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And the wft«t couch I eSk, Effie,
b thy green and gruÎy bed,

And my choicest pioce of sculptured aft
Is the marble at thy head.

They filled the fésW cup, Ellie,
And oler the fimhing wine

They praised the lovely girl I won
To deck the marriage shrine;

WUI God forgive me---&er that child
No mfle of love I shed, ý

For I drank in F30leÙUrM*IenCe
To the memory of the dead.

When I bitught my child-biride hom% Elli%
The home that once was OUT%

&e praised the decomted roorai4
The bird% the fountEý the floweým;

But one sweet portra# from m wa%
Rad vanishod by that nigh4 à

And &e told me, with a carea%
She bid it from my Wght,


