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The Glacier

We stopped, ventured a glance

Down the sad green jaws,

And the strength in our breasts dissolved

Like lost hope. Within him a sad strength sleeps,
And when at night, in the silence

of the moon, he sometimes shrieks and roars,

[t is because, in his stone bed,

Huge sluggish dreamer,

He is struggling to turn over and cannot.

Primo Levi

Avigliana, 15 March 1946






