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       Like a harvest rabbit, plunging, weaving,
       Doubling among the sheaves he dives, forces free,

       Off along the platform - and doesn’t he run too!
       Yes, well he’s young and spry you see,

     They’ve got to be fit nowadays.*
And he’ll need to be.

   * This line originally was written as ‘They’ve go to be fit in the army nowadays.


