To Be

Would you rather be a rock?

It seems at home in most anyplace.

In gardens green with flowers to walk

Amidst the odors to olfactory they grace.

In the smallest crevice the insect resides

With singular of purpose his life to commit.

The bird, or doe, or fish abides

By laws of nature their freedom permits.

In man, the most disagreeable form to date,

With choice in manner, how to figure out,

With ability to originate the arts so great,

No question which to be without a doubt.
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