
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
she is seventy five 
and i am seventy three  
                 whether it is early in the month 
                                        or whether it is late in the month  
                                        we still pass silly childhood notes to each other 
                                                                                                         saying those silly things. 
                                                                                                                   
                                                         silliness likes to bump 
                                                                                      shoulders with silly giggling… 
                                                                                                                         whatever else joy is 
                                                                                                                                           will be in the next note. 
 
 
                                                                                                                                                          whatever else. 
                                                                                                                                                          wf.h. 
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