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Please recycle 10 a friend.
and
blessings
WWW.ORIGAMIPOEMS.COM
or email us at:
otigamipoems@gmail.com
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Narcissus

wearing white stripes, dark cravat

a song sparrow perches in the forsythia
outside my window

peering preening and peeting
occasionally making quick forays

at the glass

day after day he comes
head back throat throbbing
he sings and sings

trying to win the bird
reflected there

this cold morning
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Blue

swimming in Crotched Pond one blue afternoon

encircled by shoreline fringed soft with pine
T heard a cty then saw a single loon
so close we faced each other eye to eye

startled it plunged beneath blue waves and 1
pale legs kicking arms pulling bore

deeply down through darker blue to try

to see what watery wonders loons explore

through blue shadows weeds entangling my toes

1 could not follow in the loon’s swift wake
breathlessly I surfaced still not knowing

shattering the mirrored sky it rose
far far down the calm blue bowl of lake
its eerie cry echoing echoing echoing



