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OUTLINE 
  

Introduction 
 
When the Typewriter Rodeo typists all got together for the first time, were weren’t really 
typists and we didn’t necessarily think of ourselves at poets. Sure, we were writers and 
improvisers, and we had some beautiful typewriters, but we weren’t a cohesive unit. Not yet. 
We were just hanging out on a Saturday trying to make people smile. Our thoughts didn’t stray 
much farther than how typing spontaneous haiku and limericks would be a fun way to join in 
with our Maker friends who were having a fair that day in Austin, Texas. Joining the robot-
makers and the 3D-printers, the midi-programmers and the drone operators, we settled in at our 
folding table for a spontaneous day of fun.  
 
Only a few hours later, though, and with four typewriters blazing, the crowds began to form. 
We never realized that writing poetry on typewriters would be such a huge hit. Everyone at the 
fair seemed to want their own personalized poem. By the middle of the afternoon, guests were 
asking us if we had considered working at events, and if our group had a name. Someone in the 
crowd shouted out, “It’s like a typewriter rodeo!” and our name was born. A week later, we 
had our first gig.  
 
Now, three years down the road, Typewriter Rodeo has written poems nationwide at a myriad 
of events -- from private parties to large corporate conferences, from museum exhibit openings 
to TEDx workshops, from book festivals to music concerts, from bridal showers to weddings. 
 
We see our book organized largely like the Humans of New York title, with a single- or 
multiple-page photo spread for each poem recipient and their story. The book would likely be 
organized by the subject matter of the poems -- for example, Romance & Heartache, Pets, 
Loss, Life Transitions, Family, Children, Friendship, Hobbies, and Dragons.  
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SAMPLES 
 
Please note that the photos included are intended to be placeholders only.  
For the actual book, we intend to use higher-resolution, professional-quality photos. 

  
1.  Jen Rios Burns 
 

 
  
I was attending an exhibit opening at the Harry Ransom Center when I had my Typewriter 
Rodeo experience. I had left my 3-year-old son Elliot at home that evening because I had to 
attend the event for work, and he was on my mind (as he usually is). 
  
I’ve always been fascinated by old typewriters, so I was drawn to the table. I stepped up and 
was greeted warmly by Jodi, who asked what I wanted her to write about. “My son,” I said. 
“He’s three and his name is Elliot. I was never really sure I wanted to be a Mom, but he’s the 
best thing I’ve ever done.” 
  
With that small little nugget of information, Jodi crafted a poem that was beautiful, funny and 
heartfelt. It also perfectly reflected my feelings towards my son. I looked at her with tears in my 
eyes after reading it and all I could say was “Thank you. It’s perfect.” 
  
The poem is now framed and hanging in E’s room. I will always treasure it.   
 
**close-up of poem, and text, typed out on next page… 



3 

 
 

 
         For Elliot 
 
If you looked in the dictionary 
Back in the day 
Under Mom, 
I don’t know that you’d see me there 
Oh, I had visions of what that’d be 
And it involved a whole lot of whining and poop 
But then 
There was you 
And here’s the thing— 
There’s a whole lot of whining and poop 
But holy goodness if you are not just the 
best thing I ever did 
And my biggest love, and my heart 
You’ve changed my definition of me 
And I’m a tumbling twirling swooning tangle 
of love 
for you 
my boy  
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2.  Jerusha Britton & James Rac 
 
Jerusha:  The poem was to represent our 
modern day love story, and this seemed 
like a cute, quirky way to express our 
relationship.  James and I crossed paths 
online ... and I approached him … and that 
led to our first date.  We lost contact with 
each other for ~1 year and by 
serendipitous circumstances, we once 
again crossed each others’ paths.  After 
our second "first" date, we've been 
together ever since.  That was why when 
Sean asked for my poem topic, it was like a 
light bulb went off.  I pointed to James and 
said: “And just like that, he was stuck with 
me forever.” 

