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&4 Tear Millstone
ﬁs I walk along this sidewalk, Everyday I hear someone say : Turning the page to begin again
Completely full of snow, We need love and peace. Trying to bare my heart by the strokes of my pen

| watch the snowflakes tumble down
- Wpon the ground so low.

My feet, they make no noise.

It’s almost like I'm not here.

But it’s because of plam old ignorance

‘l’hatno one notzces my tear.

Will you finally comprehend

@ressed like thpws, in the Sixties,
) The passion within

I'wish to submit to your heart
But the paradox tears me apart

Turning away from the siolen pen
Star, Hanger, will you believe again

When we can't face today.

In the spring the snow will melt
Giving way to warmer days,
But the tear remains forever,

Staining my young face.




