
 

  

  

 

  

  

Transfiguration  

The Americans 

When I see Robert Franks photgraph [[photograph]] of --the-- a --beautiful-- pale white child in 

the arms of [--h??--] a dark a beautiful black maid I think of my mother and that year we spent 

shivery in the north 

What was it made them empty their pockets hand her all the change they had. how not to think 

that what they gave her for me was change 




