This mawv Joe

Within the shade of Gillbert's spire,
In eawrshot of ity mellow choir,
There toils o mowv without a foe,
A phawrmacist whose naume is Joe:

In come the sick, invcome the poor,
Withv common purpose for a cure
And cures they get for every dl,
With lotions, potions, capsules; pills.

Plus free advice albout the soul,
Heartbuwrn, weeds and bivthv contirol.
And how to-clear av blocked up sink.

Music, migraine; finer auts,
Belly grumbles, gas and tarts,
Amputation and incision
Astronomy and television,

Love and methods of hypnosis,
Skin grafty, lipstick and pyychosis,
Wauwty and moles, pigmented lumps.
Cricket, corncobs; dental stumps.

Precious perfuumes, cosmic rays,
Languages; dramatic plays;
A sunsel or sweet-scented roses;
And Mariyw s antistic poses.



I come the halkt, the maimed, the blind,
And categories undefined,

With heowy heawts aond tales of woe;

To patient, understanding Joe.

Thew out they trip, with lightsome mind,
Withv all their worries left behind,

To- see things invtheir true perspective,
Joe's tonics words awe most effective.

Oh, what o man, and what o staff;
Cheerful withv av ready laugh,
Mawry, Nancy, Bellow Ross,

Like satellites around their boss,

Cowrteous and efficiently,
Tending owr needs whateer they be:
So-if yowre passing, in yow go,

Yowll leawrn av Lot from this man, Joe.

A poewv by Chwisy Murrawy, of Dornoch, paying
tribute to- v local phawrmacist, Joe Whickham.