 
Sean smiled and nodded, clacked away for a 
couple minutes, then handed me the poem.  After I 
read it, I went around the table and gave him a 
huge hug.  
 
James:  Jerusha showed me the poem and I 
laughed at how similar it was to our beginning 
and present. The offsetting of the words matches 
how shy I am and was ... and even the idea of 
coffee and a stroll is basically what we did for our 
first date.  We can't help but read it and smile. 
 
 
**close-up of poem, and text, typed out on next 
page…  
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  AND JUST LIKE THAT  

               HE WAS STUCK WITH ME FOREVER 
 

 
   Oh hey there 
     Who are you? 
       You 
        Are really 
               Kinda 
                   Cute 
  You maybe 
     I don’t know 
    Wanna go have coffee 
     Or just go for a nice 
               Long 
                Stroll? 
   
   Oh  
      Hey there 
        I didn’t expect 
           To see you 
               Again 
            So soon 
      What a sweet 
         And pleasant 
            Surprise 
      Yes 
        I would indeed 
         Like to go 
         For another 
             Long stroll 
Only this time 
     I won’t 
                 Let go. 
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3.  Mary Yznaga and Cas Milner 
 

 
Cas and I were at the Harry Ransom 
Centers' "Curiouser and Curiouser" 
event marking the 150th birthday of 
Lewis Carroll's Alice in Wonderland. 
Cas is really into old typewriters and 
was drawn to the Typewriter Rodeo 
table. It was February 13th and he 
wanted to get me a poem for 
Valentine's Day.  
 
The poet Kari Anne asked him what the 
topic would be. He said, "Well, it's 
Valentines weekend...we've known each 
for 40 years, it's been an upward 
spiral."  Actually we fell for each other 
almost forty years ago but then married 
other people, had kids, etc. It's made 
our current union even sweeter.  
 
She said something like, "got it" and a 
few minutes later handed us the poem. 
We moved aside to read it aloud.  
 
 
 

 
By the time we got to the end we were both completely 
undone and crying. The depth of its unexpected effect 
on us had totally caught us off guard. We wiped the 
tears away laughing and about 30 minutes later, after 
we had regained our composure, we tried reading it 
again. It had the same effect the second time!!! We 
fell apart once again, the tears running down our 
cheeks.  Such a powerful little poem!   
 
The next day I framed it and gave it to Cas for his 
Valentine's Day present. 
 
 
 

 
 
**text of poem typed out on next page… 
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“It’s Valentine’s weekend…” 
 
after all these years 
you do your thing 
and I do my thing 
and our things are separate 
  but also intertwined 
together longer 
than we were apart 
  the two of us 
hanging out 
movin on up 
an apartment  
in the sky 
forty years it’s been 
that my heart has been yours 
  and I don’t miss it 
have never missed it 
since you tucked it in your pocket 
         and called it yours 
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4. Ruth Pennebaker 
 
I was having a conflict with a former business associate 
because I’d ended the association. It got personal and it got 
very ugly. I pulled back from the increasingly bitter exchange 
and tried to think about it calmly. 
 
Moving through the free-for-all of tents and exhibits at the 
Texas Book Festival, I bumped into the Typewriter Rodeo.  “I 
think I’ve acted like an asshole recently,” I said to David 
Fruchter, who was commandeering one of the keyboards. 
 
He nodded — like this wasn’t a strange request from a woman 
he’d never met before. Then he bent over and started typing. 
Minutes later, he gave me this on a gold rectangle of paper: 

 
 

I took my poem, read it, left a tip, 
and walked away. I knew the 
Typewriter Rodeo served other 
purposes for other people — like 
romance and sentiment and 
whimsy. For me, it helped calm me 
down a little and made me think 
about how I could be a better 
person. 

Self-reflection, a little judgment, 
humor, ideas on how to live better. 
Good grief, what a deal. I’m 
thinking Typewriter Rodeo should 
be on every corner of the universe. 

