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@ are architects of Fate,
Working in these walls of Sime;
Dome with masside deeds and greal,
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@2 what seemo but idle ohow

Olrengthens and supports the rest.
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Jime i with materials filled;
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@re the blocks with which we buifd.

Suully ohape and fashion these;

Leate no yasining gaps beliveen;
Shink not, because no man sees,
Such things will remain unscen.

Sn the efder dayo of @ut,

Builders wronght with grealeot care
®ach minule and unscen part;
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Q?JWW, enlize, and Sean.

Slanding in these walls of Sime,
Broken stainsans, where the feet
Stumble, as they scck Lo climb.

With o fiom and ample base;
Shalll tomorow find ite place.

Shuo afone can we attain

Jo those turels, where the eye

Dees the world as one vast plain,
@Bwamzwmmoﬁ%h@



