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Youth and the sword blood-drunkenthat hath
YDdr'nk

An hundréd lives a*nd isinsatiate,-
YO'uth and'the sword, and Beauty, t4at doth

wait
'the embrace ;-ripe lips, whose smiles wà 'Id

lure a monk;.
Fair -flesh*, fi re-flaminglocks, like sun half sunk,

Glowing in clouds, thr'ugh evening's crimson
gate,

Tempt him to love. He chal'len' es his fate
-Nor has she from hi*S' burning kisses sh-r'nk,

Meet was- it that beneath the thirsting sword
Himsele into Re'à.'Sefchens ar*ms he.. fl'ung,

-F-OY-1 nn ocence, 'then » learned th'e love i
guilt

And passion's brand, ab've his. head 1. ng
swung îî

In'his yqung soul'wa*.buried to'thehilt)
Nor ever was aýricher flood outpoured/.


