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- The birds that in the orchard

Were wont to build and sing,
Wil come with the sarliest W]:lisper
0f the zephyrs of the spring)
But Green SleevesT in the orchard

I shall not hear her sing,

I shall hear the pleasant murmur
Of the brook 'twixt bamks of iern,
And the tinkls, tinkle of the bslls
As home the cattle turny
But Green SlesvesT Oh, Green SleevesT
She never will returm,
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