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If You Forget Me

I want you to know

one thing.

You know how this is:

if I look

at the crystal moon, at the red branch
of the slow autumn at my window,
if I touch

near the fire

the impalpable ash

or the wrinkled body of the log,
everything carries me to you,

as if everything that exists,

aromas, light, metals,

were little boats

that sail

toward those isles of yours that wait for me.

Well, now,
if little by little you stop loving me
I shall stop loving you little by little.

If suddenly

you forget me

do not look for me,

for I shall already have forgotten you.
If you think it long and mad,
the wind of banners

that passes through my life,
and you decide

to leave me at the shore

of the heart where I have roots,
remember

that on that day,

at that hour,
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I shall lift my arms

and my roots will set off

to seek another land.

But

if each day,

each hour,

you feel that you are destined for me
with implacable sweetness,

if each day a flower

climbs up to your lips to seek me,

ah my love, ah my own,

in me all that fire is repeated,

in me nothing is extinguished or forgotten,
my love feeds on your love, beloved,
and as long as you live it will be in your
arms

without leaving mine.
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The People

I recall that man and not two centuries
have passed since I saw him,

he went neither by horse nor by carriage:
purely on foot

he outstripped

distances,

and carried no sword or armour,

only nets on his shoulder,

axe or hammer or spade,

never fighting the rest of his species:
his exploits were with water and earth,
with wheat so that it turned into bread,
with giant trees to render them wood,
with walls to open up doors,

with sand to construct the walls,

and with ocean for it to bear.

I knew him and he is still not cancelled in me.
The carriages fell to pieces,

war destroyed doors and walls,

the city was a handful of ashes,

all the clothes turned to dust,

and he remains to me,

he survives in the sand,

when everything before

seemed imperishable but him.

In the going and coming of families

at times he was my father or kinsman

or perhaps it was scarcely him or not

the one who did not return to his house
because water or earth swallowed him up
or a tree or an engine killed him,

or he was the saddened carpenter

who went behind the coffin, without tears,
someone in the end who had no name,
except those that metal or timber have,
and on whom others gazed from on high
without seeing the ant

for the anthill

Yv
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and so that when his feet did not stir,

because the poor exhausted one had died,
they never saw what they had not seen:
already there were other feet where he'd been.

The other feet were still his,

and the other hands,

the man remained:

when it seemed that now he was done for
he was the same once more,

there he was digging again at the earth,

cutting cloth, minus a shirt,

there he was and was not, like before,

he had gone down and was once more,

and since he never owned graveyards,

or tombs, nor was his name carved

on the stone he sweated to quarry,

no one knew he had come

and no one knew when he died,

so that only when the poor man could

he returned to life once more, without it being noted.

He was the man, no doubt of it, without heritage,
without cattle, without a flag,

and he was not distinguished from others,
the others who were him,

from the heights he was grey like the subsoil,
tanned like the leather,

he was yellow reaping the wheat,

he was black down in the mine,

he was the colour of stone on the fortress,

in the fishing boat the colour of tuna,

and the colour of horses in the meadow:

how could anyone distinguish him

if he was inseparable, elemental,

earth, coal or sea vested in man?

Where he lived whatever
a man touched grew:

the hostile stones,
quarried

YA
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by his hands,

took on order

and one by one formed

the right clarity of a building,

he made bread with his hands,

moved the engines,

the distances peopled themselves with towns,
other men grew,

bees arrived,

and by man's creating and breeding

spring walked the market squares

between bakeries and doves.

The maker of loaves was forgotten,

he who quarried and journeyed, beating down
and opening furrows, transporting sand,
when everything existed he no longer existed,
he gave his existence, that's all.

He went elsewhere to labour, and at last

he was dead, rolling

like a stone in the river:

death carried him downstream.

I, who knew him, saw him descend

till he was no longer except what he left:
roads he could scarcely know,

houses he never ever would live in.

I turn to see him, and I await him
I see him in his grave and resurrected.

I distinguish him among all

who are his equals

and it seems to me it cannot be,

that like this we go nowhere,

that to survive like this holds no glory.

I believe that this man

must be enthroned, rightly shod and crowned.
I believe that those who made such things
must be the masters of all these things.

And that those who made bread should eat!

vA



And those in the mines must have light!
Enough now of grey men enslaved!
Enough of the pale 'missing ones'!

Not another man passes except as a king.
Not a single woman without her crown.
Golden gauntlets for every hand.

Fruits of the sun for all the unknowns!

I knew that man and when I could,

when he still had eyes in his head,

when he still had a voice in his mouth

I searched for him among tombs, and I said
grasping his arm that was not yet dust:
'All will be gone, you will live on,

You ignite life.

You made what is yours.'

So let no one trouble themselves when

I seem to be alone and am not alone,

I am with no one and speak for them all:
Some listen to me, without knowing,

but those I sing, those who do know
go on being born, and will fill up the Earth.
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And because Love battles

And because love battles

not only in its burning agricultures

but also in the mouth of men and women,
I will finish off by taking the path away
to those who between my chest and your
fragrance

want to interpose their obscure plant.

About me, nothing worse
they will tell you, my love,
than what I told you.

I 'lived in the prairies

before I got to know you

and I did not wait love but I was

laying in wait for and I jumped on the rose.

What more can they tell you?

I am neither good nor bad but a man,
and they will then associate the danger
of my life, which you know

and which with your passion you shared.
And good, this danger

is danger of love, of complete love

for all life,

for all lives,

and if this love brings us

the death and the prisons,

I am sure that your big eyes,

as when I kiss them,

will then close with pride,

into double pride, love,

with your pride and my pride.

Y'Y
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But to my ears they will come before

to wear down the tour

of the sweet and hard love which binds us,
and they will say: “The one

you love,

is not a woman for you,

Why do you love her? I think

you could find one more beautiful,

more serious, more deep,

more other, you understand me, look how
she’s light,

and what a head she has,

and look at how she dresses,

and etcetera and etcetera”.

