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From the hill I am reminded of more youthful mornings, seeing ihe dark forms 

of trees eastward in the low grounds, partly within and against the shining 

white fog, the sun just risen over it. The mist fast rolls away eastward from 

them, their tops at last streaking it and dividing it into vales, all beyond 

a submerged and unknown country, as if they grew on the sea-shore.
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