uoow ||n} sAepia3saA jo sjueuwal
9yl wouj sapueds ||s  MOYawos
eas ayl Siuoy Ja)e uaAd 1dA pue

peos ay}
ul puag 3yl pue uns ayy INg IaM
s|eAl 43y pies pey auoAiana Aiunod
dYl Ul Syow Jnoj 3sily Jay Joy

Aem J1ay3
uo SJe|[Iped Xde|q OM] 3y} JUIS pue
Jauulp paulnd jeyi synujem punosd
Jo punod ayr I JoNIq sem dys

Ajsnonas 0o] adiday spoo Sunjel

Please recycle to a friend!

WWW.ORIGAMIPOEMS.COM
origamipoems@ gmail.com

Cover artwork:
Topeggraphy 9 © Nermin Kura
www.nerminkura.net

ergany Poamy Prejads™

Indigenous Truth
silent lotus © 2013

www.silentlotus.net

[=] 3% [5]
3
[m]52

snianfuo) uobyl
Ajpuasaffip ou apoibosiay Aindiap
pa2uaLIadXa IADY ISNW SISO JIXIOM
|eI20S Byl 01 pPaNWPE  JOJISUNOD
Qouepind spp Ayl Jsa1e| yPAm e

50000310] PUD S141YS-1 1N0GD 33123P
D312 D SDM swup aipq 0} 1ybu ayl
ul pawiyd osje 493unoA JesA e auo
9y} pajnou un o8 0} jJou se 0s pue

3/bo3 p|pg b Aq pajuasaidal
Sbm uofibu 3yl abupbis (o 10 jou
sbm 31 sBim aiom uo0i1pip[2ag 3yl fo
siaubis ayy fi pauonuaw Janysnep
J9y  uawow 3y |nun  Anaod
Jo eapl Jay 1o0u sem juased e Sulaq

10}p3 PUINIIM dYL 0L 1917 V

Indigenous Truth

silent lotus

,S9UO0 Uo

aAnadal Jo |njueyl 3g 01 sa3UY
umop Suime8 1ou Jo uapJo Jaysiy e

10} pa||ed weud snoidnsaid e jo 1uaididad syl 8ulaq ing

pajonbsiw uaaq pey snsaf ueyy

S9W 1} 2I0W SBUI| 3SOYI USNIIMBI peY 3YS 3Ins sem dys

19%21D B JO }1| d3SeUOW dY3} SUIMO||04 JO SW eaup
Aw pue AlAEID USZOJ4 YUM JUBURUODUl Sulaq jo
uoneuiSew Aw umop afisaim 01 3ysiu ayy papaau |

Ainxn @sejduowwo)-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



