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When | Was A Boy

P
Up in the attic where I slept

en I was a boy, a little boy,

In through the lattice the
moonlight crept

Bringing a tide of

Over the low, red trundle-

Bathing the tangled curl

head

While moonbeams played at

With the dimples on the sun-
browned cheek -

When I was a boy, a little boy!



