CAN YOU FerL THE RHYTHM AND FLOW?

> |n yesteryear, when Moby Dick was just a tadpole and the seas
rolled and thundered over the jetties and onto the shore...

» [n my old battered black wallet | carry many things. A letter
from a friend. My lunch ticket. My social security card. Many ' .
other tidbits and items as well. There is ohe thing, however,
which I prize above all my possessions. It is a photograph. [t's
small, and the photographer was not good. That does not
matter. What matters is the person in the photograph. His
hame is Brian Sizemore. ..

» What is poetry
Poetry is moosick to me
on a piece of paper
Moosick that rhymes
Soft moosick to my
ears




