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Please recycle - to a friend.

WWW.ORIGAMIPOEMS.COM
origamipoems@gmail.com

Cover photo by Jan Keough
‘Stained Glass Hanging’
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Beyond
the Fold

Harry Calhoun
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Rainy Rhymy Poem

The rain drizzles down from the eaves,
past the gutter and its collection
of autumn leaves. It’s a day to inspire

poetry or liver cancer, as | sip beer
and try to find an answer with poetry
well read — and | guess | shouldn’t care

but | need an outlet and this is it.
The rain keeps falling, the verse is flowing,
and my true dismal heart is showing.

| realize that much of this poem rhymes.
| have another sip of beer and hope
that’s the worst of my crimes.