 
 
 
**text of poem typed out 
on next page… 
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“how to live life without being an asshole” 
 
the first thing to know 
is that every single one of us 
is more than capable 
of serious – I mean SERIOUS – 
assholery. 
no one is exempt. 
and realizing that, about yourself 
(and everybody else) 
is a big step toward prevention 
(which as they say is worth a pound 
if not a pounding!) 
paradoxically, forgiving your own 
inner asshole 
can be the best way to quiet it down 
and taking a moment each day 
just to sit 
and watch your thoughts go by 
can be a big help 
too… 
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5.  Jayson Oaks & Ernest Gallardo 
 
We were at a 
gallery opening 
Valentine’s 
weekend and we 
saw the 
Typewriter Rodeo 
line offering free 
poems, we were 
intrigued and 
lined up. While 
waiting our turn 
we tried to think 
of some ideas of a 
topic for our 
poem, but we 
never settled on 
one before we 
reached the front 
of the line.  

 
 
When Sean asked us what 
we'd like our poem to be 
about Jayson said “Well, 
we've been together for 14 
years. We're not married, 
but maybe someday.”  Sean 
thought for a second, said 
he had an idea, and asked if 
we were opposed to curse 
words in our poem. We told 
him to go for it, and we are 
glad we did.  
 
Our poem is sweet, 
irreverent, and most 
importantly a one of a kind. 
 
 

 
 
 

**text of poem typed out 
on next page… 
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JAYSON & ERNEST 
 
We’ve been together quite a while 
Fourteen years, to be exact 
But there’s just one thing we cannot do 
One single loving act 
 
All we want’s to simply say, “I do” 
That would make things even better 
But for now we’ll wait on you, dear Texas 
To get your fucking shit together. 
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6.  Efrain & Kiki Aguilar 
 
Efrain:  I decided to get a poem for Kiki 
for Christmas.  We have been happily 
married for six years. All our time 
together has been wonderful; filled with 
traveling, adventures and laughter. This 
year however, her parents got a divorce 
after 32 years of marriage.  She was sad 
that all her holiday traditions were gone 
because her family is now broken.  We 
had to juggle between spending time 
with her mom and dad and it sucked. I 
wanted my wife to know that just 
because her parents have broken up, she 
and I are stronger than ever and that we 
will make and have new holiday 
traditions together. 
 
 
 

 
Kiki:  When I received the poem as a 
Christmas gift from Efrain, I was in 
complete shock.  I read it in awe at least 
three times as tears formed in my 
eyes.  This poem touched my heart in so 
many ways.  It was able to put into 
words exactly how I felt and offered the 
perfect encouragement for my situation. 
This will always be a cherished gift.   
 
It is now framed in our bedroom today.   
 
 
 
 

** photo and text of poem on next page… 
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For Kiki, from Efrain 
 
  it’s ok to feel sad 
      when things pass 
   
  people, relationships, traditions 
 
  something you held in your hand 
      is gone, and then 
         there’s all the driving around 
 
but sometimes that’s how it has to be 
     to clear the way 
         for something new 
 to live 
 
and life 
     is what you and i 
 are all about, my love 
 
 and it feels like just the beginning 
 
and there is no doubt in my mind 
      my dear, my sweet 
 my heart’s companion 
 
that we will forge our own traditions 
     you and i, together 
 stronger than ever 

 
       as we weave 
            out of time, and love 
       the patterns 
             of our life 
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7.  Vera Fischer  
Our home was hit by a straight line wind 
(comes off of a tornado) in Austin on April 
26th. The roof was peeled away and we had 
a lot of water damage. Our next door 
neighbors took in our family of three at 
4:00am that morning. They have been 
welcomed us and made us feel as if their 
home is our home. We'll be living with them 
for 2 to 3 months.  
 
They way we feel about our neighbors came 
through in the poem that was written in a 
matter of minutes.  
 
We gave our neighbors the poem and they 
loved it as well.  