And I in these lines say:

Like this I want you, love,

love, Like this I love you,

as you dress

and how your hair lifts up

and how your mouth smiles,

light as the water

of the spring upon the pure stones,
Like this I love you, beloved.

To bread I do not ask to teach me

but only not to lack during every day of life.
I don’t know anything about light, from
where

it comes nor where it goes,

I only want the light to light up,

I do not ask to the night

explanations,

I wait for it and it envelops me,

And so you, bread and light

And shadow are.

Yo
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You came to my life

with what you were bringing,

made

of light and bread and shadow I expected
you,

and Like this I need you,

Like this I love you,

and to those who want to hear tomorrow
that which I will not tell them, let them read
it here,

and let them back off today because it is
early

for these arguments.

Tomorrow we will only give them
a leaf of the tree of our love, a leaf
which will fall on the earth

like if it had been made by our lips
like a kiss which falls

from our invincible heights

to show the fire and the tenderness
of a true love.

Y
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Clenched Soul

We have lost even this twilight.
No one saw us this evening hand in hand
while the blue night dropped on the world.

I have seen from my window
the fiesta of sunset in the distant mountain
tops.

Sometimes a piece of sun
burned like a coin in my hand.

I remembered you with my soul clenched
in that sadness of mine that you know.

Where were you then?

Who else was there?

Saying what?

Why will the whole of love come on me
suddenly

when I am sad and feel you are far away?

The book fell that always closed at twilight
and my blue sweater rolled like a hurt dog at
my feet.

Always, always you recede through the

evenings
toward the twilight erasing statues.

YA
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Sonnet VIII: If your eyes were not the
color of the moon,

If your eyes were not the color of the moon,
of a day full [here, interrupted by the baby
waking -- continued about 26

hours later ]

of a day full of clay, and work, and fire,

if even held-in you did not move in agile
grace like the air,

if you were not an amber week,

not the yellow moment

when autumn climbs up through the vines;
if you were not that bread the fragrant moon
kneads, sprinkling its flour across the sky,

oh, my dearest, I could not love you so!
But when I hold you I hold everything that
1S --

sand, time, the tree of the rain,

everything is alive so that I can be alive:
without moving I can see it all:
in your life I see everything that lives.
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Your Hands

When your hands leap
towards mine, love,

what do they bring me in flight?
Why did they stop

at my lips, so suddenly,
why do I know them,

as if once before,

I have touched them,

as if, before being,

they travelled

my forehead, my waist?
Their smoothness came
winging through time,

over the sea and the smoke,
over the Spring,

and when you laid

your hands on my chest

I knew those wings

of the gold doves,

I knew that clay,

and that colour of grain.
The years of my life

have been roadways of searching,
a climbing of stairs,

a crossing of reefs.

Trains hurled me onwards
waters recalled me,

on the surface of grapes

it seemed that I touched you.
Wood, of a sudden,

made contact with you,

the almond-tree summoned
your hidden smoothness,
until both your hands
closed on my chest,

Yy
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like a pair of wings
ending their flight.
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Sonnet Lxxx1: Rest with your dream
inside my dream

Already, you are mine. Rest with your
dream inside my dream.

Love, grief, labour, must sleep now.
Night revolves on invisible wheels

and joined to me you are pure as sleeping
amber.

No one else will sleep with my dream, love.
You will go we will go joined by the waters
of time.

No other one will travel the shadows with
me,

only you, eternal nature, eternal sun, eternal
moon.

Already your hands have opened their
delicate fists

and let fall, without direction, their gentle
signs,

you eyes enclosing themselves like two grey
wings,

while I follow the waters you bring that take
me onwards:

night, Earth, winds weave their fate, and
already,

not only am I not without you, I alone am
your dream.

Y7
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Sonnet Lxxi111: Maybe you'll remember

Maybe you'll remember that razor-faced
man

who slipped out from the dark like a blade
and - before we realized - knew what was
there:

he saw the smoke and concluded fire.

The pallid woman with black hair

rose like a fish from the abyss,

and the two of them built up a contraption,
armed to the teeth, against love.

Man and woman, they felled mountains and
gardens,

then went down to the river, they scaled the
walls,

they hoisted their atrocious artillery up the
hill.

Then love knew it was called love.
And when I lifted my eyes to your name,
suddenly your heart showed me my way.

YA
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Sonnet Lxvi: I Do Not Love You Except
Because I Love You

I do not love you except because I love you;
I go from loving to not loving you,

From waiting to not waiting for you

My heart moves from cold to fire.

I love you only because it's you the one I
love;

I hate you deeply, and hating you

Bend to you, and the measure of my
changing love for you

Is that I do not see you but love you blindly.

Maybe January light will consume
My heart with its cruel
Ray, stealing my key to true calm.

In this part of the story I am the one who
Dies, the only one, and I will die of love
because I love you,

Because I love you, Love, in fire and blood.
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Sonnet IX: There where the waves shatter

There where the waves shatter on the
restless rocks

the clear light bursts and enacts its rose,
and the sea-circle shrinks to a cluster of
buds,

to one drop of blue salt, falling.

O bright magnolia bursting in the foam,
magnetic transient whose death blooms
and vanishes--being, nothingness--forever:
broken salt, dazzling lurch of the sea.

You & I, Love, together we ratify the
silence,

while the sea destroys its perpetual statues,
collapses its towers of wild speed and
whiteness:

because in the weavings of those invisible
fabrics,

galloping water, incessant sand,

we make the only permanent tenderness.
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The Dictators

An odor has remained among the sugarcane:
a mixture of blood and body, a penetrating
petal that brings nausea.

Between the coconut palms the graves are
full

of ruined bones, of speechless death-rattles.
The delicate dictator is talking

with top hats, gold braid, and collars.

The tiny palace gleams like a watch

and the rapid laughs with gloves on

cross the corridors at times

and join the dead voices

and the blue mouths freshly buried.

