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We gll,Wwithin our graves will sleep,
A hundred yeafrs to come; .
No living soul for us will Waaﬁ,’
A hunndred years to come,
But other men 7
‘Our homes Wﬂl fill,
'And others then - .
. - Dur lands will till,
And other birds will sing as gay,
"And. bright the syn shine as to-day,
A hundred years to snme
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