
A COUGH 
 
Your name, why go on calling it. Having already. Struggled, it does no good like giving 
in. To a cough. Or trying to, always in question mode, leave. An almost labyrinth, the 
street going on such a very long time, but even. Even bleary and inattentive, I feel. The 
color of air, resistless.  
 

 