The weeping cannot be seen, like a plant
whose seeds fall endlessly on the earth,
whose large blind leaves grow even without
light.

Hatred has grown scale on scale,

blow on blow, in the ghastly water of the
swamp,

with a snout full of ooze and silence

oY
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I'm Explaining a Few Things

You are going to ask: and where are the
lilacs?

and the poppy-petalled metaphysics?
and the rain repeatedly spattering

its words and drilling them full

of apertures and birds?

I'll tell you all the news.

I lived in a suburb,
a suburb of Madrid, with bells,
and clocks, and trees.

From there you could look out

over Castille's dry face:

a leather ocean.

My house was called

the house of flowers, because in every
cranny

geraniums burst: it was

a good-looking house

with its dogs and children.

Remember, Raul?

Eh, Rafel? Federico, do you remember
from under the ground

my balconies on which

the light of June drowned flowers in your
mouth?

Brother, my brother!

Everything

loud with big voices, the salt of
merchandises,

pile-ups of palpitating bread,

the stalls of my suburb of Arguelles with its
statue

like a drained inkwell in a swirl of hake:

OA
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oil flowed into spoons,

a deep baying

of feet and hands swelled in the streets,
metres, litres, the sharp

measure of life,

stacked-up fish,

the texture of roofs with a cold sun in which
the weather vane falters,

the fine, frenzied ivory of potatoes,

wave on wave of tomatoes rolling down the
sea.

And one morning all that was burning,
one morning the bonfires

leapt out of the earth

devouring human beings --

and from then on fire,

gunpowder from then on,

and from then on blood.

Bandits with planes and Moors,

bandits with finger-rings and duchesses,
bandits with black friars spattering blessings
came through the sky to kill children

and the blood of children ran through the
streets

without fuss, like children's blood.

Jackals that the jackals would despise,
stones that the dry thistle would bite on and
spit out,

vipers that the vipers would abominate!

Face to face with you I have seen the blood

of Spain tower like a tide
to drown you in one wave

014



of pride and knives!

Treacherous

generals:

see my dead house,
look at broken Spain :

from every house burning metal flows
instead of flowers,

from every socket of Spain

Spain emerges

and from every dead child a rifle with eyes,
and from every crime bullets are born
which will one day find

the bull's eye of your hearts.

And you'll ask: why doesn't his poetry
speak of dreams and leaves

and the great volcanoes of his native land?
Come and see the blood in the streets.
Come and see

The blood in the streets.

Come and see the blood

In the streets!
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The White Mans Burden

Lost in the forest, I broke off a dark twig
and lifted its whisper to my thirsty lips:
maybe it was the voice of the rain crying,
a cracked bell, or a torn heart.

Something from far off it seemed

deep and secret to me, hidden by the earth,

a shout muffled by huge autumns,

by the moist half-open darkness of the leaves.

Wakening from the dreaming forest there, the hazel-sprig
sang under my tongue, its drifting fragrance
climbed up through my conscious mind

as if suddenly the roots I had left behind

cried out to me, the land I had lost with my childhood---
and I stopped, wounded by the wandering scent

7Y
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A Dog Has Died

My dog has died.

I buried him in the garden

next to a rusted old machine.

Some day I'll join him right there,

but now he's gone with his shaggy coat,
his bad manners and his cold nose,

and I, the materialist, who never believed
in any promised heaven in the sky

for any human being,

I believe in a heaven I'll never enter.

Yes, I believe in a heaven for all dogdom
where my dog waits for my arrival
waving his fan-like tail in friendship.

A1, I'll not speak of sadness here on earth,
of having lost a companion

who was never servile.

His friendship for me, like that of a
porcupine

withholding its authority,

was the friendship of a star, aloof,

with no more intimacy than was called for,
with no exaggerations:

he never climbed all over my clothes
filling me full of his hair or his mange,
he never rubbed up against my knee

like other dogs obsessed with sex.

No, my dog used to gaze at me,

paying me the attention I need,

the attention required

to make a vain person like me understand
that, being a dog, he was wasting time,
but, with those eyes so much purer than
mine,

he'd keep on gazing at me

7e
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with a look that reserved for me alone

all his sweet and shaggy life,

always near me, never troubling me,

and asking nothing.

A1, how many times have I envied his tail
as we walked together on the shores of the
sea

in the lonely winter of Isla Negra

where the wintering birds filled the sky
and my hairy dog was jumping about

full of the voltage of the sea's movement:
my wandering dog, sniffing away

with his golden tail held high,

face to face with the ocean's spray.

Joyful, joyful, joyful,

as only dogs know how to be happy

with only the autonomy

of their shameless spirit.

There are no good-byes for my dog who has
died,

and we don't now and never did lie to each
other.

So now he's gone and I buried him,

and that's all there is to it.

Translated, from the Spanish, by Alfred
Yankauer
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In My Sky At Twilight

In my sky at twilight you are like a cloud
and your form and colour are the way I love
them.

You are mine, mine, woman with sweet lips
and in your life my infinite dreams live.

The lamp of my soul dyes your feet,

the sour wine is sweeter on your lips,

oh reaper of my evening song,

how solitary dreams believe you to be mine!

You are mine, mine, I go shouting it to the
afternoon's

wind, and the wind hauls on my widowed
voice.

Huntress of the depth of my eyes, your
plunder

stills your nocturnal regard as though it were
water.

You are taken in the net of my music, my
love,

and my nets of music are wide as the sky.
My soul is born on the shore of your eyes of
mourning.

In your eyes of mourning the land of dreams
begin.
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In You The Earth

Little

rose,

roselet,

at times,

tiny and naked,

it seems

as though you would fit

in one of my hands,

as though I’1l clasp you like this

and carry you to my mouth,

but

suddenly

my feet touch your feet and my mouth your
lips:

you have grown,

your shoulders rise like two hills,

your breasts wander over my breast,

my arm scarcely manages to encircle the
thin

new-moon line of your waist:

in love you loosened yourself like sea water:
I can scarcely measure the sky’s most
spacious eyes

and I lean down to your mouth to kiss the
earth.
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It’s good to feel you are close to me

It’s good to feel you are close to me in the
night, love,

invisible in your sleep, intently nocturnal,
while I untangle my worries

as if they were twisted nets.

