
Branches hang from the willow tree.
Kissing the surface flowing free
To touch the stream of destiny
Passing time with us all

As the swirling eddies of time uncoil
The sons and daughters of the valley's soil
To the mills they've trudged to work and toil
A time that passes with it flow.

The mills stand hushed to see it flowing
Those days are past and gone. 
And in the breeze we feel them going
The Derwent flowing through us all.
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