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Which Are You?

There are two kinds of  people on earth to-day;
Just two kinds of  people, no more, I say.

Not the sinner and saint, for it’s well understood,
The good are half  bad, and the bad are half  good.

Not the rich and the poor, for to rate a man’s wealth,
You must first know the state of  his conscience and health.

Not the humble and proud, for in life’s little span,
Who puts on vain airs, is not counted a man.

Not the happy and sad, for the swift flying years
Bring each man his laughter and each man his tears.

No; the two kinds of  people on earth I mean,
Are the people who lift, and the people who lean.
Wherever you go, you will find the earth’s masses,

Are always divided in just these two classes.
And oddly enough, you will find too, I ween,
There’s only one lifter to twenty who lean.

In which class are you? Are you easing the load,
Of  overtaxed lifters, who toil down the road?

Or are you a leaner, who lets others share
Your portion of  labor, and worry and care?
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Ella Wheeler Wilcox, born in Wisconsin in 1850, was the author of  several novels and books 
of  poetry who served as a member of  the Supreme Council of  AMORC in its early days. Until her 
transition in 1919, Wilcox was instrumental in helping to establish the young Order in America. She 
is perhaps best known for authoring the line, “Laugh, and the world laughs with you; weep, and you 
weep alone.”



Solitude

Laugh, and the world laughs 
with you; Weep, and you weep 
alone; For the sad old earth must borrow its 
mirth, But has trouble enough of its own. Sing, 
and the hills will answer; 
Sigh, it is lost on the air; The 
echoes bound to a joyful sound, But shrink from 
voicing care. Rejoice, and men will 
seek you; Grieve, and they 
turn and go; They want full measure 
of all your pleasure, But they do not need your 
woe. Be glad, and your friends 
are many; Be sad, and you lose 
them all,— There are none to decline 
your nectared wine, But alone you must drink 
life’s gall. Feast, and your halls 
are crowded; Fast, and the 
world goes by. Succeed and give, and it 
helps you live, But no man can help you die. There 
is room in the halls of pleasure For 
a large and lordly train, But one by 
one we must all file on Through the 

narrow aisles of pain.




