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The Present 
By J. W. Henson 

 

 

I drink of the present. 

The future is a dream 

I cannot taste. 

The past flows beyond me, 

And having drunk there 

I thirst again. 

 

If I do not live now, 

I shall exit 

Having never lived. 

For the future is a dream, 

And the past 

Flows on beyond me. 


