My youth and love, with life at its flood,
Were yours to take had you looked my way -
How could you guess that my heart ‘wpt ‘blabd
While eyes and voice were so gayl
he gift I gave you was thrown aside,
No lonper I weep and aponize;
I pine no more for the kiss denied,
- Nor am stabbed by your careless eyes.

Love, who never was lover of mine,
Was I not fair in those days gone by?
Were you so rich in love's precious wine
That your eruse could nefer run dey?

My wine of life was epilled at your feet «
Heart and soul of me both were yours!
Welll Bven to love in wain is sweet,
Pain passes, but love endures,




