
When my blood runs cold 
 
When my bones grow old 
 
Above the space in which I lie 
 
Father only you will cry 
 
All that is left is the last rest 
 
I call out to the night 
 
I lie down  
 
I will not cry 
 
I rest my heart 
 
I rest my mind 
 
I dissolve myself 
 
I have now become nothing 
 
The shadows rest 
 
To tell us about yesterday 
 
                         Antonio Dattorro 
                           1977 


