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Please recycle to a friend!

ORIGAMIPOEMS.COM

origamipoems@gmail.com
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Donations Greatly Appreciated
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In Mommy’s Shoes

| used to love playing dress up

as a little girl. | saw my mother’s

closet as a magical dimension,

a place filled with beautiful clothes.

On me, her blouses became summer

dresses, dresses ball gowns, silk

scarves belts, and high heels

catapults into the future. | spent

countless hours staring at myself

in the mirror, secretly wishing

| was something beautiful heart
could wear.

Mona Lisa’s Smile

Can | paint what’s on my mind,
creating my own masterpiece
straight from the heart? I’ve loads
of filled tubes, brushes, a canvas
large enough to achieve your smile.
| mix shades, sweep brushstrokes
with little confidence, rely on smudges,
charcoal sketches, the imperfection
of a little girl’s memory too vague
to know what’s real.





