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Our time has passed on swift and careless feet, 

With sighs and smiles and songs both sad and sweet. 

Our perfect hours have grown and gone so fast, 

And these are things we never can repeat. 

Though we might plead and pray that it would last, 

Our time has passed. 

 

Like shreds of mist entangled in a tree, 

Like surf and sea foam on a foaming sea, 

Like all good things we know can never last, 

Too soon we'll see the end of you and me. 

Despite the days and realms that we amassed, 

Our time has passed. 

 

 


