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Mr. J AM E S W Y COTT,
Who Departid ^hU Llftf AprU 0» 18«5f

^

Plcton, weep thy prentlo dewdropi

OVr the BRiTod diiHt of onn,

Who, from mul thy Hkrong affcctionii,

To the worhl of UHhh hath jjoho
;

Duep the springB of chriMtian virtue,

Deep the principIfS of truth,^

—

Shone from out hifl Rilunt Bpirit,

Early siuce bright Oay*? ^^ youth.

Aged and prave , mid friendu that love him.

Had thin ChrlHtinn pilprlra fol'.,

Left this chequered world «if Borrow,

Bid liar all » lon^r fiirewell;

Deeply mild were all his actions, — -

Love of Irnth m«j>irod the 'soul,

Whose devoted iKJwerH are chanting

Now where songs of mlMions roll.

Widow, weep thy crystal tear^.

Let them down thy connt'nanco lave,

Oft to kiss the summ«r'B f\uwer8,

That may beautify his grave

;

Weep with hope, that all his ashes

Yet in glorious bliss shall rise.

To meet Je»Hs his Redeemer,

When his throne comes in the skies.

Fare the« well, beloved spirit.

Oft we'll miss thee her; below,

But thy soul is there enraptured.

Where heaven's joys eternal flow

;

Hosh mv son? 1 thy music blushes,

Dies to hear the song aliove.

As its glorious strains are breaking

Praises to the Saviours love I
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