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EPITAPHS FOR CHILDREN.

—

Gone 80 soon.

Our loved one.

Only sleeping.

Gone to be an angel.

Gone to a better land.

Budded on earth to bloom in heaven.
Not lost but gone before.

Ah! where art thou, lovely.

He took thee from a world of care,
An everlasting bliss to share.

God blesses in an early death,
And takes the infant unto himself.

Whose all of life’s a Iosy ray,
Blushed into dawn and passed away.

Beautiful, lovely, she was but given
A fair bud to earth to blossom in heaven.

Sleep on, sweet babe, and take thy rest,
God calls away when He thinks best.




EPITAPHS FOR CHILDREN.

14 Short pain, short grief, dear babe were thine;
Now, joys eternal and divine.

15 It was an angel that visited the green earth
and took a flower away. ;

16, On that bright, immortal shore
+We shall meet to part no more.

17 No pains, no griefs, no anxious fear
Can reach our loved one sleeping here.

18, Asleep in Jesus! peaceful rest,
'(‘ ‘Whose waking is supremely blest.

19 Vision of beauty! fair as brief!
Only thy joy can calm our grief!

20 Happy infant, early blest,
Rest, in peaceful slumber, rest!

21 And thou, that brighter home to bless
Art passed, with all thy loveliness.

22 The sunbeam’s smile, the zephyr’s breath——
All that it knew from birth to death.

23 Heaven benignly called thee hence
In all thy pure, sweet innocence.

24 Now not a sullying breath can rise
To dim thy glory in the skies.

25 A smilelha;h passed, which filled our home with
ight;
A soul, whose beauty made that smile so bright.

Thine the halo of the skies
Thine the seraph’s paradise.

The fairest bud that flowery nature knows,
Oft ne’er unfolds but withers ere it blows.

Spirit, rise! to thee is given
The light ethereal wing of heaven.

EPITAPHS FOR CHILDREN.

0! rose of May!
0! flower too soon faded.

Yes! thou art fled ere guilt had power
To stain the cherub-soul and form, -

Closed is the soft ephemeral flower
That never felt a storm!

No painful recollections rise—
His morn—it dawned so blest,

And, ere a cloud had dimmed the skies,
Sweet lamb, he was at rest.

Dear, lovely babe, to part with you
Hath racked our hearts with pain;
But though our loss is great, we trust

"Tis your eternal gain.

Not lost, blest thought,
But gone before,

‘Where we shall meet
To part no more,

A little flower of love,

That blossomed but to die;
Transplanted now above

To bloom with God on high.

Dearest child, thou hast left us
And thy loss we deeply feel;

"Tis the lord that has bereft us
Of one we loved so well.

"Tis Jesus speaks: “I fold,” says He,
“This lamb within my breast,
Protection it shall find in me,
In me be ever blest.”

Beautiful, lovely,
She was but given.
A fair bud to earth,
To blossom in heaven.




EPITAPHS FOR CHILDREN.

Fold her, O Father! in thine arms,
And let her henceforth be

A messenger of love between
Our human hearts and thee.

The fairest flower we fondly love,
How soon it fades and dies!
But purer it will bloom above,
In bowers of Paradise.

And thou, my bird, hath spread thy plumes MISCELLANEOUS EPITAPHS.
In better, higher spheres;

Far from the dreary shade of tombs,
The bitterness of tears.

In heaven.
God in His wisdom has recalled <
The precious boon his love had given, Gone home.
And thougn the casket moulders here, AL vk
The gem is sparkling now in heaven. Z

Alone unto our Father’s will Allis well.

One thought hath reconciled; i Asleep in Jesus.

That he whose love exceedeth ours
Hath taken home our child. Beloved one, farewell.

Her end was peace.

Meet me in heaven.

For me to die is gain.

Christ is my hope.

Gone, but not forgotten.

His memery is blessed.

Forever with the Lord,

Death is another life.

The Cross is my anchor.

We will meet again.

Resting in hope of a glorious resurrection. ‘f"
Resting till the resurrection morn. ’I’




MISCELLANEOUS EPITAPHS.

He died as he lived—a Christian.
Salvation through Christ the Redeemer.
How many hopes lie buried here!

Earth has no sorrow that heaven can not heal.
Jesus loves the pure and holy.

Blessed are the dead which die in the Lord.
Tho' lost to sight, to memory dear.

His record is on high.

There is rest in heaven.

