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SONG FOR IDLERS.

The squirrels' chattering; in the beech,

As crickets at twilight pale.

From every voice sweet music flows,

And from th« music peace;

Till, the mind o'crburdened with repose,

All acts of being cease.

When Nature such arts as these employs
On one in an idle mood,

How may one e'er resist the joys

Of a nap in a green June wood
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