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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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To the Boy Who Stole My First Kiss

It’s an old story, you and |, hip to hip,
gathering wreckage in that kiss, me

not washing for days after wanting

the scent of both our bodies to sink in
somehow. I’ve so much to learn

about the sharp divide between before
and after, from biting into a fruit-bearing
heart, knowing the past sometimes

runs sweet and the future even sweeter.

doais 4aA3 pjnod peay nok
9A31|9q 03 93€| 00}

yonuwi s 31 240494 ‘13inb
sauoq Aw 24049¢g "03 9]
JaAau ||,nok Aes *dasp ay3 ul
}]9s3 Buipaay4 9943 pIO ‘OA0|
“QuawIow siy3 ul pjay pue
2J9y—pesy ayj} asnoy
Isnw Apoq ay3 asnedag
‘UBWOM B pjoy 03 y3nous
JaAau st uakeud e asnedag

Kemy yaeaug Aw 3001 jey) Kog sy ol

To the Boy That Raped Me

Let me bruise again: think about
the ripe fruit in your palm eaten.

| could pretend | don’t remember.
| could pretend and not be sorry
for wanting to be dislocated,

to be taken apart and put back
together again. I'll just keep think-
ing of you like this, like my throat
won’t swell from the stings.



