The Messenger

Volume 2005

Article 2
Issue 1 The Messenger, 2005 rticle 27

2005

Requiescat

Meg Hurtado

Follow this and additional works at: http://scholarship.richmond.edu/messenger
b Part of the Poetry Commons

Recommended Citation

Hurtado, Meg (2005) "Requiescat,” The Messenger: Vol. 200S: Iss. 1, Article 27.
Available at: http://scholarship.richmond.edu/messenger/vol2005 /iss1/27

This Poetry is brought to you for free and open access by UR Scholarship Repository. It has been accepted for inclusion in The Messenger by an

authorized administrator of UR Scholarship Repository. For more information, please contact scholarshiprepository@richmond.edu.


http://scholarship.richmond.edu/messenger?utm_source=scholarship.richmond.edu%2Fmessenger%2Fvol2005%2Fiss1%2F27&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://scholarship.richmond.edu/messenger/vol2005?utm_source=scholarship.richmond.edu%2Fmessenger%2Fvol2005%2Fiss1%2F27&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://scholarship.richmond.edu/messenger/vol2005/iss1?utm_source=scholarship.richmond.edu%2Fmessenger%2Fvol2005%2Fiss1%2F27&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://scholarship.richmond.edu/messenger/vol2005/iss1/27?utm_source=scholarship.richmond.edu%2Fmessenger%2Fvol2005%2Fiss1%2F27&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://scholarship.richmond.edu/messenger?utm_source=scholarship.richmond.edu%2Fmessenger%2Fvol2005%2Fiss1%2F27&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://network.bepress.com/hgg/discipline/1153?utm_source=scholarship.richmond.edu%2Fmessenger%2Fvol2005%2Fiss1%2F27&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://scholarship.richmond.edu/messenger/vol2005/iss1/27?utm_source=scholarship.richmond.edu%2Fmessenger%2Fvol2005%2Fiss1%2F27&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
mailto:scholarshiprepository@richmond.edu

"{{;'E.]UI!E?H.-II

Meg Hurtado

Don't sing to her, the lovely one
Who's curled under the floating earth.
Her lips are asleep, her eves are gone

And vour pained, enchanting song not worth

The interruption of her dream,
A dream more restiul than the kind
She held in her when she did seem

So real to all, when all were hlind.

What a storv she is, now that there
Are no dawns inside this protty stone,
No roses tor her endless hair

What a story she is, but tell no one.

Tt this girl-ot-no-roses, don't sing—
For she is far and breathlessly removed
For every star-flecked, love-made Thing

Your agonies have proved.
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