€T0C @ SWEel|IMm b

UMO} Ul MOYS 153q
—asnoyino Aie pajepide|ip ays JO 189S MOJ

ju0uy 918edy 9y ul 239 Suniq Suppng SulAuuiym Aq
pPapuUNOJINS WJ01S 3y} JO 2A3 aY) Ul SEM |

0} Uo pjoy p|nod ay aJew Aue Sununow

pasnoue Aj|ny sem uol||e1s 3y} ,3shoy,, e 1oy}
95NJXa UE JO }224M Aull 9Y) papuno.ins pue

ul paJapunyj saluod pjim Jo pJay |lews e Ajuappns
uaym (ax0f e s eyl %o) andojere) sieas ayy

1n0 SuppPayd Sujuiow suo 349y3 Suils sem |
spue|peg Y3 JO 3|ppIW a3 Ul MIIA SSUIBP|IM
SNOJaAJEW B 0JUO Pauado }| JDABMOY JOOP B payde|
ulged 3yl puiyaq y|em 11oys e—asnoyino ay;

JIeY Jno Jo Ino s9|qqng ay3

198 03 y3noua 3uo| uies pjnom 11 adoy pue deos jo
Jeq e gesd3 umop duis Appinb pjnom am pauied 3
Jansuaym—aarem ujuund 4o A1d133I8 ou pey eyl
uiged 80| ssa|mopuim pjo AJsA ajowal e ul—odedlyd
woJ) J3)I0M BISIA B uid|eH 113 YUM PIAI| | 949Ym
uoI1BAI9SAY Uelpu| 33p1Y auld 9yl uo Aydes3oroyd
4oea) 01 JUSM | US3JBUIU SEM | JBWWNS 3y

S3SI0H Sn|d N0 —el0)eq Yinos uosiapuep

Please recycle to a friend...

WWW.ORIGAMIPOEMS.COM

Peamy Prefeds™
Exphrasis Contest ~ 2013
4 Horses © 2013

Congratulations to the Poets:
Martin Willitts, Jr.
Ira Schaeffer
Pd Lietz
Helen Burke
Kik Williams
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See website for bios, acknowledgments,
& printable Origami micro-chapbooks
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Jason Hancock’s
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A Few Thoughts on Art by Jason Hancock:

| always wanted to be an artist.

The opportunity of creating with only the rules
that | choose to work with and against,
very early on, gave me such a sense of freedom
that | wanted to cultivate it throughout my life.
Now, as | near 40, | have reached a level of
Understanding of what excites, surprises, and
gives my mind and heart a healthy mode of
expression.

My art is my solace, therapy, and love that makes
me feel whole when life itself can be so fractured.

Jason Hancock ‘s studio
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A Horse Dreams

It wants to carry one of the four horsemen—
dangerous and feared; not a plow horse.

A black one eating entire countries as famine
instead of pulling to exertion

like it was a place with a scorching sun

full of sin. Or red, bringing endless knives
and slaughter, spilling continents as blood;
not living on carrot tops. Or pale horse

with a skeleton rider; not heavy as a farmer
millstone body. Maybe white of conquest —
but of what? The flies would be first

for they ignored the wisdom of his tail.
Maybe end days of fields and endless toil.

Or rebuild the barn so chill stayed away.

It tossed ideas with its swishing head;

the farmer thought flies were bothering

his dappled horse and shooed them away,
then fed it a sugar cube — and the horse

remembered why he stayed.

Martin Willitts, Jr. © 2013