 
  STORM 
You know your home is supposed to be 
        A haven 
Your safe spot 
    In the worst of times 
        But 
          Sometimes  

Things get so bad 
     That the roof 
             Literally 
  Is blown off 
               That the water seeps in 
      And everything seems dark 
        And cold 
But then 
   When those ferocious winds pass 
 And that rainbow comes out 
        So do those neighbors 
The ones who have been there 
           All along 
               Who are always there 
And that’s when you realize 
    That home 
       Your safe haven 
    Goes way beyond 
         Just those four walls 
             And roof. 
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8.  Eva Olson & Bernie Carreno (Indianapolis) 
 

We chose "Indianapolis" as the topic of our 
poem - it is the city we will live in together 
after decades of living apart. 
  
We met and fell in love in college (in 
Milwaukee) back in the 70s. We drifted apart, 
married other people, and went on to live and 
work in many other cities (Seattle, Miami, 
Pittsburgh, New York, Nashville, Montreal, 
Chicago, Sydney, Rio de Janeiro, and 
Chattanooga - to name just a few). When we 
reconnected in 2010, Bernie was living in 
Indianapolis, but moved to Austin so we could 
be together. Now that Eva is retiring, we 
decided to move back to Indianapolis - where 

we have friends and resources for Bernie's life as a sculptor.  
  
 
Indianapolis may not seem like a 
romantic destination, but for us it is.  
The poem captures the spirit of 
adventure and fun that we want to 
keep in our lives! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
**text of poem typed out on 
next page… 
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“Indianapolis” 
 
     It’s not really so far north 
  unless you’re in Texas 
  It’s not really so far 
    unless you’re in Texas 
    there’s a pretty cool race track 
or there was at some point 
      I’m not sure 
because, you know… Texas 
     but Indianapolis 
you have your own charm 
  I know you do 
I mean, you’re no Texas 
but your zoo is fantastic 
         and one day 
we’ll all look back and we’ll say 
wow 
      Indianapolis 
it's no Texas 
   but it sure is swell 
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9.  Frankie Furman 
 
I received a custom poem, written by Sean, while 
attending the Blue Velvet Bash benefiting the 
Austin Chamber Music Center.  The Bash was 
held at The Mansion, home of the Texas 
Federation of Women's Clubs.  Being in this 
beautiful 1930’s building had me thinking about a 
task that has been occupying much of my time and 
thoughts lately.  I have been going through my 
parents belongings in the attic of their last home.  
It has taken a very long time because every object 
brings a memory from my childhood.  The decision 
to keep things or give things away takes a lot of 
time and thought.  
 
I briefly described this scene to Sean and the poem 
I received was amazingly true to me and my 
feelings.  When my husband read the poem he was 
amazed.  It was as if Sean knew me.  Thank you, 
Sean, for a truly special poem. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
** text of poem typed out on the next page... 
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ATTIC LIFE 
 
Can you store a whole 
   Entire life 
     Up here, in just one room? 
  Can that painting 
       Even begin to capture 
       The magical brilliance 
             Of my father 
                At the canvas? 
   Or does this fine piece 
           Of China 
 Even come close 
         To showing what it was like 
     When Mom cooked up 
         One of her perfectly delicious 
                 Meals? 
And all these photos and letters 
      Snippets of time and lives 
           And love 
  All of it 
      All of it 
        Condensed into this one 
                 Special place 
      And 
          If I sit here 
          With this soft 
             Worn potholder 
    I can almost feel her touch 
         And if I look around 
   Then close my eyes 
         I can almost feel them both 
      Right here 
        In this room 
             Full of time 
          Lives 
   And love. 
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10.  Lauren Sprouse & Oliver Martin 
 

 
 
We were attending the Planned Parenthood Cocktails for a Cause event when we were 
delighted to see Typewrite Rodeo.  My fiancé, Oliver, shares his name with an old model of 
typewriter and he always gets excited to see one!  After talking with our poet for a few minutes, 
we decided to ask for a poem about our love story - meeting on Tinder two years ago and 
leading up to our destination wedding in Bora Bora.  Our poem was the perfect mix of humor, 
sentimentality, and sass - just like us.  We keep it lovingly in view on our fridge. 
 

