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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.
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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,







