
MY WIZARD OF OZ - THE GENIUS OF JAWS

The pain in my jaw was awful; I could no longer bear it,
I kept looking and looking for someone to repair it.
Every specialist I saw wanted to get at it with a knife,
My reply was the same, "Not on your life!"

The chronic pain I was in, was unending and deep,
I could no longer eat and I sure couldn't sleep!
Like the Dark Knight had driven his sword thru my head,
I wanted to stop living and take to-my bed.

I was teetering at the edge and ready to fall
When Dave checked the internet and made a cold call,
He pleaded with the voice at the end of the line,
The voice was Amy who seemed genuinely kind.

Amy calmed him and injected him with hope
For this problem, with which we could no longer cope,
Amy seemed to think I had enough cause
To meet with my very own Wizard of Oz.

The Wizard as I know him is Dr. Prabu Raman
Who convinced me my problem was not so uncommon.
He's not the kind of Wizard working behind a curtain,
He's the Genius of Jaws, of this, I am certain!

So the Wizard and his staff applied their magic,
Reversing-my path which had become-quite tragic.
The Wizard, Melissa, and all of the crew
Were a well oiled machine and knew just what to do.

I’m no longer praying to the gods of pharmacology
To slap a band-aid on my problematic physiology.
I no longer wish I could just end it all
Since the Wizard caught me in mid-free fall.

The light at the end of the tunnel is in view
I’m eating and sleeping like I used to do.
Even though there is still work-to be done,
If anyone can heal me, the Wizard Raman's the one!
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