Weave, brothers, wenve [—Swiftly throw
The shuttlo athwart the loom,
And show us hdw brizhtly your flowera gruw
That have besuty but no perfume !
Come, show us the rose, with s hundred dyes,
The 1ily, that hath no spot ;
The violet, deep as your true Tove's eyes,
And the Jittle forget-me-not! _
‘Sing, sing, brothers | weave and sing !
Tis good hath\toaing and towenve ;
"T4s-better to work tham live idle ;
"TH better to sing than grieve.

V¥ emﬁmthem weave I—Wamre, snd bid
The.a5iptyrs of sunset glow !
Let grscerm edoh gliding thread be hid !
Let hegaly. abou yo blow |
],utr;. and ,Iolu' silk be fine,
both firm and sure,
‘charige shall your work untwine ;