With Christ in heaven.

Meet me in the better land.

Death is the erown of life.

May he rest in peace.

Weep not, he is at rest.

He has gone to the mansions of rest, -{—'
Dying is but going home.

Early plucked is early bliss.

The lovely flower has faded.

They are not lost—but gone before.

A sunbeam from the world has vanished.
I have found the shore of everlasting rest.

Death is certain—the hour unseen.

There are no partings in heaven. +

The faithful are certain of their reward.
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MISCELLANEOUS EPITAPHS,

In thee, O, Lord, have I put my trust.

Earth counts a mortal less,
Heaven an angel more.

By strangers honored
And by strangers meurned.

To live in hearts we leave behind ~—
Is not to die.

0, ’twill be sweet to meet on that blest shore,
All sorrow passed all pains forever o’er.

Goand dwell with him above,
Happy in the Saviour’s love.

Death wings triumphant o’er mankind,
Hope cheers the soul eternal bliss to find.

His toils are past, his work is done,
He fought the fight —the victory won.

Weep not, father and mother, for me,
For I am waiting in glory for thee.

The sweet remembrances of the just
Shall flourish when they sleep in dust.

She was a kind and affectionate wife,
A fond mother, and friend to all.

God gave—He took-—He will restore,
He doeth all things well.

Sleep on brother, thy work is done,
Jesus has come and borne thee home,

Our darling one hath gone before,
To greet us on the blissful shore,

To him, we trust, a place is given
Among the saints with Christ in heaven,

Asleep in Jesus! blessed sleep,
From which none ever wake to weep!




MISCELLANEOUS EPITAPHS,

No fear, no woe, shall dim that hour
That manifests the Saviour’s power.

In Paradise thou sharest bliss,
Ne’er to be found in world like this.

Faith points to hope above the skies,
Where virtuous friendship never dies.

She passed through glory’s morning gate
And walked in Paradise.

To angel form thy spirit’s grown,
Thy God has claimed thee as his own.

Sleep, brother dear, and take your rest,
God called you home, He thought it host,

Farewell, my wife and children all,
From you a father Christ doth call.

Rest, mother, rest in quiet sleep, ¥
While friends in sorrow o’er thee weep.

Yes, the Christian’s coarse is run—
Fought the fight, the victory won.

Jesus has come and borne thee home,
Beyond the stormy blast.

Alas! she has left us, her spirit has fled.
Her body now slumbers along with the dead;

Our father has gone to a mansion of rest,
To the glorious land by the Diety blest.

Gone to inhabit fairer climes,
Where streams of bliss fresh issue from the
throne.

As a wife, devoted;
As a mother, affectionate;
As a friend, ever kind and true,

This simple tablet marks a father’s bier,
And those he loved in life, in death are near,

MISCELLANEOUS EPITAPHS.

The circle is broken,—one seat is forsaken,—
One bud from the tree of our friendship is
shaken.

To a glad dream of slumber, which wakens
in bliss,

She hath passed to the world of the holy from
this.

As astar that is lost when the daylight is
given,

She hath faded away to shine brightly in
heaven.

Evermore that turf lie lightly,
And with future showers,

O’er thy slumbers fresh and brightly,
Blow the summer flowers.

Peace be with thee, O, our brother,
In the spirit land!

Vainly look we for another
In thy place to stand.

The holy dead! oh! blest we are,
That we may name them so,

And to their spirits look afar,
Through all our woe!

What dear one’s voice is smothered here in
dust
Till waked to join the chorus of the just—
Lo! one brief line an answer sad implies,
Honored, beloved and wept, here mother
lies.

The wind breathes low, the withering leaf
Scarce whispers from the tree;

So gentle flows the parting breath
When good men cease to be.

Gone before us, oh, our brother,
To the spirit land!

Vainly look we for another
In thy place to stand,




MISCELLANEOUS EPITAPHS.

Death has been here and borne away
A brother from our side;

Just in the morning of his day,
In youth and love, he died.

Our young and gentle friend whose smile
Made brighter summer hours

Amid the frosts of autumn time
Has left us with the flowers.

Soon shall we meet again—
Meet ne’er to sever;

Soon will peace wreathe her chain
Round us forever.

The seraphs round the shining throne
Have borne thee to thy rest,

To dwell among the saints on high,
Companions of the blest.

Lone are the paths, and sad the bowers,
Whenece thy sweet smile has gone;
But oh! abrighter home than ours,
In heaven is now thine own.