Withdrawn, your heart sails through dream,
but your body, relinquished so, breathes
seeking me without seeing me perfecting my
dream

like a plant that seeds itself in the dark.

Rising, you will be that other, alive in the
dawn,

but from the frontiers lost in the night,

from the presence and the absence where we
meet ourselves,

something remains, drawing us into the light
of life

as if the sign of the shadows had sealed

its secret creatures with flame.
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Love, We're Going Home Now

Love, we're going home now,

Where the vines clamber over the trellis:
Even before you, the summer will arrive,
On its honeysuckle feet, in your bedroom.

Our nomadic kisses wandered over all the
world:

Armenia, dollop of disinterred honey:
Ceylon, green dove: and the YangTse with
its old

Old patience, dividing the day from the
night.

And now, dearest, we return, across the
crackling sea

Like two blind birds to their wall,

To their nest in a distant spring:

Because love cannot always fly without
resting,

Our lives return to the wall, to the rocks of
the sea:

Our kisses head back home where they
belong.

Yo
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Enigmas

You've asked me what the lobster is
weaving there with

his golden feet?

I reply, the ocean knows this.

You say, what is the ascidia waiting for in
its transparent

bell? What is it waiting for?

I tell you it is waiting for time, like you.
You ask me whom the Macrocystis alga
hugs in its arms?

Study, study it, at a certain hour, in a certain
sea [ know.

You question me about the wicked tusk of
the narwhal,

and I reply by describing

how the sea unicorn with the harpoon in it
dies.

You enquire about the kingfisher's feathers,
which tremble in the pure springs of the
southern tides?

Or you've found in the cards a new question
touching on

the crystal architecture

of the sea anemone, and you'll deal that to
me now?

You want to understand the electric nature
of the ocean

spines?

The armored stalactite that breaks as it
walks?

The hook of the angler fish, the music
stretched out

in the deep places like a thread in the water?

YA



I want to tell you the ocean knows this, that
life in its

jewel boxes

is endless as the sand, impossible to count,
pure,

and among the blood-colored grapes time
has made the

petal

hard and shiny, made the jellyfish full of
light

and untied its knot, letting its musical
threads fall

from a horn of plenty made of infinite
mother-of-pearl.

I am nothing but the empty net which has
gone on ahead

of human eyes, dead in those darknesses,
of fingers accustomed to the triangle,
longitudes

on the timid globe of an orange.

I walked around as you do, investigating
the endless star,

and in my net, during the night, I woke up
naked,

the only thing caught, a fish trapped inside
the wind.

Translated by Robert Bly
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Fable of the Mermaid and the Drunks

All those men were there inside,

when she came in totally naked.

They had been drinking: they began to spit.
Newly come from the river, she knew
nothing.

She was a mermaid who had lost her way.
The insults flowed down her gleaming flesh.
Obscenities drowned her golden breasts.
Not knowing tears, she did not weep tears.
Not knowing clothes, she did not have
clothes.

They blackened her with burnt corks and
cigarette stubs,

and rolled around laughing on the tavern
floor.

She did not speak because she had no
speech.

Her eyes were the colour of distant love,
her twin arms were made of white topaz.
Her lips moved, silent, in a coral light,
and suddenly she went out by that door.
Entering the river she was cleaned,
shining like a white stone in the rain,

and without looking back she swam again
swam towards emptiness, swam towards
death.
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Bird

It was passed from one bird to another,
the whole gift of the day.

The day went from flute to flute,
went dressed in vegetation,

in flights which opened a tunnel
through the wind would pass

to where birds were breaking open
the dense blue air -

and there, night came in.

When I returned from so many journeys,
I stayed suspended and green
between sun and geography -

I saw how wings worked,

how perfumes are transmitted

by feathery telegraph,

and from above I saw the path,

the springs and the roof tiles,

the fishermen at their trades,

the trousers of the foam;

I saw it all from my green sky.

I had no more alphabet

than the swallows in their courses,
the tiny, shining water

of the small bird on fire

which dances out of the pollen.
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Saddest Poem
I can write the saddest poem of all tonight.

Write, for instance: "The night is full of
stars,
and the stars, blue, shiver in the distance."

The night wind whirls in the sky and sings.

I can write the saddest poem of all tonight.
I loved her, and sometimes she loved me
too.

On nights like this, I held her in my arms.
I kissed her so many times under the infinite
sky.

She loved me, sometimes I loved her.
How could I not have loved her large, still
eyes?

I can write the saddest poem of all tonight.
To think I don't have her. To feel that I've
lost her.

To hear the immense night, more immense
without her.

And the poem falls to the soul as dew to
grass.

What does it matter that my love couldn't
keep her.
The night is full of stars and she is not with

me.

That's all. Far away, someone sings. Far

A7
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away.
My soul is lost without her.

As if to bring her near, my eyes search for
her.

My heart searches for her and she is not with
me.

The same night that whitens the same trees.
We, we who were, we are the same no
longer.

I no longer love her, true, but how much I
loved her.

My voice searched the wind to touch her
ear.

Someone else's. She will be someone else's.
As she once

belonged to my kisses.

Her voice, her light body. Her infinite eyes.

I no longer love her, true, but perhaps I love
her.
Love is so short and oblivion so long.

Because on nights like this I held her in my
arms,
my soul is lost without her.

Although this may be the last pain she

causes me,
and this may be the last poem I write for her.

AY
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Drunk as drunk

Drunk as drunk on turpentine

From your open kisses,

Your wet body wedged

Between my wet body and the strake

Of our boat that is made of flowers,
Feasted, we guide it - our fingers

Like tallows adorned with yellow metal -
Over the sky's hot rim,

The day's last breath in our sails.

