
The Medicine
by Philip F. Clark

It wasn't pain
but half of it,

so half of it I mended,
leaving the other toil
for other days
that I could tend it.

No chemistries seem strong
enough; no alchemy exists,

so half my head is healed
and half my head persists.

Available online at «http://fictionaut.com/stories/philip-f-clark/the-medicine»
Copyright © 2016 Philip F. Clark. All rights reserved.


