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‘Twas but a dream, her face, her hair, 

The spring-time sweet, the winter bare, 

The summer when the woods we ranged,-- 

‘Twas but a dream, but all is changed.

Yes, all is changed and all has fled, 

The dream is broken, shattered, dead. 

And yet, sometimes, I pray to know 

How just a dream could hold me so.
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