‘uoneupaw 4oy adu
ueoy e si Suiyou

214 J43331yd ySnoayy
BUBAJIU SB UMOUY|

aney ySiw ay 18y
“JUsWUYSI|US pJemo)

1no Suiyoeal siayo
‘quui| Suissiw ayy

Japun 1ySu 1es aney
‘2llqnday ay1 ueyy

Jap|o Heo sl siy3
payoid aney 1ydiw ay

uexa] e uaaq pey
eyppng 1 399 ||

JeO JayiejpueID

WWWw.origamipoems.com

origamipoems@gmail.com

Every Origami microchap may be

printed from the website.

Cover: Buddha Texas Tree
by Lauri Burke

©rgany Peary Prejads™

At Paisano Ranch

Chip Dameron © 2016

The author thanks the Dobie Paisano
Fellowship Program for its generous

support.

Recycle this microchap
with a friend.

‘uelpiaonb ay3 jo Jnis

|edi8ew ‘s9310A00 pue

spJiq AiSuny pasy 01
Spaas ‘salliaq an|q jo

9341 9|ewa} AJans 03
asiwoud snosauag e

‘spooysoqysiau ‘s|jiy
‘sAajjen ay3 uneod

‘wiy uo Suneuolap
uajjod Aisnu J1vy3

‘peou sy Suoje pue
apis|iy Aysniq sy ul

32143 ‘Suaa48iana
pad3eys Apues asoyy

‘siadiunf aysy ay3 uo
9As ue daoy| 031 1599

X3¢ uedwey

Chip Dameron

‘spuiw AiSuny pue
91182 40} 98eU0}

—S1Ee0 B3S pue|ul
wa1san|q youey Sury
paasdoup pues

w?aisan|q 8iq
eweusd sexa|
waisan|q a1y

sseJSyd3Ims owe|y
wia1san|q JaA|IS
ssea3uelpu| mo||oA

ewesd an|q
ssea3ano| suie|d
eweusd syeoapls

:smopeaw Aol
ssoJoe 3uos e
‘sasseud jo Aueyl| y

sosseln

House Bones

A two-room cabin
built in the 1860s,

hand-hewn cedar
logs and limestone

rock mortared into
a frontier infancy,

now grown along
with the rest of

Texas, expanded,
modernized, and

the uncovered bones
in the hallway are

but hints of what
the earth holds dear.
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Creek

From the front porch,
Barton Creek’s rushing

is the constant sound
all day long, until

the cicadas amp up.
Several feet deep

these days, flowing
on into Austin, it

was dry for two years
not so very long ago,

and then last spring it
flooded for six weeks.

| listen to its voice now,
toned beyond meaning.



