PR SO

ODE %o The DOCTOR

He comes when pain lays its hot hand on our brow
And our bodies are racked till we mosan,

Wie find that all our best efforts have failed,
And we can not endure it alone.

How we list for his coming: we hardly can waitd,
For the sound of his esr in the drive,

'7?i11 he opens the door, wslks in with a smile,
ind we're thankful once more, we're alive,

How selfless a life a Doctor must lead,

As he gives, till he eannot give more

Of his strength and his skill end talent to aid,
And bhe would not turn one from his door.

Phey worked for this goal, long years of their time,
Through hardships end struggles severe,

They "oned” through the night till the "wee small hours”
Put sside many things that were dear,

It topk moral courage to press ever on;

With pleasures and ehafm to allure,

Ere recching the place where they sought to begin
With "Powder snd Bill box" to cure.

A friend of the family, our doctore should be,
They help cafry our \ives -1u their hehos,

Their presenceare soothing, companionship dear,

Bound to us through sfflietions strong bands.

S0 may God bless the Doetors, wherever they are,

And f£ill them with reverenece and greace,

Ecuip them with patience and strength as they serve,
With their best, the gre:zt human rsce. '
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