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HOCUS POCUS  

is a 50 page hand typed hand bound book of poetry. 

The writing process utilized the cut up and collage as aleatory techniques 

for generating poetry.   

HOCUS POCUS was written in 2015 by Faith Patrick and Jamie Dronyk.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


