The middle ground

I have always been aware of any physical change;
Noticed as my strains and pains wax and wain.
But now these sensations all have a name,
And I wish that I did not know them.

I sit down to study for a big test
But I can't focus because I notice
(and imagine the worst as I sit at my desk)
In my throat, a wee haw and hem.

Now in the bathroom I've turned out the light.
I'm holding my head lamp, that a spelunker might
Use to explore a stalagmite or stalactite,
And I peer at my tonsillar mayhem.

I know it is early, but I just cannot wait
To translate my findings into a named fate,
So I flip through the pages of throats shown in Bates
Expecting at least an exanthem

But there in my textbook in full color spread
Is a throat just like mine, some white and most red,
[bookmark: _GoBack]Labeled "Post Nasal Drip"*, which, it must be said,
Is medical for common phlegm.
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