The Good Book
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It was a camp meeting under a silver tarp, a star showed us the place

With a rickety stove, a table of offerings, and a gut bucket bass

It was blessed with plenty of water, enough for washing feet
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But it was the presence of the Good Book that made our gathering complete
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Open up the Good Book, read it every day

Push ups, pull ups, and calf raises, can reveal the way

Whereby the word is rendered into beauteous physical form

And body, mind, and spirit too, are mysteriously transformed

The Good Book contains the story of a man who looms quite large

Exuding power and charisma, he never fails to take charge

The book teaches its readers to advance along the path

Of personal strength and discipline, and to avoid the fatted calf

<Chorus>

We offered music night and day, inspired by a spirit divine

Along with an elder of the church we offered up beer and wine

Signs and wonders never ceased, like once when we finished a tune

The heavens thundered in applause late in the afternoon

<Chorus>

I hope we will return next year, strengthened by our trust

In the teachings of the book, to make our health robust

Older but much wiser, with calves much more defined

And raise our voice in joyous song, munching on pork rinds

<Chorus>

(Song by Greg Smits written and recorded for those associated with Rob and Mary's camp at Mt. Airy, June 2008)

