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A Hundred Years iﬁ{gc.

"HUNIDRED vyears agn the birds -
Were singing =s they sing now,
The fields were flacked with flocks, the flowers
Were springing as they spring now
‘Men toiled as men are toilind now
And moiled as men are moiling now,
And droped as men are 4roping now,
And hoped as men gre hoping now,
And died as men are dyind,

One lived for love and one for gold,
And dreams of fame beguiled one:
One was a monarch where he dwelt, |

Angther a reviled one!




