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ICre's a weary voice in the sout of man

That cries for the great " to be, "
lke the moan of the worlds when tiine began,

Or the wail of the wind by the sea:

nd onty the fait of the faded Ieaf

And the sigh of the night in the trees>

an utter the spirit's lonelY grief
And the sorrow that no one sees.
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