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Too Late

Too late you caiuo, your only crime,
For fled were youth's hrij^ht hours,

Wliile Love himself is wiufr,.,! \\k^. Time,
And seel<s the freshest flowers.
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For in the hrij-ht and li(|uid morn.
How brilliant hloom the roses;

But when the ^^"inter comes forlorn,

How soon the hrief hud closes.

Then chide me not that I am cold.

That you no passion w akeu

;

LVmend)er, dear, tluit we are ..Id.

And Love his leave has taken.
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