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}.gt{l A a! wueat makes
- thee compla n,
O why so in sorrow relenting,
ld Eng'and islos', we are born duwn in pain
Avd the nation in giicfis lamenting,
‘hat exc:llent man—the pride of the land,
W hom every virtue possessed him,
s gone to that I{eme, from whence no one re-
tun,

Our dear friead, Sir Robe.t, God rest him.

he rich and the poor all did him adere,
Adn red, beloved, and respected,
"o lis country’s vight, he strugaled with m'ght
Ard ne hing by him was neglected,
e nobly guided the helm of State,
The poor lohg bas prais:d and blessed hin,
Now te.rs whet each eye, wiiie n sorrow they
sizh, :
He is gone, is Sir Robert, God rest him,

3ad, sad was the day when misfertune that way
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#» F:om health, strength, aid vigour had tosse:
2 : ; s
22 Upon the hard ground ‘o receive his deat

é Brittanuia to move from lier station, (gage
= ¥rom her councls and land, calied that exeel
Zp lent man, :
29  Sir Rob rt the pride of the nation, :
2 Oh! the tears that were shed, by Sir Robert’
=2 death bed, .

&2 Some hours before life had left him,

&2 Cau+ d hearts to complain in grief, sorrow, an
% Heis gone. is $ir Robert God rest him (pai
2% In the tomb where he sleeps maay thousand
=2 will weep,

22 Aud his virtuous deeds lay before ye,

& Ani he will receive in the régions of bliss,

& A covone. braided with glory, (complai

& Tnougn we part bim w.th paiy,
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him,
4 e
woand, (him g

Oh mourn! ! mourn! Biitaania, we've los
His equs] again sure we never shall find, b
For eviry gor)dnc\s possesse | him, :
Britt-nuia shail weep by the tomb where hc
The potiio , 8ir Robe t, God rest bim (sleep

3

9 o 00 o e

Our Quern sighed iu toars, when the tiding: {#
5 e teurd, '
tnd hor children with hearts full of sotrow,
Saving, Eoxland is do e, ch! where shall w
& 1o meel wih his equal to-morrow, (run B8
2 He isnot to be found upon Englaud’s ground, ¥
2 Already, alvexdy, we've m ssed hum, ;

Z Bista nia deplore, we'il behold him no more,

2 The Glory of Kuglid, God rest bim.
=

v Tak of Canning and Pitt fo- their talents anc
> And all who npheld tiat high statior, (wit
2 Oh ! been ‘here has ve’er such a noble Premie
# Az sic B bert bef e nthe nation,

2 He'd by 1o one be led, he d by no one ba said
22 No Government fewrel 'o trust bim,

22 lu every way he cani -1 the s vay,

22 Forthe good of Lis country, God rest him,

&2

At s'sty-two vears of aze, ¢ uel desth did en &

=

s no use t
He is for ever gono and wi’ve misscd him,

> In peace may he sleep, while BritZannia doe
L weep, : :
For her servont, Sir Ro ert, Gud bless him.
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