The soul has now taken its flight
To mansions of glory above,
To mingle with angels of light,
And dwell in the kingdom of love.

And half we deemed she needed not
The changing of her sphere,

To give to heaven a shining one,
‘Who walked an angel here.

Although he sleeps his memory doth live,
And cheering comforts to his mourners give
He followed virtue as his truest guide,
Lived asa Christian—as a Christian died.

The light of her young life went down,
As sinks behind the hill

The glory of a setting star,—
Clear, suddenly, and still.

MISCELLANEOUS EPITAPHS.

She’s gone to world’s above,
Where saints and angels meet,

To realize our Saviour’s love,
And worship at his feet.

“Asleep in Jesus,“ oh! to see
What my waking form shall be:

To be like him will be my bliss,
For I shall see him as he is.

Corruption, earth, and worms,
Shall but refine this flesh,

"Till my triumphant spirit comes
To putit on afresh.

Though thy heart and flesh may fail,
Cast thy hopes above! z
Anchored steadfast in the veil,
Trust his dying love.

Death is but to sleep in Jesus,
‘When this life is o’er;

And to sorrows, sins, diseases,
Never to awaken more.

He died in sure and certain hope of eterna
life, through the atonement and medita |
tion of a crucified Saviour.

Thy virtue and thy worth

Shall fond remembrance cheer,
And ease the aching heart,

That drops the falling tear.

Tranquil amid alarms,
It found him in the field,

A veteran slumbering on his arms,
Beneath his red cross shield.

Naked as from the earth we came,
And entered life at first:

Naked we to the earth return,
And mix with kindred dust.




MISCELLANEOUS EPITAPHS.

But is he dead? no, no, he lives!
His happy spirit flies

To heaven above, and there receives
The long expected prize.

Behold the pilgrim as he lies,
With glory in his view:

To heaven he lifts his longing eyes,
And bids the world adieu.

Life is a span—a fleeting hour:
How soon the vapor flies!

Man is a tender, transient flower,
That e’en in blooming dies.

Lord, she was thine, and not mine own,
Thou hast not done me wrong:

I thank thee for the precious loan,
Afforded me so long.

There is a bright region above,
We long to reach its shore,

To join with the dear ones we love,
“Not lost, but goue before.”

We cannottell who next may fall
Beneath thy chastening rod,

One must be first, but let us all
Prepare to meet our God.

As Jesus died and rose again
Victorious from the dead,
So his disciples rise and reign

With their triumphant Head.

The pains of death are past,
Labor and sorrow cease,

And life’s long warfare closed at last,
His soul is found in peace.

Kind friends beware as you pass by,
As you are now, so once was I:

As I am now, so youmust be,
Prepare, therefore, to follow me.

MISCELLANEOUS EPITAPHS.

Affection’s tribute here I raise,
’Tis all that I can do,

Till death shall elose my earthly days,
Our friendship to renew.

Why should we start and fear to die.
What timorous worms we mortals are!
Death is the gate of endless joy,

And yet we dread to enter there.

In casting off this “mortal coil,”

I bid farewell to care and toil:

The dead in Christ are surely blest,
Forthey partake his heavenly rest.

Let me not murmur nor repine
Under these trying strokes of thine;
But while I walk the mournful road,
Be still and know that thou art God.

There are thoughts that never perigh,
Bright, unfading, through long years;
So thy memory we cherish,
Shrined in hope, embalmed in tears.

To angel form thy spirit’s grown,
Thy God has claimed thee as his own:
In Paradise thou sharest bliss,

Ne’er to be found in worlds like this.

Beneath this stone I've placed in trust,
Not the immortal, but the dust,

Of one on earth to me most dear,

‘Who learned in youth her God to fear.

In labour and in love allied,

In death they here sleep side by side,
Resting in peace—the aged twain—
Till Christ shall raise them up again




MISCELLANEOUS RPITAPHS.

160 No more the world’s pleasures allure,
i Since Jesus hath called thee to rest:
On Zion’s bright summit secure,
No foe shall thy spirit molest.

4 161 %& sleeps in the valley so sweet, % ‘
: ut her spirit has taken its flight: /
Lo! her form isbut dust ’neath our feet, EPITAPHS FOR A SOLDIER.
While she is an angel of light.

