And from me He took it back again.
And when this soul from me had fled,
| was the same as when first made;
Without arms, iegs, feet, or souil,
| travel on from pole to pole.

My labors are from day to night,
And to men | once furnished light.
Thousands of people both young and old,
Did by my death bright lights behold.
No right or wrong can | conceive;
The Bible and its teachings | can't believe.
The fear of death doesn't trouble me;

Pure happiness | will never see.
And up in Heaven | can never go,
Nor in the grave or Hell below.
So get your Bible and read with care;
You'll find my name recorded there.




