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COLLINS CONCRETE PRODUCTS CO.,INC.

June 6 1974
2 sand ton 6.50
13.00
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Delivery
10.00
51.50
tax
3.09
Total
$54.59

Paid, cash, in advance
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“No hurry with the book : it won’t improve with haste. And no one riding
you. Let it accrete and shape it with care as it comes. And then mull it with
even more care when it seems ‘done’. The way you're working makes heavy
demands on each word..."—Gd Cowuin (1975)

“To feel an old house being restored actually and within the fresh materi-
als of these poems ‘chinked/w a secret/mix’, brings us all at once to one
fine poet’s home: now sitdown and read its timbres, words and boards,
close to the fire.” —David Giannini

“[Baker] has constructed a veritable, masterly house out ofair. A place we
walk through in our minds, watch it grow into completion and make our-
selves at home. Such is the magic of his words, the geometric and architec-

tural imagery ot his mind - a sensitive, instructive human there.”
—Fred Jeremy Seligson

“Here is the dwelling of past in present. The craft of abiding and an abid-
ing craft. Here is our home to be.”—John Martone
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