“Asleep in Jesus,” precious thought! + Rest, soldier, rest, thy warfare o’er.
With peace and life eternal fraught:

He said—whose power upholds the sky— A friend to his country and a believer in
Believing ye shall never die, : | . Christ.

Nobly he fell while fighting forliberty.

How sleep the brave, who sink to rest, .
By all their country’s wishes blest.

A brave spirit lies buried here, who died
A glorious death in his country’s cause.

He has the soldier’s recompense—
His is a patriot’s grave,

Where calm in death reposes
Our noble true and brave.

Rest, soldier, rest, thy warfare o’er,
Sleep the sleep that knows no breaking,
Dream of battle-fields no more, :
Days of danger, nights of waking.

Died on the field of battle;
"Twas noble thus to die;

God smiles on valient soldiers-—
His record is on high.




SELECTIONS FROM SCRIPTURE.
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The morning cometh.—Isaiah xxi. 12.

He givzeth his beloved sleep.-—Psaim exxvii.

He is not dead, but sleepeth.
She hath done whatshe could.—Markxiv. 8.
Thy brother shall rise again.-uJoh'n' xi. ‘f‘

He that overcometh shall inherit all things.
—Rev. xxi. 7.

In my Father’s house are many mansions.—-‘“

John xiv. 2.
There shall be no night there.—Rew. xxi. 25,
Behold, I come quickly.—Rew. = xxii. 7.‘

The righteous shall be in everlasting remem-
brance.—Psalm cxii. 6.

I shg.ll see Him, but not now; I shall behold
Him, but not nigh.—Numbers xxiv, 17.

The Lord hath spoken good co ;
Israel.—Numbers x. 29. g ncerning

There is buta step between me and death.—
1 Samuel xx. 3.

SELECTION FROM SCRIPTURE,

Blessed are the pure in heart: for they shall
see God.—Matt. v. 8.

I have fought a good fight. I have finished
my course. I have kept the faith.—2 Tim.
iv. 7.

He shall gather the lambs with His arm and
carry them in His bosom.—Isaiah xI. 11.

Weep not: she is not dead, but sleepeth.—-/-
Luke viii. 52. {

He looked for a city which hath foundations,
whose builder and maker is God.—Heb.
xi. 10.

It is the Lord; let Him do what seemeth
Him good.—1 Samuel iii. 18.

For dust thou art, and unto dust shalt thou
return.— Gen. iii. 19.

Let me go, for the day breaketh.—Gen.
xxxii. 26.

Thou art to pass over Jordan this day.—
Deut. ix. 1.

I know that my Redeemer liveth.—Job.
xix. 25.

‘I shall be satisfied when I awake with Thy
likeness.—Psalm xvii. 15.

The gift of God is eternal life through Jesus
Christ our Lord.—Romans Vi, 23. _

Surely the bitterness of death is passed.—1
Samuel, xv. 32. :

Peace be unto thee; fear not..—Judges vi, 23.

As thy days, so shall thy strength be.—
Deuteronomy xxxiii. 25.




SELECTION FROM SCRIPTURE.

He shall rise again in the resurrection at the
last day.—John xi. 24.

I am the resurrection, and the life; he that
believeth in Me, though he were dead, yet
shall he live.—John xi. 25. -

Is not this laid up in store with me, and
sealed up among my treasures?—Deuler-
onomy XXxxii. 34.

The Lord’s portion is His people; Jacob is
the lot of his inheritance.—Deuteronomy
Xxxii. 9,

Let me die the death of the righteous, and
let my last end be like his.—Numbers
xxiii. 10.

The Lord seeth not as man seeth; for man
looketh on the outward appearance, but

but the Lord looketh on the heart.—1
Samuel xvi. 7.

Be thou faithful unto death, and I will give
thee a crown of life.—Rev. ii. 10.

Preserve me, O God; for in thee do I put my
trust.

Watch therefore; for ye know not what
hour your Lord doth come—Matt. xxiv. 42.

Them also who sleep in Jesus will God
bring with him.—1 Thes. iv. 14.

Blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall
.see God. —Matt. v. 8.

There the wicked cease from troubling, and
there the weary be at rest.—Job. iii. 17.

Their bodies are buried in the dust, but
their names shall live for evermore.

SELECTION FROM SCRIPTURE.

For ye are dead, and your life is hid with
Christ in God.

Be ye also ready; for in such an hour as ye
think not the Son of man cometh.—Matt.
xxiv. 44.

The Lord is nigh unto all them that call
upon Him, to all that call upon Him in
truth.

