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Every Origami micro-chapbook may be
printed from the website.

Cover: Night Swimming
by Lauri Burke
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the vacant hinge of a song
James Croal Jackson © 2016

‘Utah Sandstone’ previously published
in ‘Turk’s Head’
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the vacant hinge of a song

James Croal Jackson
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CITY AT NIGHT

When the city stops buzzing, streetlights
invite reflections onto storefront windows.

Finally, the distortions make us young,
removing cigarette burns and ash.

What love is reserved for the old? The bridge

seems sturdy in winter but more slippery

with its blue-streaked ice — and mouths of
gravel seem ageless. Time rescinds her reach

toward the cradle of sleep —
maligned shoes end on a cold porch,

slathered in a salty grit. Snow on
the doormat waits for extinction.
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ARIZONA DESERT

sand lodged in the crooks of fingernails
watch the way light

reflects its own water
the last time something glimmered

was birth driving ninety
through the Arizona desert

the scorch in red rocks
pursued our same dreams

pricklier than a cactus
you leave who you love

the phone conversations
of dryer lint and treble

in heat, tires tremble
in cold, you wait



