Bui]cling Poems

We are the builders.

We are the ma]zers.

Human l)eings make t}lings.

Beautiful Jchings.

We build with Woocl, g]ass, concrete, steel —
and we build with words.

The things we make—whether they are
bui]clings or poems—}lave parts, and the parts
fit, and they are arrangecl in a pattern for a

purpose.

Like a glass tower that reflects the sley—that
almost becomes part of the slzy—a poem 1s
built—with poem pieces.

A poem is a kind of buil&ing.



