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Cool clear water falls, 

into a breezy mountain stream. 

I hear its calls, 

only just like a dream. 

 

Calling me,  

to the heavenly oasis, 

And under the weeping willow tree, 

I will find familiar faces. 

 

I listen to the sound, 

water cascades down at a crawl, 

I lie on the mossy ground, 

and listen to the water fall.  

 


