‘Y1991 Ageq se 924eds

pied Asuow ‘Ayeams

pueloyyiom s Aep e

‘aln| ui punoq

SIIYJOM ||IWLMES 0}
Anaud ,upjooj s3o7

Inwmes

Please recycle to a friend!

ORIGAMIPOEMS.COM

origamipoems@gmail.com

Cover art: The Web
Peemy Prejeds™
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Indian Pipe

The pipe lies in the desert's whims,
its round shape a well full of dark
shame emboldened with a white
luster on its upper edge,

an unplanned tribute to the race
that darkened the force of its rites.

Laid to rest in the desert, its
ceremonial voice is not stilled as it
continues to churn out dust-notes
from its brown throat.
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Indigo

Her wide eye floods the earth

with an inconsistent blue:
sometimes dark,

and the women cry

Big Sioux tears.

Mostly light her eye is,

so the good times can
paragon the emptiness.
Everyone turns bronze

to spite the old kludge,
before her eye turns dusk
atits fringe...and then
bombshell black.



