Epitaph:  A brief poem written to be inscribed on a gravestone.
Epitaphs come in many forms.

There are:


Religious epitaphs:    Wither, O wither should I fly





But to my loving Saviours breast





Secure within thy arms to lie





And safe beneath thy wings to rest


Clever epitaphs:
To follow you I’m not content.





How do I know which way you went?





 
  (Poet H.J. Daniel’s epitaph for his wife)




I made an ash of myself.






 (Ruth Adams)





Here lies an honest lawyer,





and that is Strange.





 
(A lawyer named John Strange)


Humorous epitaphs:
Here lies my wife:  here let her lie!





Now she’s at rest, and so am I.





“I told you I was sick!”






(found in a Georgia cemetery)


Famous epitaphs:
On the whole, I’d rather be in Philadelphia.






(W.C. Fields)





One of the most famous epitaphs is that of Shakespeare.





Good Friends, for Jesus’ sake forbear,





To dig the bones enclosed here!





Blest be the man that spares the stones,





And curst be he that moves my bones.

A little history:  When graveyards were full during Shakespeare’s era, old corpses were often dug up to create space for the burial of new bodies.  In addition, grave robbers sometimes dug up corpses to plunder them – especially if the person was wealthy or famous.  Not a fan of these activities, Shakespeare wrote his own epitaph to scare would be “diggers” off.  People’s fear of superstition worked as his grave has survived unmolested for hundreds of years.

