MANUSCcrIPTS 17
LET IT SLEEP
Robert Basile

Let it sleep—it was, and will not come again
Let it sleep

A tormented, ragged, beautiful creature
—yesterday

It shone and thrashed as

I passed through

I loved and hurt

and got the same

I blazed, and sweated

from my own heat

Let it sleep

It was, and will not

come again
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