Ye Toilers
Too little sung the tune of the heroic worker

Clocking in daily to his weighted trough.

Inner strength defines her personal character

Going little noticed this work I quaff.

Indeed, we round the clock unaware the force

Of our own labors towards triumph bent this state.

Had vacillating, irresolute been our source

Ruin and eventual extinction would be our fate.

Ye toilers of task routine in nature

Take note your paste is benefit to all.

Relying on your commitment gives us future

Without which the whole damn thing would fall.
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