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20 Oirie Morning, oh .1 So Earij,.

Sweet is spýng, and sweet the morning, my belovèd, my
belovéd

Now for us doth spring, doth morning, wait upon th é. years
increase,

And my prayer goes J Oh, give us, crowned in youth
with marrtage glory,

Give ior all our lifes dear story,
Give us love, and give us peace1


