


Blessed are the blind, for they shall never see themselves grow old.
Blessed is the fruit of your belly.

Blessed are those who disappear, for wherever you are someone will be searching for you.

Blessed are those who survive war.
Those whose speeches change the course of history.
Blessed the one who drank from the right cup.
Those who believed we could y to the moon.
The sounds of night in a forest.
The Galaxy, the planets and all the stars in the rmament.
Blessed are those who take strength from the sky, for the Earth takes strength from them.
Blessed are those who fear their birthplace, for only there can they hurt us.
Sed is the s

Blessed the one who burst into life.
Blessed the one who feels righteous before the end.
And blessed the end.
And the clothes in which we dress the dead.
Blessed those who came to save the world.

And the creature hit by the bullet, hunted by the dog, devoured by the vulture.
Blessed are Sarajevo, Leningrad, Aleppo, Okinawa.
Blessed the weapons if they are words.
Blessed is hope.
Blessed are those who do not look away.
The sick, the mad, the blind, for they make a virtue of necessity.

Blessed the nobles who walk in the gardens of the kingdom hoping to see them burn.

Astronauts, science and religion.
Devotion, faith, blood and the laboratory.
The gorilla, the meteorite.
Adam and Eve.
Blessed are those of us who did not make the world like this.
Blessed be their name.

Those who see God in a speck of dust and in the immensity of the universe.
Those who lay owers on the dead on whom no one lays owers.
Those who will one day discover a cure for cancer.

The women forgotten by history books.
Those who taught a slave’s child to read.
Blessed be the empty city.
Blessed the animals who came to the empty city thinking we were extinct.
Blessed be in nite time and life that draws to an end.
Blessed are those who do not nd you but keep looking for you.
Blessed the animals of the Great Flood.
And dinosaurs.
And plagues.
And the wonders of the world that we destroyed.
And the wonders of the world that we will build again.
Blessed be only daughters.
Blessed those who wait at the edge of the cliff to stop children falling off.
Blessed the fall that will carry us to death.
And the fall that will restore us to life.
Blessed be the time we have left to live.
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