uoouw ||y sAepJalsaA Jo sjueUWa
3yl wouy sapeds [|13S  MOYIwos
e3s 9y} SIuo} Jaye UaAd 1A pue

peoJ ay}
ul puag 3y} pue uns ay} Ing aam
s|eald Jay ples pey auoAsana Aiunod
3yl Ul Syuow Jnoy ISy Jay Joy

Aem a1ay3
uo SJB||IPED XJB|Q OM] 3y} JUSS pue
JauUulp pauinJd 3jeyy synujem punoss
Jo punod 3yy 3yl Janlq sem ays

Ajsnouias ooy adiay spoo Sunjel

Please recycle to a friend!

WWW.ORIGAMIPOEMS.COM
origamipoems@gmail.com

Cover artwork:
Topeggraphy 9 © Nermin Kura

www.nerminkura.net
Peamy Peciads™

Indigenous Truth

silent lotus © 2013
www.silentlotus.net

[OF 0!
b3
[m]52

e -

snjanfuo) uoyl
Aluasaffip ou apoiboijdy Aindian
Padu3LIadxa IADY ISNW SISO JINIOM
|[e1D0S 9yl 01 pallWpe Jo[asunod
2ouepind s,piy 9yl Jale| Pam e

$0000310] PUD S141YS-1 INOGD 32.193p
D32 D Sbm SswJip 3.pq 03 1ybu Yyl
ul pawiyd osje Ja3unoA JesaA e auo
9y} padjlou un 08 03 Jou Se 0S pue

2/b6p3 pjog b Aq pajuasaidai
som uonpu a3yl abupiis o 10 Jou
som 31 SBIm aiom uo1pIp[2ag 3yl fo
siaubys ayy fI  pauonuaw Jaydnep
J9y juswow ayi |iun  Asnsod
J0 eapl Jay jou sem juased e Sulaq

10}1p3 PUd A3 YL 0] 19NV

Indigenous Truth

silent lotus

,59U0 Uo

aAI1}adal Jo |npjueyl g 03 SIaLY
umop Suniag jou jo Japdo Jaysy e

Jo4 paj|ea juesd snoidnsaud e jo juaididas ayl Suieq ing

palonbsiw usaq pey snsaf ueys

SSWI} SJOW S3UI| 9SOY3 USIIIMAI pey 3Ys ains sem ays

13)2110 B JO 341| 213SBUOW 3Y3 SUIMO||04 JO SWEealp
Aw pue AjAneasd uszoly yum juaunuodul Suldq jo
uonjeuiSew! Aw umop disaim 01 ySiu ayj papaau |

Ainxn1 asejduowwo)-un uy

Reliving Truth

it was in a local café that foreigners
can not read about in magazines or
revised travel guides that i wanted
to meet you

where the scent of saffron tea
is not diluted by aimless
conversation from across the room
while waiting for the waiter to find a
waitress who has the chalkboard
with the list of indigenous wines &
aperitifs that go with either fine
slices of cured duck or an almond
crusted cheesecake

watching a missionary
try to palm off a prayer book on you
in the parking lot behind the marine
paint store and the hair salon was
never in the picture

Breakfast

the squirrels looked around with less
than a romantic ayre as rowboats chaffed
on anchor lines

a squall that not even the waitress
could have predicted for two hours
all the take out orders had been
tall coffees with one sugar yet each
had a different story about storm

and no  not one not even one
was a gypsy taxi driver or an
unemployed airport chaplain



