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Sips

My tea amigos

sip their delicacies
without haste.

Their pace laced

with caffeine or not.
They linger, they twirl,
they flavor their world
with honey.

Coffee conspirators

want mugs that handle

every degree of need -

am or pm,

Starbucks bold or Dunkin mild;
They steep themselves

in brewed wisdom -

with hopes to unwind.

Sips’ by O.R. Gami © 2009
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A Cup of Origami

Poems by

Mary Mueller e Kim M. Baker
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Cappuccino

Steamed peaks

float like meringue

in the swimming pool cup
that warms my hands.
Ready to dive

nose first

into roasted mist,

| pause and sip.

Alchemy of capuchin —
elixir of bliss.

‘Cappuccino’ by Mary Mueller © 2009

6002 © g e £q 20( unpof,

swaod e syiliq 1ey3 Asesda puljq swes ul

Jappnys
s3y8noy3 3,upip ‘Wiy yim asam noA usym ing

auoyd ay3 dn x21d Jo ||ed 3,uom d0f ‘Ou

Ja1e| paj@ay-punod pue juads ui dwi| ||,noA ‘sah

‘awoy e} 3,uom ay umoy o3 |e e SuiAlIp
JIAO| 3214 B S,BABS JI S94ED OYM

*MOJ} |B21WAYD JO SWJE Ul MOJINg 0}

sutaJ Suyseajun Jo sySnoyi plioj} 331oxe
sulaA ysi33n|s ul @2e4 03 Suleos poojq 1as
Mo s,2ys uaym dn |18 e doud |im sor
‘98eJan9| 30y J0 sasiwolid Suiydayimaq
JOAJRJ d11BWOIE YHM INO Sunnoys

J2uJ0d uequn Asane punoue SujSuey
sa8eJanaq Jo Aoq peq ays s,99440)

|or ,unjor

12-Step Verse

She sat next to me, stoked

on caffeine and cinquains,
compressing her life philosophies
into jazzed up lines of five.

She passed me a pen and said, “Hit?”
“Me? No. I'm off the ink.

It ruined my life. My muse left me.
Now? AA. Alliterations Anonymous.”
But as she spoke, | craved a toke

off that stoked poetry,

a cuppa that coffeehouse java sonnet.
| don’t need fourteen lines! Just one
clever couplet and I’'m outta here.

Hi, my name is Will and I’'m a po-slut!

12-Step Verse’ by Kim M. Baker © 2009



