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Fold This Poem In Half
) The Way Out Fold This Poem In Half
Please recycle to a friend.
The way out isn't Fold this poem in half,
under or over or now fold it in half again,
ORIGAMIPOEMS.COM around or even through. and again. Notice how,
or email: It's with. With is if you did it right, it fits
origamipoems@gmail.com the only wa}l o'ut. on an eighth of the page,
In fact, out isn't the way the moon fits
the way out either. in the backseat window
Cover Photo by Jan Keough Out is a misnomer. of the car traveling through

the night, the road unfolding
like a story from childhood,
the white space surrounding
the poem collapsing like time,
into this one moment reflected
in a little corner of the sky.
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