Pinned by the sun between solstice

And equinox, drowsy and tangled together
We drifted for months and woke

With the bitter taste of land on our lips,
Eyelids all sticky, and we longed for lime
And the sound of a rope

Lowering a bucket down its well. Then,
We came by night to the Fortunate Isles,
And lay like fish

Under the net of our kisses.
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March days return with their
covert light’

March days return with their covert light,

and huge fish swim through the sky,

vague earthly vapours progress in secret,

things slip to silence one by one.

Through fortuity, at this crisis of errant skies,
you reunite the lives of the sea to that of fire,
grey lurchings of the ship of winter

to the form that love carved in the guitar.

O love, O rose soaked by mermaids and spume,
dancing flame that climbs the invisible stairway,
to waken the blood in insomnia’s labyrinth,

so that the waves can complete themselves in the
sky,

the sea forget its cargoes and rages,

and the world fall into darkness’s nets.

Translated from the Spanish by Christopher
Logue
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Song Of Despair

The memory of you emerges from the night
around me.

The river mingles its stubborn lament with the
sea.

Deserted like the wharves at dawn.
It is the hour of departure, oh deserted one!

Cold flower heads are raining over my heart.
Oh pit of debris, fierce cave of the shipwrecked.

In you the wars and the flights accumulated.
From you the wings of the song birds rose.

You swallowed everything, like distance.
Like the sea, like time. In you everything sank!

It was the happy hour of assault and the kiss.
The hour of the spell that blazed like a lighthouse.

Pilot's dread, fury of blind driver,
turbulent drunkenness of love, in you everything
sank!

In the childhood of mist my soul, winged and
wounded.
Lost discoverer, in you everything sank!

You girdled sorrow, you clung to desire,
sadness stunned you, in you everything sank!

I made the wall of shadow draw back,
beyond desire and act, I walked on.

Oh flesh, my own flesh, woman whom I loved
and lost,

I summon you in the moist hour, I raise my song
to you.

47
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Like a jar you housed infinite tenderness.
and the infinite oblivion shattered you like a jar.

There was the black solitude of the islands,
and there, woman of love, your arms took me in.

There was thirst and hunger, and you were the
fruit.

There were grief and ruins, and you were the
miracle.

Ah woman, I do not know how you could contain
me

in the earth of your soul, in the cross of your
arms!

How terrible and brief my desire was to you!
How difficult and drunken, how tensed and avid.

Cemetery of kisses, there is still fire in your
tombs,
still the fruited boughs burn, pecked at by birds.

Oh the bitten mouth, oh the kissed limbs,
oh the hungering teeth, oh the entwined bodies.

Oh the mad coupling of hope and force
in which we merged and despaired.

And the tenderness, light as water and as flour.
And the word scarcely begun on the lips.

This was my destiny and in it was my voyage of
my longing,
and in it my longing fell, in you everything sank!

Oh pit of debris, everything fell into you,
what sorrow did you not express, in what sorrow

are you not drowned!

From billow to billow you still called and sang.
Standing like a sailor in the prow of a vessel.

v
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You still flowered in songs, you still brike the
currents.
Oh pit of debris, open and bitter well.

Pale blind diver, luckless slinger,
lost discoverer, in you everything sank!

It is the hour of departure, the hard cold hour
which the night fastens to all the timetables.

The rustling belt of the sea girdles the shore.
Cold stars heave up, black birds migrate.

Deserted like the wharves at dawn.
Only tremulous shadow twists in my hands.

Oh farther than everything. Oh farther than
everything.

It is the hour of departure. Oh abandoned one!

aA
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Tell Me, Is The Rose Naked?

Tell me, is the rose naked
Or is that her only dress?

Why do trees conceal
The splendor of their roots?

Who hears the regrets
Of the thieving automobile?

Is there anything in the world sadder
Than a train standing in the rain?
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The Fear

They all ask me to jump

to invigorate and to play soccer,
to run, to swim and to fly.

Very well.

They all advise me rest,

they all send me to the doctor,
looking at me a certain way.
What happens?

They all advise me to travel,
to come and to leave, to stay,
to die and not to die.

It does not matter.

They all see the difficulties
of my surprised bowels

by awful X-rayed portraits.
I do not agree.

They all sting my poetry
with relentless forks

seeking, without doubt, a fly,
I Am afraid.

I am afraid of everyone,

of the cold water, of the death.
I am like all the mortals,
unavoidable.

And for that, in these short days

I am not going to pay attention to them,

I am going to open myself up and shut myself in
with my more perfidious enemy,

Pablo Neruda.

YooY
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Sonnet XXVII: Naked You Are As Simple as
one of your Hands

Naked, you are simple as one of your hands,
Smooth, earthy, small, transparent, round:

You have moonlines, applepathways:

Naked, you are slender as a naked grain of wheat.

Naked, you are blue as the night in Cuba;
You have vines and stars in your hair;
Naked, you are spacious and yellow

As summer in a golden church.

Naked, you are tiny as one of your nails,
Curved, subtle, rosy, till the day is born
And you withdraw to the underground world,

as if down a long tunnel of clothing and of chores:
Your clear light dims, gets dressed, drops its
leaves,

And becomes a naked hand again.
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We Are Many

Of the many men whom I am, whom we are,

I cannot settle on a single one.

They are lost to me under the cover of clothing
They have departed for another city.

When everything seems to be set

to show me off as a man of intelligence,
the fool I keep concealed on my person
takes over my talk and occupies my mouth.

On other occasions, I am dozing in the midst
of people of some distinction,

and when I summon my courageous self,

a coward completely unknown to me
swaddles my poor skeleton

in a thousand tiny reservations.

When a stately home bursts into flames,
instead of the fireman I summon,

an arsonist bursts on the scene,

and he is I. There is nothing I can do.
What must I do to distinguish myself?
How can I put myself together?

All the books I read

lionize dazzling hero figures,

brimming with self-assurance.

