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TO THE MEMORY OF

James Weittet, o Kintiilo,
OUR FIRST RECORDED ANCEETOR;

O

Our Rith and Kin,

WHO, HAVING FINISHED LIFE'S COURSE, HAVE ENTERED

INTO THEIR KVERLASTING REST;
AND TO
CTheir Descendants,

WHOSE NAMES ARE ENUMERATED IK THE FOLLOWING
FAGES,

THIS RECORD
15 AFFECTIONATELY INSCHIBED BY

Tue CosmpPiLErs,






Behind us lie the long-forgotten dead!

Mo record have they left of word or deed;

We know they lived, and must have loved—did plead
Their urgent guest—they smiled and lavghed, and shed
The tears of sorrow ere their line was sped,

Just as we each to-day fulfill our meed

Of duty, though unchronicled the need
That every hour demands, until the head,

Silvered with years, is lowly laid; yet theirs

Were dauntless hearts, that met the toil of life,
And battles for evolving good, "mid carez

And fears; and we're th' inheritors of strife
They have bequeathed, which, thoagh all unawares

We take, 'tis ours to add to and make rife. -

B W.



