0p AQ pa3dauuod
suis § sabem asouy
sainonJis wouy 9344 bupjeaiq
AIDAODSIP MaU
SIy Aq pa1ybiep

Please recycle to a friend.

WWW.origamipoems.com
or email us at:
origamipoems@gmail.com
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Moving

The act of packing up one’s life
becomes a chore.
Keep this?
Toss that.

Why save this letter for another year?
This one you wrote and left
taped to my refrigerator door.
Simply stated:

"I can not love you anymore.”

Cleaning out the vegetable bin
becomes a chore.
Keep this?
Toss that.

Why save this one lone radish?
This one that escaped its cello bag
finding freedom for a spell.
Rolling around
within the confines of this metal cell.
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This has become a chore.
Keep this?
Toss that?

What am I saving all this for?
Memories have kept me caged here
whirling in the mind- tapes labeled

"home.”
Looping slowly,
packing up the things I thought I owned.