I die with envy of them;

and, in films where bullets fly on the wind,
I am left in envy of the cowboys,

left admiring even the horses.

But when I call upon my DASHING BEING,
out comes the same OLD LAZY SELF,

and so I never know just WHO I AM,

nor how many I am, nor WHO WE WILL BE
BEING.

I would like to be able to touch a bell

and call up my real self, the truly me,



Yy

because if I really need my proper self,
I must not allow myself to disappear.

While I am writing, [ am far away;

and when I come back, I have already left.

I should like to see if the same thing happens

to other people as it does to me,

to see if as many people are as I am,

and if they seem the same way to themselves.
When this problem has been thoroughly explored,
I am going to school myself so well in things
that, when I try to explain my problems,

I shall speak, not of self, but of geography.

Yy
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your feet.

When I cannot look at your face
I'look at your feet.

Your feet of arched bone,
your hard little feet.

I know that they support you,
and that your sweet weight
rises upon them.

Your waist and your breasts,
the doubled purple

of your nipples,

the sockets of your eyes

that have just flown away,
your wide fruit mouth,

your red tresses,

my little tower.

But I love your feet

only because they walked
upon the earth and upon

the wind and upon the waters,
until they found me.
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Sonnet XCV:Who ever desired each other as
we do

Who ever desired each other as we do? Let us
look

for the ancient ashes of hearts that burned,
and let our kisses touch there, one by one,

till the flower, disembodied, rises again.

Let us love that Desire that consumed its own fruit
and went down, aspect and power, into the earth:
We are its continuing light,

its indestructible, fragile seed
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Here I Love You

Here I love you.

In the dark pines the wind disentangles itself.
The moon glows like phosphorous on the vagrant
waters.

Days, all one kind, go chasing each other.

The snow unfurls in dancing figures.
A silver gull slips down from the west.
Sometimes a sail. High, high stars.

Oh the black cross of a ship.

Alone.

Sometimes I get up early and even my soul is wet.
Far away the sea sounds and resounds.
This is a port.

Here I love you.
Here I love you and the horizon hides you in vain.
I love you still among these cold things.

Sometimes my kisses go on those heavy vessels
that cross the sea towards no arrival.
I see myself forgotten like those old anchors.

The piers sadden when the afternoon moors there.
My life grows tired, hungry to no purpose.

I love what I do not have. You are so far.

My loathing wrestles with the slow twilights.

But night comes and starts to sing to me.

The moon turns its clockwork dream.
The biggest stars look at me with your eyes.

And as I love you, the pines in the wind
want to sing your name with their leaves of wire.
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Sonnet XI : I crave your mouth, your voice,
your hair.

I crave your mouth, your voice, your hair.

Silent and starving, I prowl through the streets.
Bread does not nourish me, dawn disrupts me, all
day

I hunt for the liquid measure of your steps.

I hunger for your sleek laugh,

your hands the color of a savage harvest,
hunger for the pale stones of your fingernails,
I want to eat your skin like a whole almond.

I want to eat the sunbeam flaring in your lovely
body,

the sovereign nose of your arrogant face,

I want to eat the fleeting shade of your lashes,

and I pace around hungry, sniffing the twilight,
hunting for you, for your hot heart,
like a puma in the barrens of Quitratue.
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Sonnet XLII: I Hunt For A Sign Of You

I hunt for a sign of you in all the others,

In the rapid undulant river of women,

Braids, shyly sinking eyes,

Light step that slices, sailing through the foam.

Suddenly I think I can make out your nails,
Oblong, quick, nieces of a cherry:

Then it's your hair that passes by, and I think

I see your image, a bonfire, burning in the water.

I searched, but no one else had your rhythms,
Your light, the shady day you brought from the
forest;

Nobody had your tiny ears.

You are whole, exact, and everything you are is
one,

And so I go along, with you I float along, loving
A wide Mississippi toward a feminine sea.

AR B
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Sonata

Neither the heart cut by a piece of glass

in a wasteland of thorns

nor the atrocious waters seen in the corners
of certain houses, waters like eyelids and eyes
can capture your waist in my hands

when my heart lifts its oaks

towards your unbreakable thread of snow.

Nocturnal sugar, spirit

of the crowns,

ransomed

human blood, your kisses

send into exile

and a stroke of water, with remnants of the sea,
neats on the silences that wait for you
surrounding the worn chairs, wearing out doors.

Nights with bright spindles,

divided, material, nothing

but voice, nothing but

naked every day.

Over your breasts of motionless current,
over your legs of firmness and water,

over the permanence and the pride

of your naked hair

I want to be, my love, now that the tears are
thrown

into the raucous baskets where they accumulate,
I want to be, my love, alone with a syllable
of mangled silver, alone with a tip

of your breast of snow.

YYY
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Sonnet XVII

I do not love you as if you were salt-rose, or
topaz,

or the arrow of carnations the fire shoots off.
I'love you as certain dark things are to be loved,
in secret, between the shadow and the soul.

I love you as the plant that never blooms

but carries in itself the light of hidden flowers;
thanks to your love a certain solid fragrance,
risen from the earth, lives darkly in my body.

I'love you without knowing how, or when, or
from where.

I love you straightforwardly, without complexities
or pride;

so I love you because I know no other way

than this: where I does not exist, nor you,

so close that your hand on my chest is my hand,
so close that your eyes close as I fall asleep.

VYO
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Sonnet XIII:The light that rises from your feet
to your hair

The light that rises from your feet to your hair,
the strength enfolding your delicate form,

are not mother of pearl, not chilly silver:

you are made of bread, a bread the fire adores.

The grain grew high in its harvest of you,

in good time the flour swelled;

as the dough rose, doubling your breasts,

my love was the coal waiting ready in the earth.

Oh, bread your forehead, your legs, your mouth,
bread I devour, born with the morning light,
my love, beacon-flag of the bakeries:

fire taugh you a lesson of the blood;

you learned your holiness from flour,
from bread your language and aroma.

