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Dear Brother John 
The night crawls on 
My body's weak though my mind's strong. 

My mind ask's why ' 

Although I've tried 
The Good Lord has damned me to die. 

I gave my life 
To learn His love 
And spread His good Word 
Blessed by heaven above. 

Why must I die? 
Lord know's I've tried 
I search my mind and can't see why. 

John, can't you see 
His love for me 
Has never been and will never be. 

With Job's sure patience 
I studied late 
Saved souls by thousands 
From Satan's firey gate. F 

Near grows the time 
Dear John, good-bye 

- I feel the dead end drain of life. 

e 

The night grows old 
My blood runs cold 
Herein, body, mind and soul 
... and soul ... and soul 
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