Attachment 8


The Poem (untitled) by James I.  Montague

No longer they idly listen


to a warbler’s futile song,

No longer their idle laughter 


rings out the whole day long.

No longer they roam the meadows


like idle gypsy bands.

For the world is growing richer


by the work of their puny hands.

And the man who found them idling

among the feathery blooms

And brought them to watch their lives


away beside his chattering looms.

He talks of the goodly riches


that his enterprise has won

With the toil of the sad faced children


and boasts of the things he’s done.

See artistic image with this poem at http://www.loc.gov/pictures/resourc/nclc.04866  
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