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Listen to the water mill

At Tne livelong ddy,

Hear the sgueaking of e
wheels

As they wear the hours away.

Languidly the woter glides

Ever -on ond still,

But never coming back again

To the water mill.

, the wasted hours of [|ife

at have floated b%;

, the good we might have
daone

at is lost wethout a sigh:

ve we might have had

For only a word,

Thoughts conceived, but never

penned,

Oh
Th
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Perishing unheard.

Toke this iesson To yourse lveg
It lewall. o0 true, ‘

Golden years are passing by,
And youth .is pussing too.
Wealth, power, intellect,

May not, cannot, last, .
For the mill can never grind
With the wgter that is passed



