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Poverty is a disease,

A most dreadfull scourage;
Shows a lack of conceit
An little or no courage,

It starts in the mind ,

Of even the wise we find;
And runs ragged to ruin,
The most brilliant in time,

There is only a thought,
Between poverty and wealth;
Sickness and disease ,

Or the state of good health,

Success will be certain,
oft'times in a wink;

When you pick up the courage,
For yourself to think,

The people who are free,

While this earth they roam;
Think their own thoughts,

And create HEAVEN6of their own.

All others are as slaves,
To some master mind;

Be they sinner or Saint,
Cr a grafter of some kind,

As you think in your Soul,

So vou ever will be;

‘Tis the best of good logic,

To be healthy, wealthy =
happy and free,
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