*$9029 Ja8uo| ou yeq siy
Aym siapuom ay agAe
‘wiy o1 ||ed | ‘oaJ1 9yl Ag

‘op s4ano| Aem ayy

s9A3 s,49Y10 3y} 03Ul 400| 9
‘peaJs | UBym aw 01 SAWO0I IH

‘unJ 03} Joop ay3 Aq Suniem uayy
sJ1e1s 9y umop Suppipd smed siy pieay |
‘3w YyUMm |lew ay3 Sunias 1day aH
‘Jeah 1se|

yieauq paJsoge| Suo| auo 1ey} Jaye
da3|s 031 3uam aH

"109449 S} 3001

S1UBIUOD S,9|PA3U AY) UBYM

pald | pue us|3

‘9943 e Aq anesd siy Snp |

's11eyl ‘ol siy
‘pUd J3ASU 0} PaW3S 1|

aisog yum

Please recycle to a friend!

ORIGAMIPOEMS.COM
origamipoems@gmail.com

Cover Photo: John Boyce
Peamy Prejads ™
BOGIE © 2014

Dusronce I Fip

[=] 4% =]
%
Oft:

‘uiede aue am aJ4aH
‘Ino pue ul Sulyieauq we |
'spua pue suigaq 9)I7

*molios yum AiSue
‘MmoJJeu 3y} umop syysnoyy Suneaq
A|ssa|pua ‘uew ay|

‘swealp o3 Sunuedap
signop ,sanindique Aq
paieaidwodun

'spo3 Suideam ay3 01
suoneIued Ul BISIYM SPUIA
*3W0d 3Y [|IM di0W ON

‘Pl4OM 3Y1 Yyuim ddead 1y
950U SuU1Yd21IMI SIY YSnoayl pajjius
WOPSIM Ju3ldue 3y |

‘8uimnos asnf saneg)|
‘paniaaiad suoiso|dxa s,uns Jou
puim ay3 sl uaas 10N

‘Buipasdoud si 9yl
SPJOM 9S9Uj1 PEaJ 9M SB UdAT
‘Buipjojun waod y

‘yr0q sxya9s Sop ay L
“J1eYD SIY Ul S91UM uewINy 3y
‘puim ay3 ul 3ul33I1m sanea

‘||e) s@) €|} mous Suiydiem
‘uona|dwod Sulieau 9yl e
‘punom siy s3a1| Sop ayL

Soa ayL

Dedication

To honor an honorable being
who, in our short time together,
changed the course of our lives

giving to one another
a place not known before.
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Bogie

My dog circles on top of his bed,

two or three times, tamping down its texture
and smelling the air it puffs out

before snuggling into a restful repose.

He follows me, his group leader,

not as a subservient being,

but as one fulfilling his role

to make a succinct unity.

| get to witness the antiquated,

the facets not yet wrenched from him
on his journey from wolf

to sharing with another species.

Bogie sits, face on my lap

desiring only the affection

my hand can provide his body,

the security and fulfillment of our pack.

Like a baton passed from runner to runner,
he conveys the awareness of my path,

a transformation from the old intuitions

to this current processional step.