 
** photo of poem, and text, on next page…  
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LAUREN AND OLIVER 
 
It’s amazing all the things 
  You can do online today 
     Order anything under the sun 
Learn about all corners of the world 
  And even 
 Find 
       Your one and only 
 Soulmate 
    But of course 
It takes way more than just a screen 
      To know if it’s 
     Right 
  And that’s what we’ve had 
     This face-to-face time 
         And (oh yeah) 
   So much more 
       Than that 
 And now 
    Just two sweet months away 
     We’ll make this thing 
  This us 
 Official 
 And oh 
       I am so glad 
 Neither of us 
    Swiped left 
    Because this 
       This amazing thing 
 This us 

          Is so 
                         Fucking 
                            Right. 
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11.  Mike, Austin, TX 
 
Mike came across Typewriter Rodeo at a Maker Faire event during a tough time in his life. He 
and his wife had decided to separate and he was having a difficult time. He asked if Kari Anne 
could write him a poem on separation.  

Recently, Mike contacted us again. He is now getting divorced (which is why we are keeping 
his story a little more anonymous than the others). He told us he has taken great comfort in his 
poem -- such comfort in fact, he’s had the first lines tattooed on his arm. 

 
 

“Separating” 
 
    coming together 
    and breaking apart 
  this happens to a lot of things 
  in life 
though when it happens to yourself 

         it can be a bit of a shock 
until you realize 
    that breaking apart 
busting something wide open 
   is like creating a rip in the sky 
   and what you thought was finite 
     what you thought had a ceiling 
   is suddenly open 
       and stretching wide 
and moving forward 
           into a new divide 
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12.  David Morris Parson & Joe Loiacono 
 
David:  As a writer, I’ve run into Typewriter Rodeo at several literary events around Austin. I’ve always been in awe of 
what they do and how they do it. Watching them “perform” is a treat. And their poems are amazing. So I always knew 
that I’d hire them one day, but I just needed the right event. 

 
My and Joe’s joint 50th birthday party was 
the right event. Held at Palazzo Lavaca, an 
event space that feels one part 
funky speakeasy and one part renegade 
ballroom, the party boasted a greeting 
lounge (where we welcomed our guests with 
cocktails and conversation), and a second 
half ‘80s disco rave.  
 
Typewriter Rodeo was featured in the second 
half of the party. Our family and friends (a 
literate and loquacious crowd) ate up the 
opportunity to get their personal poems 
written, which truly made me happy. And as 
a birthday gift, I wanted one for myself. I 
wanted a poem about me and Joe. 
 
So I sat down with Sean and spilled my guts: 
 
Five years ago, Joe and I met at a mutual 
friend's Super Bowl party in Travis Heights. 
We were quite amazed that as many friends 
as we had in common, we’d never met 
before. Especially since we’d been in Austin 
the same amount of time, were the same age, 
and belonged to many of the same social 
groups.  

 
The similarities didn’t end there: we were born just twelve hours apart. Joe on April 27th and me on the 28th. But he 
was raised on Long Island, NY, and I was born and bred in Arkansas. There is where the similarities ceased!  Still, we 
were struck blind. I felt like I’d found a twin I never knew existed. We’ve been inseparable ever since. 
 
Sean Petrie’s poem perfectly encapsulates our story and relationship. We couldn’t have asked for a better way to 
commemorate our milestone birthdays.  Bravo to Sean and Typewriter Rodeo. 
 
