
All wititef we slial
Eating and, driiikin£r

But now'-ý; the little ti,.-tie whee God
Sets folk a-thinking.

"Ct-)tisider," -. iys the quiet situ,
"-How far 1 w«.Lnder ;

Yet when had 1 not titile on one
More flower to squander 9" - 1 1

à.f.Consider," ýýays the reý44&.le3s tiçle,
&&%Iy endless labor ,
Yet when was 1 content beside

My neareit neighbor

%4antler-lust to wander-lure,
As seed to season,

M ust rise and wend, possegsed mid sure
In sweet linreason.

For doorstone and repose are ý,rod,
And kind is duty ;,

But joy is in the solitude
With ghy-he.,-trt beauty.


