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INTRODUCTION,

This collection of epitaphs was started in & very modest
fashion about thirty-five years ago, when the eompiler
found great pleasure in searching all the graveyards near
her Vermont home for quaint inseriptions upon old tomb-
stones. Tt was neither a morbid curiosity nor a spirit of
melancholy that attracted her to the weather-baaten slaba
of marble and slate, but rather s fondneas for etudying
humsan ¢ctentricity a8 revealed in whimsieal epltaphs.
In almost avery graveyard one can fnd

= Bome frall memorial still erecied nigh,
With b o 1 ub decked *

and thess have given many houre of plessure t0 one who
finds in such sombre elegies of the dead mest interesting
refteetions of the living.

Ag the only purpose of earrying on such odd ressarches
waa to satisfy & fondness for freakish ingenuliy, much loss
interest was found in the thousands of ammeing epitaphe
that are penned by writers for comic papers or by wags
in general. Fietitious inscriptions lack the charm of
authenticlty, which in the case of epitaphs is decidedly
more desirable than imagination. All eelections which
could not be definitely located are classed by themselves,
but many of thees are known to have actually existed,
though for varying ressons the collector is umable to
vouch for their exset locality.

In n few Instances the names have been changed,
where it was thonght that verbatim copies of the epitaphs
might prove invidious to the relalives or friends of the
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dead. It is hoped that the divislon imto locslities will
prove & convenlence to & majority of readers, who
naturally will not eare to read such a book through at one
pittlng, but rather to pick it up now and then when in
the mood for such light entertainment as it can afford.
The spelling hias necessarily been changed at times from
the antiquated and almost hisroglyphic forms which would
defy the most careful typography; but in general the
orthography and punctuation are copled verbatim from
the originals.

The compiler trusts that it is not an act of unreasonable
presumption to publish & book of epitaphs when 8o many
already exist. T¥n faet it was partly because of the
numerous requesia for an examination of her collection
that the plan of publishing it was adopted. Such an
ambitions consummation of her pleasant lshor never
ocecurred t0 her until her original note-books became
‘badly worn and torn in their travela from friend to friend,
from town to town, and it i3 hardly an exzaggeration to
say that they have been from Portland to Portland, from
Augusta {0 Angusta, in response to the urgent requeats of
those who have In some manver heard of their existence.
If her collection ie a8 kindly received in book form as it
has been in its less pretentious condition, the editer will
feel that its publication was not due to an immoderate
confidence in its variety and general interest.

BUBAN DARLING SAFFORD.

Bosrox, Mags., April 6, 1895,
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MAINE.
WINSLOW. ;

Here lies the body of Richard Thomas, an English-
man by birth, a Whig of "78—a Cooper by trade,
now food for worms. Like an old rum puncheon
whose staves are all marked and numbered he will

be raised and put together agaln by his Maker.

Hare liss the body of John Mound
Lost at sea and never fonnd.

Here liee one Wood enclesod in wood,
One Wood within another.

The outer wood {8 vory good,

‘Wa cannot praise the other.

PORTLAND.
The lttle hero that lies here
‘Was conquered by the diarrhes.

GRIDIWOEAG — 1635 .
Bencath this slone now dead to grief
Lies Grid the famous Wokag chief.
Pause here and think you learned prig,
‘This man was once &n Indian big,
Consider this, ye lowly one,
This man waz once & hig in—jun.
Now be lies here, you too must rot,
As sure as pig shall go to pot.
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In the same charchyard.
Here Betay Brown her body lies.
Her soul is flying in the skies.
While hera on earth she oftimes spun
Bix hundred skeins from sut to sun,
And wove one day, her daughter brags,
Two hundred pounds of carpet rags.

EASTPORT.

“ Transplanted **

ErTTERY — 1803,

BATH.

I loet my life in the raging soas

A sovereign God does ae he pleasa.
The Kittery friends did then appear,
And my remaing they boried here.

We can but mourn cur loge,
Though wreiched was his life.
Death took him from the ¢roes,
Erected by his wife.

Onr life is but a Winter's day.

Bome breskfast and away.

Others to dinner stay and are well fed.
The oldest sups and goes to bed.

Targe is hie debt who lingera out the day,
Who goes the sconest has the least t0 pay.

John Phillips,
Accidentally ghot as & mark of
affection by his brother.

After life’s fever, I sleep well.
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NEW HAMPSHIRE.
Horris.
Here the old man lies
No one langhs and no ons cries
Where he's gone or how he fares
No one knows and no one cares.
But his brother James and his wife Emeline
They wera his friends all the time.

Here lies our young and blooming daughter —
Murdered by the cruel and relentless Henry.
‘When coming home from =chool he met her,
And with a six self shooter, shot her.

Here liss Cynthia, Stavens' wife

Bhe lived slx years in calms and atrife.
Death ceme at Iast and set her free.

1 was glad and so was she.

In youth he was a scholar bright.
In Jesrning he took great delight.
He was o major’s only son.

It was by love he was undone.

Here ligs old Caleh Ham,

By trade a bum.

When be dicd the devil eried,
Come, Caleb, come.

PEAE CEMETERY.
Thomas Culbert,
The voice of & stepfather beneath this
Btone is to rest one, shamefully robbed
In life by his wife's son, and Esq Tom
And David Learys wife
(The sbove is & verbatim oopy.}



