
Tiny​ ​Shoes 
 
The​ ​little​ ​flashing​ ​things​ ​in​ ​his​ ​tiny​ ​tiny​ ​shoes 
would​ ​never​ ​flash​ ​again. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[Author's​ ​note:​ ​​ ​This​ ​only​ ​makes​ ​sense​ ​if​ ​you​ ​know​ ​the 
assignment,​ ​which​ ​is​ ​really​ ​weak​ ​on​ ​my​ ​part.​ ​​ ​Still,​ ​I​ ​love 
this​ ​piece,​ ​so​ ​feel​ ​it​ ​belongs,​ ​even​ ​with​ ​its​ ​need​ ​for​ ​an 
explanation. 
 
The​ ​prompt​ ​was​ ​to​ ​write​ ​a​ ​poem​ ​about​ ​shoes​ ​that​ ​invoked​ ​a 
feeling​ ​of​ ​death,​ ​but​ ​without​ ​mentioning​ ​it.] 


