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No «>o„er life th^ d.»,fc „„„ ^ ^^
Not now O Death

1 »d fie™ the fight weTag..When later on onr wine^up emptied etand, :

'*"' I " we cry, " come claim thy heritage.

How strange a thing ie life with ita few year.
Then silence of the grave, fonjotten teare
Duet we beco.ne within a space of time,
While on forever roll the mighty spheres.

II

t
"m-

DOING NOTHING

" P"!^." "aid a little maid in discontented voice
you never romp, or run, or play

But sit and write, and write away

'

Now I would do just noiWn, if j „„,y ^ad mj, choice."

I gave the little maid a kiss and gmnted her desire
To curl up m my big arm-chair,
To play at doing nothing there

Ihe joy of doing nothing, only blinking at my fire.

"
''"^.'H1t1 ""^ " "" ™"'' "'™"'«" ^<-' i' - trueJ d like to see what you have writ
Or perhaps you'd read a little Lit

I m tried of doing nothing, and there » nothig else to do-

Then I told the little maid, as she ^t upon my kneeHow giants Idle-hands and Empty-mind
Were the miserablest of all mankind

Because, forsooth, they suffered so from ennui.


