
Art of a Twister 
by Thomas Applebaum 

 
Only some                         Can Truly know  
 

The howls of pain         The wind rows  
 

But only one        Can Truly see  
 

The art a twister     Brings to thee  
 

A swirling ball    That scatters all  
 

See now a new picture   A perfect mixture  
          All you need 

        Is wind, the seed 
       For now as seems 
        Physical dreams 


