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'5* A Rolling Stone

Tf<''r('s .sini.shiiic ill tin- hriiit of me,

Vif hidoil .siiit/s ill fJir hirrtc:

T moil II fa ins arc a jut it af iiic,

rill friltnr to th< tires.

Mjl f/itjilfii !i(,iith I'm si/uafHleriiiff,

Siiii-tilicitiiir am I

:

A -irfiiKtriiiifi, airaiiilriiiiff^

I' II til fill ihijf I ilir.

T was oiKv I <l(Mlan', a Stone Ajjo man.
And I roomed in the cctol of a cave;

I have kiK.wn, I will swear, in a n<'\v life-span,
Tlie fret and the sweat (.f a slav<':

For far over all that folks hold worth,
There lives and there leaps in me

A love of the lowly thin<rs of earth,

And a passion to he free.