        **photo and text of poem on next page… 
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    FOR JOE 
 
      You go through this life 
        (Especially after as many years 
   As we have) 
  Thinking you’ve got it kinda 
      Figured out 
 Thinking you at least know 
    Yourself 
    And then 
       And then… 
 
      On a super Sunday, in the Travis heights 
         Your world gets completely   
   Rocked 
         In the very best of ways 
 
Who knew, that out there amidst the undiscovered 
     You had a twin 
  Born barely a day apart 
     And yes, you were on your own paths 
   For all those years 
      (And wow, Long Island and the Ozarks--  
        How different of paths, can you GET?) 
 
 But then, on that super Sunday 
     Up in those heights 
         It happens 
 
    Those paths finally join 

            Twin to twin 
         Soulmate to soulmate 
               And now those paths continue 
            Up to even greater heights 
                Forever 
          Inseparably 
            And lovingly 
                 Intertwined. 
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13. Michael and Amy Armstrong 
 

My wife, Amy, and I don’t get out of the house much 
lately and so it was a real treat to attend the opening 
party for the Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland 
exhibit at the Ransom Center. 

Once inside, the clattering keys of the Typewriter 
Rodeo punctuated the warm buzz of conversation, 
which made the experience take on a magical quality 
even before we received our poems. We stood in line. 
I quickly ran through a few ideas of inspiration as 
Amy and I talked about how much we missed our 
two-year- old son Simon. Neither of us could get 
Simon out of our heads. I realized I wanted to have a 
poem written for Simon, and his current obsession at 
the time was buses. Amy wanted to show a picture of 
our son to inspire the poet. 

Kari Anne Roy and Sean Petrie crafted two wonderful poems for Simon that delighted us while 
they typed them, inspired us once we read them, and to this day leave an incredible warm spot 
in our hearts. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

When Simon gets older, we will give the poems to him framed and pass the inspiration along. 

       **text of both poems typed out on next page… 
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SIMON 
 
A burst of sun 
Upon his head? 
That’s Simon. 
 
A hundred toys 
Every one a bus? 
That’s Simon. 
 
A perfect smile 
That captures bliss? 
That, oh that, is Simon. 
 
 
 
“The bus” 
 
 there is a thing 
moving down the street 
chock full of the craziest people 
your could ever meet 
the guy with the hair 
the girl with the face 
the man with the slump 
the lady’s brace 
 
the city bus is like a zoo 
riding down the street 
  barreling through crosswalks 
better watch your feet 
 
and when you get on 
oh boy watch out 
cause you never ever know 
if they’re going to let you out 
 
just cover your nose 
and hang on for dear life 
you’ll get where you’re going 
with minimal strife 
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14.  Mark & Jane Schwendeman 
 
I went up to the Typewriter Rodeo table 
at our Equifax client party, and told the 
poet (Sean) that tomorrow was our 32nd 
engagement anniversary.  Then I gave 
him the story behind our engagement:  
I'd had it all planned out, going to the 
lakeside pavilion at our favorite place, 
Tilles Park.  But when we got there, it 
was full of people having a family 
reunion!  So we had to improvise, and 
the only open place was a campsite-like 
spot labeled 'Pit #6.'  And that's where 
we got engaged.  And it worked out 
great. 
 
Sean typed for a few minutes and gave 
me the poem.   
 
The next month, Jane and I celebrated 
our 31st wedding anniversary, and I gave 
her the poem that night.  Since the poem 
honored our 32nd engagement 
anniversary, it tied together nicely!  We 

had a great dinner with our 3 children, daughter-in-law and some extended family too.  All of 
them loved the poem! 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
** text of poem typed out 
 on next page... 
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FOR JANE 

 
It’s hard to believe 
   It’s been 32 whole years 
       Since that crazy-awesome day 
        Back at Tilles Park 
  And man, you can plan all you want 
     Have it worked out just 
        Perfectly 
    And then--BOOM! 
       A family reunion 
         At your one-and-only pavilion 
   And so what to do? 
          Improvise, of course 
      Turn and head 
        To the new one-and-only  
              Pit #6 
        And of course 
           It worked out 
               Perfectly 
       Which is kind of how it is 
         How it’s been these 32 years 
        With us 
   Sure, things don’t go just the way 
      We planned (lots of times, actually) 
        But we just pick up 
            And find our Pit #6 
    And it always 
         Always works out 
             As long as we’re 

Together. 
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15.  Pamela Kopfer 
  
My husband and I were 
delighted with our good 
morning yoga poem.   

