
 
 
 
 
 

FEMMES DAMNEES. 
 
KISS me, O sister, kiss me down to death ! 
The purple of the passionate hour is flaked 
With notes of gold ;  there swim desires unslaked, 
Impossible raptures of expostulate breath. 
The marble heaves with longing ;  hungereth 
The mouth half-open for the unawaked 
Mouth of the baby blossom, where there ached 
Never till now the parched sweet song that saith : 
 
“ Ah !  through the grace of languor and the glow 
Of form steals sunset flaming on the snow ! 
Darkness shall follow as love wakeneth 
In moonlight, and the flower, chaste love, now bloom 
First in the bosom, after in the tomb— 
Kiss me, O sister, kiss me down to death ! ” 
 