VYV
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So that you will hear me

So that you will hear me

my words

sometimes grow thin

as the tracks of the gulls on the beaches.

Necklace, drunken bell
for your hands smooth as grapes.

And I watch my words from a long way off.
They are more yours than mine.
They climb on my old suffering like ivy.

It climbs the same way on damp walls.
You are to blame for this cruel sport.
They are fleeing from my dark lair.
You fill everything, you fill everything.

Before you they peopled the solitude that you
occupy,

and they are more used to my sadness than you
are.

Now I want them to say what I want to say to you
to make you hear as I want you to hear me.

The wind of anguish still hauls on them as usual.
Sometimes hurricanes of dreams still knock them
over.

You listen to other voices in my painful voice.

Lament of old mouths, blood of old supplications.
Love me, companion. Don't forsake me. Follow
me.

Follow me, companion, on this wave of anguish.

But my words become stained with your love.

A
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You occupy everything, you occupy everything.

I am making them into an endless necklace
for your white hands, smooth as grapes.

BB
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Sonnet XXXIV

You are the daughter of the sea, oregano's first
cousin.

Swimmer, your body is pure as the water;

cook, your blood is quick as the soil.

Everything you do is full of flowers, rich with the
earth.

Your eyes go out toward the water, and the waves
rise;

your hands go out to the earth and the seeds swell;
you know the deep essence of water and the earth,
conjoined in you like a formula for clay.

Naiad: cut your body into turquoise pieces,
they will bloom resurrected in the kitchen.
This is how you become everything that lives.

And so at last, you sleep, in the circle of my arms
that push back the shadows so that you can rest-
vegetables, seaweed, herbs: the foam of your
dreams.

Translated by Stephen Tapscott

VY'Y
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The Dead Woman

If suddenly you do not exist,
if suddenly you are not living,
I shall go on living.

I do not dare,
I do not dare to write it,
if you die.

I shall go on living.

Because where a man has no voice,
there, my voice

Where blacks are beaten,

I can not be dead.

When my brothers go to jail
I shall go with them.

When victory,

not my victory,

but the great victory

arrives,

even though I am mute I must speak:

I shall see it come even though I am blind.

No, forgive me,

if you are not living,

ifd you, beloved, my love,
if you

have died.

VY7
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The Fickle One

My eyes went away from me
Following a dark girl who went by.

She was made of black mother of pearl
Made of dark purple grapes,

And she lashed my blood

With her tail of fire.

After them all I go.

A pale blonde went by
Like a golden plant
Swaying her gifts.

And my mouth went
Like a wave

Discharging on her breast
Lightning bolts of blood.

After them all I go.

But to you, without my moving,
Without seeing you, distant you,
Go my blood and my kisses,
My dark one and my fair one,
My broad one and my slender one,
My ugly one, my beauty,

Made of all the gold

And of all the silver,

Made of all the wheat

And of all the earth,

Made of all the water

Of sea waves,

Made for my arms

Made for my kisses,

Made for my soul.

Y74



VY.

4\.73)5&95)0 ‘)4)9)

DS o sl by Lad Sy 015 6

ool jehail (3o (o IS gm0 S Lt

5o mn 5 S5 38 18 TasgS (sla &gy ol 50
Nie 2 5 il s 5

O C».wg-b «Sgfae g ey
Sy el nl 2l o ks g 4
T sl S 3l shes

c

Olre G595 5l e 9 e (2 Trodile sl

Al (oo 95 S0 g olew (8l 2 and e 5l 6l oges (5 aLs
b Sy el aty ¢z, 5l QS

Diged (50 o

Agd ool 5l hgys sl anigd

Casdad g (59l 0350 (Lo

S pSee Ol Dl sy 95 095

i g yod s 5 0550k Tos 5 o

Mo g olow Slg ;5 00,50 a5 (sl 45 >

)0 893 10 iy Bl g WS (6 (a8 O3B (o
Wsd oo pp GledS &S (Sl L e Ly

S| 035\3‘ ).w‘).w LJ"‘ 9

A



AR

The Light Wraps You

The light wraps you in its mortal flame.
Abstracted pale mourner, standing that way
against the old propellers of the twighlight
that revolves around you.

Speechless, my friend,

alone in the loneliness of this hour of the dead
and filled with the lives of fire,

pure heir of the ruined day.

A bough of fruit falls from the sun on your dark garment.
The great roots of night

grow suddenly from your soul,

and the things that hide in you come out again

so that a blue and palled people

your newly born, takes nourishment.

Oh magnificent and fecund and magnetic slave

of the circle that moves in turn through black and gold:
rise, lead and possess a creation

so rich in life that its flowers perish

and it is full of sadness.
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From The Heights Of Maccho Picchu

Rise up to be born with me, brother.

Give me your hand from the deep

Zone seeded by your sorrow.

You won’t return from under the rocks.

You won’t return from your subterranean time.
Your hardened voice won’t return.

Your gouged-out eyes won’t return.

Look at me from the depth of the earth,
laborer, weaver, silent shepherd:

tamer of wild llamas like spirit images:
construction worker on a daring scaffold:
waterer of the tears of the Andes:

jeweler with broken fingers:

farmer trembling as you sow:

potter, poured out into your clay:

bring to the cup of this new life

your old buried sorrows.

Show me your blood and your furrow,

Tell me, “Here I was punished,

Because the jewel didn’t shine or the earth
Didn’t yield grain or stones on time.”
Show me the stone you fell over

And the wood on which they crucified you,
Make a spark from the old flints for me,
For the old lamps to show the whips still stuck
After centuries in the old wounds

And the axes shining with blood.

I come to speak for your dead mouth.
Across the earth come together all

The silent worn-out lips

And from the depth speak to me all this long night

Like I was pinned down there with you.
Tell me all, chain by chain,
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Link by link and step by step,

Sharpen the knives which you hid,
Put them in my breast and in my hand,
Like a river of yellow lighting

Like a river of buried jaguars

And let me weep, hours, days, years,
For blind ages, cycles of stars.

