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Risin’
By Amanda Pearcy

A week ago Wednesday had a day I will always remember

Hadn’t realized I’d hear a word back from class in September

She was 13 and spoke with a Southern accent and a deep drawl

She was in for a checkup, not a break, bruise or a fall

Pretty as the dark sky as it shines with the moon at its peak

Not knowing me from Adam, she looked at me so meek

For telling your business to a stranger is tough

But she spoke with trepidation and began with a laugh

Hey Doc, I got a problem and it’s giving me fits

My legs got a risin’ and its hurting me to sit

A risin’? Oh my what the heck is that?

Am I in over my Doctor-to-Be Hat?

Oh no, on no, I want to help this girl so much.

To be the physician with the healing touch.

Am I trying too hard? Is this job not for me?

I asked her to show me scared for what I would see

I waited baited, throat with a lump

Relax she said….it’s just a bump.
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