Mine eyes are ever toward the Lord; for He
shall pluck my feet out of the net.

Look up, and lift up your heads; for your
redemption draweth nigh.—Luke xxi. 28.

Not my will, but Thine, be done.—Luke
xxii. 42

Lord, remember me when Thou comest into
Thy kingdom. Luke xxiii. 42.

Father, into Thy hands I commend my
spirit.—Luke xxiii. 46.

Why seek ye the living among the dead?—
Luke xxiv. 5.

Except a man be born again, he cannot see
the kingdom of God.—John iii. 3.

Suffer little children to come unto Me, and
forbid them not; for of such isthe kingdom
of God,—Luke xviii. 16.

O that they were wise, that they understood
this, that they would consider their latter
end!—Deuteronomy xxxii. 29.

Happy art thou, O Israel; who is like unto
thee, O people saved by the Lord.—Deu-
teronomy xXxiii. 29.




SELECTION FROM SCRIPTURE.

Take good heed unto yourselves, that ye
love the Lord your God-—Joshua xxiii. 11.

O my soul, thou hast trodden down strength.
—Judges v, 21.

Let all Thine enemies perish, O Lord; but
let them that love Thee be as the sun
when he goeth forth in his might.—Judges
v. 31.

Ye are not as yet come to the rest and to
the inheritance, which the Lord your God
giveth you.—Deuteronomy xii. 9.

Fear the Lord, and serve Him in truth with
all your heart; for consider how great
things He hath done for you.—1 Samuel
xii. 24.

&rabid)tiitén.

Was der Tod getrennt, vereinigt dbas Grab.
Hoffuung und Wonne blitht aud) aus Sdymerzen!
Dag Grab ift dev duntle Pfad ju lichten Sphiren.
Zob ift nur Berwandlung der fterblichen Natur.
Jur hier, wo er rubt, werde id) einft Rube finden!

Im Grab ift Rup.

Hier erwartet den i‘ytiilﬂing‘ber %[itferfte!}ung.

Das Loos ift mir gefallen auf’s Lieblidyfte, mir i
ein fhdues (&Erbtt)ei[fmorben.f o ?

Der Hidjte hat die Saat geftrent
Bur Erudte fiiv die Cwigleit.

Gein Leben war ein Augenblid
Cin Frithlingstraum jein Ervengliic.

Aujblith'n, Hinwelfen, Staubwerden,
Dasg find die Gefee der Natur.

Cngel die an Gotted Thron erfoven,
Sind fiiv fromme Eltern nie vevloven!




Grabidriften.

Du warft fo fromn, voll Liebe, trew, befdeiden
Mit Div entflohen unjre Lebensfreuden.

Die gevedhten Seelen find in Gottes Hand,
31 Des Friedens ew’gem Vaterland.

Die Blume prangt und fallt dann ab,
So bliiht der Veenjch) und finkt ing Grab.

Gottesfurdyt, Hevzensdgiite, jhone Sitten bildeten
die lieblide Geftalt zuv trauten Gattin, 3ur
aacvtliden Mutter.

Was menjdiid) exrouchs, blithet hier gittlicdyer
und reift!

,Sdant aufwdrtd!” vuft der tvdftend fromme
Glanbe: :
Der Geift ijt Dort,—Ddte Hiille ruht im Staube.

Selig fiud die Todten, die i1 dem ?errn ftexben,
Denu thre Wevke folgen ihuen nad.

Das ftille Grab erfdredt den Frommen nidt;
Er hofft auf Gott und fiivdtet fein Gervidyt!

O felig wenn ber grofe Tag erfdeinet,
Der ewig ihn mit jeinem Gott vereinet.

RNad) iiberftand’nen fdwerem Leiden
Bin id) verjefst in hohen Freuden.

Guter Mann hier meine Thrdnen,
Sind die Blumen auf dein Grab.

Unterdev Erde ijt Schlaf, itberder Erde ift Tvaum,
Aber dort oben 1ft Seligleit.

O fajfe Muth, Trauwernder! die Reife ift bald vol=
[endet, e8 ift ein Gott.

Alles in der Natuv ftivbt, alles in dev Natur lebt,
Nidht3 ift auf tmmner todt.

Vertrauendvoll lafit Gottes Weisheit walten!
Des Todes Saat muf ew’'ge Frudyt entfalten.

Grabidyriften.