 
The theme is very close to us, 
and it really captured the 
duality of what's going on with 
us right now.  We decided to 
take Kundalini yoga teacher 
training together last year.  
That is a little out of character 
for us, if you examine the rest 
of our lifestyle closely.  (Or 
from afar.)  We have a daily 
morning practice together that 
is not always our favorite 
thing, but it is a commitment 

we made to ourselves.  Your poem captured the grumpiness of our morning devotional 
perfectly! 
 
 
As an even better aside, the coffee part 
of the poem hit home very strongly.  As 
part of our training, we did a weekend 
retreat that included 4:30 AM sessions.  
We were the people who plotted to 
smuggle in a French press, a kettle, and 
good coffee.  We had a small coffee 
following at the retreat.  We felt like the 
most popular couple ever!  People were 
walking past us and saying "I smell 
coffee..."  We even corrupted one of the 
primary teachers, who reported the most 
jazzed morning practice (i.e., sadhna) 
ever! 
  
By the way, we showed the poem around 
at the next teacher training session.  It 
has been photographed and posted to 
our private teacher training Facebook 
group.  It was a huge hit with our friends 
in class.  Fortunately, few of them take 
themselves too seriously. 
 

**text of poem typed out on next page… 



29 

GOOD MORNING YOGA 
 
A stretch, a grunt, oh bloody hell 
Why did we get up, so early? 
Yeah sure it’s ‘sposed to be good for you 
But I’m a bit hungover, and surly 
 
But fine fine fine, I’ll lay out 
And strike a downward pose 
But it’s too early, too fucking early 
To put my ass this close to my nose 
 
But I’ll soldier on, I’ll do it all 
Nothing now can stop me 
Just next time? When we do this shit? 
Bring some fucking coffee. 
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16. Cristabell Reiche West 
 
I have a collection of hats.  I was going to do a presentation on Hats for the Conservation 
Society of New Braunfels and this particular poem added to my memorabilia.  The second 
poem you all wrote, I asked you to write on Teas and the reason is I love tea (the drink), but I 
also like to give afternoon tea.  This would be a poem that I could read to the attendees of my 
afternoon tea.  
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

**text of both poems typed out on next page… 
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“Afternoon tea” 
 
          little pot 
              so warm 
the mist above you 
   clouding my judgment 
 
little pot 
    so warm 
 ready to change my day 
        from regular 
 to special 
 
little pot 
   so warm 
filling my cup 
helping me relax 
 
  little pot 
 so warm 
    so perfect 
      so mine 
 
 
 
Hats 
 
Just fabric, set upon my head 
Protecting me from sun-baked dread 
This humble hat, a friend to me 
Without it, just a glare I see 
And though the Texas days are long 
And sunbeams stretch beyond a song 
As long as I have my hat true 
All the journeys I venture through 
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17. Jennifer Robson (Sydney, Australia) 
 
I gave a cliché – “love.” He stared at me a moment and asked for more. “Possible love, lost 
love, hopeful love, never love.” And then he wrote. 
  
I’m used to writing to spec on tight timelines, but to create something in a boisterous room in 
under 5 minutes that touches someone you’ve shared just a dozen words with? That’s a big 
ask. 
 

 
 
Six months later, Sean’s poem, The Many Sides of Love, still sits on my fridge where I can read 
it when I need to. It was shared throughout my social networks and loved by many. Thanks 
Sean. 
 

