Broken and Dead
Daniel Prior
The trickle of blood is exchanged for water, sharply;
For the water of crying, for the tear that drags the blackness.

You break into a thousand pieces, you destroy yourself in cracks through which darkness comes out
and light enters,

always preceded by the tear, which recomposes.

You have already rebuilt yourself and now the wound is a scar,

that it will be there all your life, that it will hurt when it is cold.

And your life finally ends, because everything beautiful does, but your trace is indelible.

Every act, every love and every hate and yes, even the thought, have left your mark on each person
you have met,

and theirs will do it in those of others.

You won't die until it’s all over.
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