Das Jrdifde mag im Staub vergehen,
Fiiv Geifter giebt's ein %ieberiet?cl?.

L dentet s warte dev Himmel auf eudh!
Dann jdyeidet ihr gerne vom irdijden NReid)!

Cr jdied hiniiber in das ewige Lidht!
Sein Wivken bleibt— Erinnerung jdhwindet nidyt.

Hier, wo der Geift fein Staubileid fallen (afit,
Beweint das Kind des Vaters Ajdyenveit!

Hier ift unj've Lojung: ,Untergehen 1“
Dort ruft Gottes Eugel: , Anferjtehen 14

Sie war ein ftilles, qutes Kind,
Fromm—wic Gottes Eugel find.

S zavter RKindheit vief fie {hon
Der Herr jum Dienft an fetnem Thron.

Jm Lande, wo's feint Scheiden giebt
Bereint Gott, die fid) hiev geliebt.

Db die Hiitte aud) zevbridht,
Gottes Bau nergebetnid)dz.

m Himmel labt nad) Trennungs
%eﬁ Wiederfehns i‘l:?t bas E)ers.g fdymer

Sinft der Letb hinab jum Staube,
Fithrt zum Sdauen uns der Glaube.

Nad) Todesidymers und Grabesvuly’
oithrt €hrifing ung dem Himmel 3u.

Der Glaube fithrt durc) Todesidymer:
Bum Himmel auf das fromme &e’rs. :

Bridt im Tod das Menfdyenher;
Eilt die Seele Himmelwarts.

Auferftehung, - erw’ges Leben,
Wird der Seele Fefus geben.




@rabjdyriften.

D felig wenn der grofe Tag evideinet,
Der ewig ihn mit feinem Gott veveinet.

Eine weiffe Nofenbliiihe

Bilanzt ein Freund auf deine Gruft;
Sdylumm’re, wie von Huid und Giite,
Eingewiegt tn ihrem Duft.

%ego werd’ id) {dhon gejdymiidet,
it Dem weiffen Ehrenkleid,
St der goldnen Ehrentrone,
Steh’ id) dba vor Gottes Throue.

Die gevedyten Seelen find in Gottesd Hand,
3n des Friedens ew’gem Vaterland.

D bilde Du ein Leben

Den Geijt ur Cwigleit!

Was niifst ein eitled Streben?
Sdyau hier—Verganglidfeit!

Nimuner jie Dein vevgeffen,

Big in die Hiille finkt hinab,

Und die Sdymerzen, die fie prefjen,
Enbdet neben dir das Grabd.

Du gingjt dem Tode froh entgegen,
um Hummel war dein leger Blid;
ort [ohnet Did) ded BVaters Segerr,

Dort bliihet Dir dasd ew’ge Gliid.

Das Sterblidhe muf lj,id) 3um Grabe wenden;
Du willft, Natur! vaf es in Dunit zerfliefit;
Dod) niemals wird der Tod dag Leben endeu,
Das ewig ift,—dasd Ewigleit umjd)liefit.”

Den Glaub¥n an die ew’ge Liebe,

Die fein Gejd)dpf verldft,

Den haltet am Grabe fejt!

Was warft du, wenn ex div nidhyt bliebe?

gter fhlof fich ded Vevkldavten Blid

0 war es, hodfter Gott, dein @ile:
Hier nahm die Erde jeine Hiille,

Der Himmel jeinen Geift zuriid,

Grabjdriften.

$Hobeit, Ghre, Madyt und Rubhm find eitel!
Eines Weltgebieters ftolzer Sdyertel

Und ein zitternd Haupt am Pilgevitab
Dedt mit einer Duntelheit das Grab.

®ott gab dem Menjdyen Unjterbligfeit,
Die Seele fann nid)t untergehn!

Weil Gotted Haud) den Geijt bejeelt,
Mufp Lebendes aud) fortbejtehu.

Wand'rer lefe: wasd auf diefem Grabe
Cinfad), aber wahr, ald Dentmal fteht:
i) war fein Leben!“- -Wand'rer jage!

‘3’8 ein Zeugnif, das der Sturm verweht?

Wiederfehen! himmlijdhes Entziicen!
9! wie herrlid) lohnjt den Dulder du!
S)og’enb fann id) auf den Hiigel bliden, -
Nidt auj ewig jdhlieft dein Grab did) Fu!

