
18 A Rollinjr Stone

To pitch my tent with no piosy plan,

To i-aiinc jiimI to rhaiinf :tl will;

To iiiork at the iiiastcrsliip of man.
To seek Atlvciiliiif's tliiill.

Cai'cfrcc to 1m', as a Itird tlial sin-js,

To }ro my own sweet way:

To reck not at all what may liofall,

I?nt to live and to htve each <lav.

To make my hody a temple pnic

Wherein T dwell serene;

To care for the thinj;s that shall endnre,

The sim])lc, sweet and clean.

To oust ont envy and hate and raiic,

To hn'athe with no alarm;

For Natnre shall he my anchoraire,

And none shall do me harm.

To shun all lures that deltauch the soul,

The or;iie<l rites of the rich;

To eat my (-rust as a rover must

With the rou<;h-neck down in the ditch.

To ti'udjie by his side wliate'er Itetide;

To share his tire at nifrht

;

To call him friend to the lonj; trail-end,

And to read his heart aright.