 
 
 
 
**text of poem typed out on next page… 
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The Many Sides of Love 
 

It seems immeasurable 
The sides of love 
There’s the possible – 
When the entire world 
Seems an open path. 
There’s the lost – 
When the world is darkened 
The cold woods at night. 
Alas for the never – 
A hermit afraid 
To even look at the door. 
But the best side 
The side that can 
Connect them all 
Is the hopeful – 
When the world seems aglow 
And every step light 
 
Because every step 
Even the very next 
Could be 
The One. 
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18. Marcelle Spilker 
 
In less than 5 minutes, a clever, charming poem was composed which completely captured the 
essence of that special friendship I have with my donkeys. Amazing!!! 
 

 
 
 

 
 
**text of poem typed out on next page… 
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MY TWO JACKASSES 
 
Some people have dogs, some have cats 
    Some have fish and turtles 
 But those are all, so commonplace 
    So boring … I like hurdles! 
 
A challenge and excitement 
   That’s what I like, in a pet 
So of course I have two jackasses 
   And they haven’t disappointed yet 
 
 
They hee-haw and they run 
   Though sometimes they get lazy 
But I couldn’t ask for better pals 
    Those asses, Mattie & Daisy. 
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19.  Marie Assé (Paris, France) 
 
I discovered the Typewriter Rodeo team in San Jose and right away loved their concept!  
 
Jodi wrote me a poem about my brother while he was going through tough times, and Kari 
Anne wrote me a poem as my fiancé was about to join me from Paris in San Francisco.  I gave 
very little info to both writers and when I got my poems I felt like they knew the whole story!   
 

 
 
Every word seemed to be where it belongs, and I was touched, deeply.  
 
I really find your work fabulous, and your poems remain a very special & touching souvenir of 
our trip to California. Thanks a lot! 

Marie from Paris 
 
 

 
**currently awaiting close-up photo of poem, from recipient…  
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20.  Ray Chimileski & Blu  
 

Leslie Chimileski:  At the 2015 Nantucket Book 
Festival, my husband Ray and I spotted Typewriter 
Rodeo.  Poets clicking and clacking away.  Ray's 
birthday was coming up so what better gift for a 
man who wants nothing, but is obsessed with his 
pet love bird named Blu.  (We named him that 
because he is missing the color gene for blue.)  I 
explained their complicated relationship to Sean, 
who then typed out a poem.   
 
My husband cried when he read it; the words 
exactly captured Blu's spirit.  We had the poem 
framed, and it hangs in our kitchen. 

 
The next year we returned to the festival around 
Father's Day.  I found Sean, and told him how 
much Ray loved the poem from last year.  Then I 
asked for a Father’s Day poem.  I explained how 
we do not have children, so Blu is like Ray's child, and the two of them have waffles and syrup together every 
breakfast, and ice cream every evening.  
 
Sean’s poem about "maple syrup mornings” was my Father’s Day gift to Ray.  He cherishes it and had it 
framed too.  Ray’s poems have been the perfect gifts for a person who wants nothing but love. 

 
                BLUE 
 
 Sometimes it’s the things that are missing 
  That turn out to make life 
     The most interesting 
 Just one tiny gene 
   A mutation of beauty 
     That creates even more love 
        In the bird 
          Of the same name 
  So come here, Blue 
       Perch right next to me 
    Because when you’re here 
         Nothing’s missing 
                 At all. 
 
**photo and text of second poem on next 
page… 
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   HAPPY FATHER’S DAY      
      (from Blu) 
 
 You know  
     If I could make some words 
        Come forth from this beak 
 They would be 
   About how much I love 
   Those maple-syrup mornings 
      With you 
And about how sweet it is 
  (Literally) 
   Spending those ice cream  
          evenings 
       With you 
And about 
   How all the rest of the day 
     When I can free-fly 
   Anywhere I want 
Really 
    The only perch I need 
       Is your 
           Soft shoulder 
And so 
  If I could say all that 
     I would 
      And of course 
      I would end it all 
        With a loud 
    And love-filled 
          Thanks. 

 
 


