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Oime and Oide
Pensive the moments passing,
Drear are the days that die;

Glad once the eyes now glassing,
Gray be the once blue sky.

Slowly the years are making,
Meekness a mighty man;

Palsied the prow now taking
Leave of the olden strand.

Mem'ry though dimmer growing,
Hoards well the heart-some past;
Far spent and fainter glowing,
Life ebbs away alas!
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