This poem by Rev. Jeremiah W. Holt, who served as Bethlehem’s pastor for thirty years, was read in the cemetery on Memorial Day, May 17, 1902 and on September 23, 2007.
	Beneath the arches of the sky,

Surrounded by our sleeping dead,

We stand in solemn silence by

The mounds that mark their lowly bed.

Long years ago they fell asleep,

To wake when time shall be no more.

Their names, afresh, we wish to keep

Until our journey, too, is o’er.

Here, in this churchyard, where we stand,

Are precious forms of parents dear.

To honor them, with heart and hand,

In silence now we gather here.

Our children too are sleeping near,

By loving hands consigned to rest.

Their bodies sleep in silence here;

Their souls are now among the blest.

A brother here, a sister there,

A neighbor, too, and friend so true,

And then, perchance, a foe lies near,

But each to earth has bid adieu.

Earth’s blossoms quickly fade and die;

Their fragrance passes soon away.

But in that land beyond the sky

Fresh glory crowns an endless day.
	Today we place to each a flower,

To each a tear―a smile is given.

On earth we’ve had the parting hour,

But hope to meet again in heaven.

Our Savior died and rose again,

And won a victory for the dead,

That they might live and ever reign

Triumphant with their living head.

Eternal springtime smiles above

The clouds of earth and winter’s night,

And all is peace and joy and love

Where life is everlasting light.

The pathway glows with love today,

Inviting us to follow on,

And soon our feet shall press the way

That leads to where they now are gone.

The valley lies between us now,

Bur soon we’ll cross the narrow stream,

And breezes fresh shall fan the brow,

Where life is not an evening dream.

                            -- Rev. Jeremiah Holt
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