« IN MEMORIAM,

(o of tho mosé tesriblo events {hat’
has over oceured in the cummunity of
Galesburg, was the accident of little
Frank Erb, Thursday, Bept. 12th, 18805,
At noon of that day, aa the teams on his
father's farm, were lm-
work, one of t]llwvhor;u'
£ -~W, Tian Oﬂlﬂ _l:
lnl»llﬂml 'ﬁ
to help, st np. aud wlk
(as he afterwards told his pamh
strucic the horee, and then, but w
fail to doseribe that awful wound on llll-
brain which resulted i death, Bept
17th.  The 11th of Jun, 1896 he would

e A i O bk M 'm"
eurling hair before it was cut, roll
eyes that reflocted the pure wh
and lovable disposition; an uquhitoly
mouldad face and porfectly synmst:lc.ll
ilnl:;:::.i eo;nbined with mpﬁrﬁr mental
capaeity in one #o youn, uny
mend ha{xl a!wl)lmﬁ ming mh’f&'}
young trees wave ‘E'o-
twllmflr over his head, b!oomlug

the puthways around his
home; Im!ood the embowered beauty of
this place, was remarked by all strmg
ors I&lzg enjoyed by their friends and here

mﬂlt cfﬂc’;nt %MM thiﬂ ﬂﬁg
were in constant auendnnu and all that
science could do was done, but from the

first, it waus a deatH stroke, The funersl

sorvicos by . were con
ducted in a lmmti(ul arbor of trees, the
litﬁe white ng the center,

in yms of Jesus”
nnd b.’nzr My g to E’hm arimu
supn a lurge oese SOCTOW
fﬂhgdl Than the du'.feln form '”3
taken to Hunter and interred in the
pretty little cemetary tharo, Eanh
carth and dust to dast”,

o Ll o flowors, I:!oamlng sxootly,
y your heads down Jow to.day;
For yrmr hr:nl:lat. hest gompanion,
uway.
Nnm' more {0 wa ns;yly.
“Mid your fragrant odors bioom,
He now dwells mn ‘mortal ﬂown.
Round the m white, E:'
[t

Little entl:.
Wmsng for ltrm ant tread;
Never wore will feel t lpduging
Of his feet on your green bed,
But you'll murmur, grasses softly,
the tiny grave where's la
FA“ thlt 's Jelt of little Frankie, -
/I this new fresh mound that's made,

As the buman nature is,
Greater than the nstunf lrotld.
So this fair boy’s worth nl?‘
Yastgr than ﬂh s wealth unfurled.
Born to all that life éould give, .
Attributes to make a man,
In his tiny bosom thrilloed,
Held withia his small brown haod,

Enshrined deep within their xlm,
He uu all these mﬁu had;
Loved and cherished, ido
Ah! this grief, bow douhl nd
Nothing barder, ¢'er could
tl.‘hln the cruel death hedw..l,
Never mrtyr gave'up more,
Than this boy his parents’ pride.

Of thou Providenep most slrasge,
Ways we canpot understand;
Blasted bopes and broken toys,
- This, the destiny of man.
But he Jived; oh! not in vain,
And he ope'd Leav'ns” doois a.bo-a
Where |hau weiry, walling ooos
Om more meet ip joyam:l jmra, 2

00000

: Card of Thanks.
Hr.mﬂmgav.fkb&wﬁwu-
1 1o ir friends ﬂi‘l}a
fwhhﬂb king  atfention and

sympathy in their late terrible bereave-
ment, ;



