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Hymen shall sanction the same S
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Trumpet of joyscund the Trumpet of joy sound the Trumpet the Trumpet of
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I grieve when my love is away,

Tho' seldom he leaves me behind;
Yet still I have something to say,
And charge him with being unkind,
But why silly girl*do I chide,

O tell me dear _‘Cupid sweet boy,
When Hymen Soon makes me a bride
And Love sounds the Trumpet of Jo







