Eye Appraiser–Amanda Blank
Brown,
you said.
But not just brown.
They’re chocolate,

chocolate with gold

flecks mixed.

Did you know 

your eyes are valuable?

Dancing,

you said.

Your eyes waltz
when you smile.

It’s a stupid cliché

but, I bought it.

I made it mine.

I said 
Look! My eyes

are dollars!
They dance like

the lady in

a jewelry box.

Little did I know

that all jewelry

is cash. For

the right price

it can be bought,

sold, and melted

to become

another girl’s trinket.

Sorry,

you said.

They just don’t sparkle

like they used to.
