
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  concerned that i am not concerned she asks why the unclothed  
  dark wine beach dance and 
                             holding her eyes like holding the shaved head of a madwoman 
                          i ask her what she sees… 
                                                                                             blackness and breaking waves 
 
  slipping off her body civilization leaves 
                                                                                        a white dress and sandals behind. 
 
 
        concerned that i am not. 
        wf.h. 
        1985 


