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I making of men and in the enrichment of life. To

set out in this spirit is truly to nail the Red Cap to

the Cross.

I William Blake saw afar off the buildmg of Jeru-

I salem " in England's green and pleasant land," but

I the Jerusalem of his vision is truly as wide as the

J world

:

The stones are pity, and the bricks well-wrought affections.

Enamel'd with love and kindness, and the tiles engraven

gold

—

Labour of merciful hands ; the beams and rafters are for-

giveness ; , . i

The mortar and the cement of the vork. tears of honesty,

the nails

And the screws and iron braces, are weU-wroug.it blandish-

ments,

And well-contrived words, firm fixing, never forgotten,

Always comforting the remembrance ; the floors humility

;

The ceilings, devotion ; the hearts thanksgiving ;

Go on, build as in hope.

And it is with some such vision as this before us

that we shall lay truly and well the foundations

of that Kingdom of Man which is none other than

the Kingdom of God.
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