
L'ENSEIGNEMENT PRIMAIRE

The b0ldors

AU ane architecte of Fate,
Working in these walla of Time;
Some with massive deedsasnd great,
Borne with ornarnenta of rhyme.

Nothing usele"e in, or iow;
Eseh thing in its place in but;
And what moins but idie show,
Strenghtenaq and supporte the rust.

For the structure that we raias,
Time in with materials fiUled;
Our to-days and yesterdays,
Are the blocke with which we build.

Truly shape and fashion these;
Leave no yawning Lapa betwýen;
Think not, hecauze no man ame,
Such thinga will remain uneC.

In the eider days of Art,
Builders wrought with preateot cars,
Each minute an unaeen part;
Fur the Lord sa everywhere.

let us do our work as weil,
Both the seen and the unseeni
Make the hous where God may dwoll,
Resut iful, eatire, and elean.

Elu our l ves are incomplets,
Standing hn these waflh of Tii..,
Broken stairways where the foat
Stumble as they oeek t, dlimh.

Build to-day, thon, strong and am,
With a Biri and ample base;
And sscending snd soeur.,
ShaIl to.morrow fid its placé.

Thus alone on w. attal n
To thos turrets, where the eye
Sou the warid as one vast plain,
And one boundiess reach of sky.
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