Selig, wer an Grabes-Funjternifjen,

Die ein Strahl der Gottheit hwad) exhellt,
Sid) exhebt mit ruhigem Gemwifjen

Bu dem Glaubem an die befj’re Welt.

Unfers Dafeinsd {hlummernde Gebeine
Diillt bas Duntel der Vevgangenbeit;
Moo bededt die Sdrift am Leideniteine
Und der Name jtivbt im Lauf der Seit.

&)in{ wo Bretter Fiivften gleicdhen,

LWo bei dem Heven der Diener vubt,
Weid)t dev Avme nid)t dem Rubhme,
Denn da gilt fein Rayg nod) Gut!

Nur dem Frommen ift es eigen,
Wenn fid) Todestampfe zeigen,
Daf er fterbend frophlid) jpridyt:
Mein Gewiffen qualt mid) nidht!

Schuell muf alles Sdhne jhwinden
Jn ded Lebens Bliithenzeit.
Hevrlidher wirft du es finden
I dem Land der Ewigleit,




®Grabjdriften,

Alle Erdenpilger wallen d
Jeder Stunde niber threr Grufty
1ud in diefen ftillen Hallen
Juben fie, bis fie ber Vater vuft.

Wivr find ewig nid)t gefdyieden

LBon dem Bund, der und umid)lieft;
D Gedante, der mir Frieden

Jn die wunde Seele giefit!

Liebe die anf Grden unsg veveinet,

Blithet ewig in dem Himmel fort;

Wo Fetn Auge mehr 0b Trennung weinet,
nd vereinigt veine Seelen dovt, ;

O! fein Kovperftaubdyen fann verderben:
€8 verntodert uud evnewuert fid)!

Detne Seele Fonute hiev nidyt jtevben:
Eugel fithrten tn den Hinmel did)!

Jm Morgenglang, im Abeudidein
Wird feguend Sie aus Himmelshohen
Hevab anf Jhre Kinder jehen;

Drum ftrebet fromm, wie fie, 3u fein!

Dort iiber jenen Stermen,
»Dort ift das Laud der Ruh!”
€o ruft am ditftern Grabe
Religion uns ju.

Glanben, Bweifel, Freuden, Leiden,
Sit ver- Menfdhheit irdifdh) Loos.
genfettﬁ Blithen ew’ge Freuden
S des Himmeldvaters Sdoos.

Nidht Witnjdye, nod) Seufzer, nod) Thranen,
Kein himmelaufflehender Blick

Sein Opfer von blutigen Thrianen

Crfaufen Geftorb’ne Fuviid.

O Friede, Friede ihm! die Engel winten!
um dande auf, wo jeine Palme bliiht;

,%sn’ﬁ finjtere Grad muft’ feine Hiille finton,
eil hell bem Geifte dort das Leben gliiht.

Grabjdyriften.

ier, wo Millionen fauten,
Hier, wo fidh jede Factel fentt,
Hier, hier! evmuntert der Gedante:
Daf diejer Weg zum Hinumel lentt.

Unj've Thranen fallen auf den Hiigel,

Der geliebte Uebervefte dectt; :

Dod) des Glaubens goibbeidjmmgter Flitgel
Frigt ung aufwdirts, wo fein Grab uns fdredt.

O rube fanft—oder ‘i’ii(gerreiie mitde!
@eiub@terben war der Weg jur Seligleit;
Dein Lebensfrennd, dev reine Seelenfriede,
RNahm (adelnd Did) sur frohen Einigleit.

Wie ein janfter Sdhlumnrer, dev die Piiden
Nad) dex Tagesarbeit iiberfdllt, -

So deg Frommen Tod, e jdlajt im Frieden
Sanft hiniiber tu die befjre Welt.

Alles wedhjelt Alles geht voritber!
Kury ift unfre Spanne Erdengeit,
Aud) der mitde Wandver ging hiniiber
Auf der Wallfahrt in die Ewigleit.

Hier verldft der Menjd) dag Jrrgewinde,
Diefes Lebens dornenvolle VBabhn,
Und ber Geift befreit von morfdyer Binde,
Sdwingt fid) trinmphivend himmelan!

Deine Hiille ift hier aunfgehoben
G dem ftillen Garten der Natur;
Dorthin hat die Seele fic) erhoben,
Lo perfieget jede Thranenipur.

Des Gerites Kraft und Hitlle
Bevfinfet nid)t ins Grab,

€8 leget nny die Hiille

Dex Stevuenpilger ab.
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