A Word From Our Reviewer
Spoken Poetry is always a mistake.
Rock Critics call you a Pompous Flake.

And they’ll condemn you every time

If you should make your verses rhyme.

They’ll howl and moan that it isn’t Soul,

Or Twelve-Bar Blues, or Rock ‘n’ Roll.

Write what you will; they’ll always find
It isn’t what they had in mind.

Your work will be met with jeers and spite.

They’ll call it precious, dull, or trite.

But I wonder if they would strut so proud

If they heard their own words read out loud.
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