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Please recycle ... to a friend

ORIGAMIPOEMS.COM
origamipoems@gmail.com

Cover: ‘Wall by the Sea’
By Jan Keough
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Yellow Teacakes
VeroNica Matsuda © 2012
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Donations Greatly Appreciated
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Yellow Teacakes

VeroNicA MATsuda
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YELLOW TEACAKES

Flowers of the sun

Royal collar of Egyptian gold

After winter’s brittle dormancy

Yellow is the most optimistic color
Fistfuls of a child’s pleasure

The knotted scarf of a woman’s patience
Unwinding to fly free as a kite
Ushering in an age of Gatsby in sepia
It’s an unabashed overflow with

Mint juleps and butter-yellow teacakes
Frittering away sun-baked afternoons
In villas vying for light of the kings
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FUTURE CHILDREN

To my future children’s children

If children are still a thing by then
Man-made like all the rest

Make yours of the finest barrel

Aged from lip-locked berries

With robot hearts and monkey spleens
The beige of a million fucks

Give them jobs and sweets and passion
Give them strife and sweaty brows
And ears just like my father’s



