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Katherine Storm

FRIDGE POETRY

Ssminging trough
anoner tormaab /siening
Tor the guiet

M turns to me

Her smile lighting up

My heart

As it has countless

Times tonight

She points to her poetry
Pieced together on my fridge
And proudly shows

Her thoughtful addition

She must have stood

Inin front of my fridge
For ten minutes

Maybe more

Deciding the perfect words
To string together

For with M

All words

Must have meaning

| wonder how

It is possible someone
So thoughtful

So breathtaking

As her

Can fall for someone
S0 lost

So breathless

As me

SNAPPLE FACTS

Real Fact” #9357

E NoMmngness
or'a blgck folke
JEVerales a souna m e key
aB a

We double over laughing, and H asks

“IsitascaleinB at, or the speci ¢ note?”

L responds that they do not know,
how could they know?

How could anyone know

What a black hole sounds like?
How could anyone know

But Snapple?

We have been sitting in our park
e sun is creeping away
And we have refused to leave
Refused to walk away until
Our  ngers grow numb
From the cold
From the poetry
From the tarot
From the painting

L writes of me
H reads for L
And | paint H
ese are thea ernoons
Which make us feel
In nite
Found
Eternal
Complete
esea ernoons in the park
With Snapple facts
With graphite stained ngers
With paint smudged clothes
With tarot shaped words









