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(^ottU I alfif you a song

OfthebMuttfttlduuf,

Vho forever is laid

la that lonely bed»

Soch a song—such a song would I sirg ;

So wildly and bitterly sad would it he.

So bitterly sad» Oh your tuurs it would bring.

Heard you only the song I would sing.

But I croon me a song

Of my hopes and my fears,

Of my trials and cares,

'Mid £ut flowing tears,

Soch a song—such a song do I sing ;

It is strangely and utterly sad to me.
So utterly sad, Oh ycir tears it must bring,

Heard you only the song that I sing.
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