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Froui the foot of the falls the current has sped
Through ages no tongue can tell.

It has graven its gorge—it has worn its be<l

—

As a tortun (1 soul, its hell.

With eddjing swirls

It tosses an<l whirls,

As it splashes and rushes away

;

Till the rocks are past.

And it rests at last

In the calm of Kagawong Bay.

!

88


