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And though I know there’s a hasty grave with a 
poor little cross at its head,

And the gold of his youth he so gladly gave, yet 
to me lie'll never be dea<h 

And the sun in my Devon lane will be gay, and 
my boy will be with me still.

So I’m finding the heart to smile and say: “Ob 
God, if it be Thy will !”
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