
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
that was not the night with a full moon 
                                noiselessly centered in the dark sea 
                                with tension points of whiteness running through its veins. 
 
                                                                        the grumbling painter who 
                                                                                                                cannot 
                                                                                                                find the right shades of blackness 
                                                                                                                                                          convinces no one. 
 
 
                                                                                                                                                                  that was not. 
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