SYMPTOMS

I fear my conscience because it makes me lie.

A dog seems to lap water from the pipes,
1ife-enhancing water brims my bath --

(the bag of waters or the lake of the arave. . .?)
from the palms of my feet to my wet neck --

I have no mother to 1ift me in her arms.

I feel my old infection, it comes once yearly:
lowered aood humor, then an ominous

rise of irritable enthusiasm. . .

Three dolphins bear our 1ittle toilet-stand,

the grin of the eyes rebukes the scowl of the lips,
they are crazy with the thirst. I soak,
examining and then examininag

what T really have against myself.
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