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You heat the water 

When you make tea. 

But we wanted it hotter 

For liberty. 

So we tossed the tea 

Into the sea 

And added our own heat, 

Our fire. 

So that taste of power 

Would never expire, 

Would last and last beyond the hour 

And burn in hearts we’d yet to meet. 

You made the tea. 

We made the heat. 