Give me silence, water, hope.
Give me struggle, iron, volcanoes.

Stick bodies to me like magnets.
Draw near to my veins and my mouth.

Speak through my words and my blood.
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Tower Of Light

O tower of light, sad beauty

that magnified necklaces and statues in the sea,
calcareous eye, insignia of the vast waters, cry
of the mourning petrel, tooth of the sea, wife
of the Oceanian wind, O separate rose

from the long stem of the trampled bush

that the depths, converted into archipelago,

O natural star, green diadem,

alone in your lonesome dynasty,

still unattainable, elusive, desolate

like one drop, like one grape, like the sea.

YFY



YFA

609 a5 Hlod pylo oly |5

@35t sl ol 0 o8 pler pyls ol 1
Gigels ol 5 (5 S AL
wéyw)odlSéLgo)]]ww :.’:)o
2ol 5 g, of o kS s

SO IR W) umwulﬂ-ﬁ-’o)’é""" OFFe®

@ o )55 Gt (70 T3 2 4 (SIS Cewgs (o i

) 5l )90 9 o5 0 o |y Siloir Hh
a5 > o bl plas o

5T o)h oz ol iy (o0 98 b ans g

as 8 sl cds (oS S QLQ.J
AT OV S 5l eogo ezl g 51 65 ylesl

Ay o S 2le i 28l 151 5158 08 et sl
ISy 2 T P Ty S Sl i kS

YFA



V¥4

I Remember You As You Were

I remember you as you were in the last autumn.
You were the grey beret and the still heart.

In your eyes the flames of the twilight fought on.
And the leaves fell in the water of your soul.

Clasping my arms like a climbing plant

the leaves garnered your voice, that was slow and at peace.
Bonfire of awe in which my thirst was burning.

Sweet blue hyacinth twisted over my soul.

I feel your eyes traveling, and the autumn is far off:
Grey beret, voice of a bird, heart like a house
Towards which my deep longings migrated

And my kisses fell, happy as embers.

Sky from a ship. Field from the hills:

Your memory is made of light, of smoke, of a still pond!
Beyond your eyes, farther on, the evenings were blazing.
Dry autumn leaves revolved in your soul.
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The Tree Is Here, Still, In Pure Stone

The tree is here, still, in pure stone,

in deep evidence, in solid beauty,
layered, through a hundred million years.
Agate, cornelian, gemstone

transmuted the timber and sap

until damp corruptions

fissured the giant's trunk

fusing a parallel being:

the living leaves

unmade themselves

and when the pillar was overthrown

fire in the forest, blaze of the dust-cloud,
celestial ashes mantled it round,

until time, and the lava, created

this gift, of translucent stone.
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Your Laughter

Take bread away from me, if you wish,
take air away, but
do not take from me your laughter.

Do not take away the rose,

the lance flower that you pluck,
the water that suddenly

bursts forth in joy,

the sudden wave

of silver born in you.

My struggle is harsh and I come back
with eyes tired

at times from having seen

the unchanging earth,

but when your laughter enters
it rises to the sky seeking me
and it opens for me all

the doors of life.

My love, in the darkest

hour your laughter

opens, and if suddenly

you see my blood staining
the stones of the street,

laugh, because your laughter
will be for my hands

like a fresh sword.

Next to the sea in the autumn,
your laughter must raise

its foamy cascade,

and in the spring, love,

I want your laughter like

the flower I was waiting for,
the blue flower, the rose

of my echoing country.
Laugh at the night,

at the day, at the moon,

laugh at the twisted

streets of the island,

laugh at this clumsy

VoY
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boy who loves you,

but when I open

my eyes and close them,
when my steps go,
when my steps return,
deny me bread, air,
light, spring,

but never your laughter
for I would die.
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The Insect

From your hips down to your feet
I want to make a long journey.

I am smaller than an insect.

Over these hills I pass,
hills the colour of oats,
crossed with faint tracks
that only I know,
scorched centimetres,
pale perspectives.

Now here is a mountain.
I shall never leave this.
What a giant growth of moss!
And a crater, a rose

of moist fire!

Coming down your legs
I trace a spiral,

or sleep on the way,

and arrive at your knees,
round hardness

like the hard peaks

of a bright continent.

Sliding down to your feet

I reach the eight slits

of your pointed, slow,
peninsular toes,

and from them I fall down
to the white emptiness

of the sheet, seeking blindly
and hungrily the form

of your fiery crucible!
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The Queen

I have named you queen.

There are taller than you, taller.
There are purer than you, purer.
There are lovelier than you, lovelier.
But you are the queen.

When you go through the streets
No one recognizes you.

No one sees your crystal crown, no one looks
At the carpet of red gold

That you tread as you pass,

The nonexistent carpet.

And when you appear

All the rivers sound

In my body, bells

Shake the sky,

And a hymn fills the world.

Only you and I,

Only you and I, my love,
Listen to me.
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Absence

I have scarcely left you

When you go in me, crystalline,
Or trembling,

Or uneasy, wounded by me
Or overwhelmed with love, as
when your eyes

Close upon the gift of life
That without cease I give you.
My love,

We have found each other
Thirsty and we have

Drunk up all the water and the
Blood,

We found each other

Hungry

And we bit each other

As fire bites,

Leaving wounds in us.

But wait for me,

Keep for me your sweetness.
I will give you too

A rose.
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Finale

Matilde, years or days

sleeping, feverish,

here or there,

gazing off,

twisting my spine,

bleeding true blood,

perhaps I awaken

or am lost, sleeping:

hospital beds, foreign windows,
white uniforms of the silent walkers,
the clumsiness of feet.

and my sea of renewal:
your head on the pillow,
your hands floating

in the light, in my light,
over my earth.

It was beautiful to live
when you lived!

The world is bluer and of the earth

at night, when I sleep
enormous, within your small hands
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