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And a lot of lumber wagons near the eburch upon the hili,
And a crowd of country people, Sunday-dressed and very stili,
>4ow each window is pre-empted by a dozen lieads or more,
Now the spacious pews are crowded fromn the pulpit to the door;
For with coverlet of blackness on lis portly figure spread,
Lieu the grim, old country doctor, in~ a massive oaken bed.
Lies the fierce old country doctor,
Lies the kind old country doctor.
'Whomn the populace considered with a mingled -love and dread.

Maybe hall the congregation now of great or littie worth,
Pound thi3 watcher waiting for them, whcn they came upon the earth,
This undecorated soldier of a liard unequal strife
Fought in many stubborn batties witli the foes that souglit their lite.
In thef iglit-tirne or the day-time lie would rally brave and wdlj,
Thougfi the summner lark was fifing, or the frozen lances fell;
Knowing if lie won the battie, tliey wonld praise their Maker's naine.
Knowing if hie lost the battie, then the doctor was to Mamne.
'Twas the brave old virtuous doctor,
'Twas the good old faulty doctor,
'Twas the faithful country doetor fighting stoutly ail the same.

Wlien so niany pined in sickness hie had stood so strongly by,
llJ tlie people feit a notion that the doctor couldn 't die;

They must alowly learn tlie lesson liow to live from day t(> day,
And have somehow lost their bearings--now this landmark is aw,.
But perhaps it stil is better that his busy life la doue;
lie lias seen old views and patients disappearing one by one;
Hie bas learned that Dcath la master both of science and of art;
lie lias done bis duty fairly and has acted ont lis part.
And the strong old country doctor,
And the weak old counitry doctor,
lu <qtitlcd ta a furlougli for bis brain and for his hieart.

"So Drumslieugh knelt and prayed witli many pauses:
" Ahnielity God . .. dinna be bard on Weelum MacLure, fo

he 's no been bard wi' onybody in Drumtoelity .. . . Be kind tae
hima as lie's been tae us a' for forty year . . . . We're a' sinners
afore Tliee. . . . Forgive liim wliat lie's dune wraug, an' ii.,
euist it up tae him .. . . Mind the fouk lie's lielpit .. th
weexnen an' bairnies . . . an' gie him a welcome huame, for he,q
sair needin 't alter a' bis wark. Ainen.' '-"Besde theBvi ,B»jiar
BUSh."'
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