For verge

We all lose on dog-leg of the years

Who youth, who power, who health

Who beauty, but there is else such people

Losing conscience, faith and honour

Where lane to lifes so hurry

On than we whole age so passionately beat

In change empty-handed all more often remain

Cool copper heart angry only ring

[refrain]

But there, for verge there is else step

For life of the lifes waiting us payment

And to be not

In her always to be guilty

Jesus you return its each day

Its each day

-----

[Refrain]

Life not once changed on ensemble of the coins

We do not accumulate, but only lavish

And …… days on wind all throw

And poverty on sundown of the years

[Refrain]
[Refrain]

