
 
 

 
 
 
 
       Jean Esteve 

 
       The Wind 

 
       Why does the wind 
       sigh and whimper through the dune grass 
       these November evenings 
       when all she has of hindrance 
       bends before her as before a queen. 

 
       “Ah, me, freedom, freedom,” she keens. 
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