
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
              how quickly things can change… 
              the small delicate beautiful bones in the hands of my fragile wife 
              become an absolute and crushing silent human vise on my escorting arm 
                                                                                      when i disregard one of her rules in public. 
                                                                                       the men laughing at me is not as important 
                                                                                                                                    as the women that agree. 
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