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The Grandfather Clock 
 
The wind cries for 
an old fallen tree, 
 
The grandfather clock 
ticks on. 
 
The souls moan like  
the wind crying for 
a tree, their tree. 
 
The grandfather clock 
ticks on.  
 
The wolves moan 
like the souls, 
clueless of the  
great loss. 
 
The grandfather clock 
ticks on. 
 
The grandfather clock 
ticks on. 
 
 


