








































































































































LIX 

Why was I not born mysterious? 
Why did I grow up without companions? 

Who ordered me to tear down 
the doors of my own pride? 

And who went out to live for me 
when I was sleeping or sick? 

. And which flag unfurled there 
where they didn't forget me? 

Por que no naci misterioso? 
Por que creci sin campania? 

Quien me mand6 desvencijar 
las puertas de mi propio orgullo? 

Y quien sali6 a vivir por mi 
cuando dormia o enfermaba? 

Que bandera se despleg6 
alii donde no me olvidaron? 
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LX 

And what importance do I have 
in the courtroom of oblivion? 

Which is the true picture 
of how the future will turn out? 

Is it the grain seed 
among its yellow masses? 

Or is it the bony heart, 
that delegate of the peach? 

Y que importancia tengo yo 
en el tribunal del olvido? 

Cudl es la representaci6n 
del resultado venidero? 

Es Ia semilla cereal 
con su multitud amarilla? 

0 es el coraz6n huesudo 
el delegado del durazno? 
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LXI 

Does the living drop of mercury 
run downward or forever? 

Will my sorrowful poetry 
watch with my own eyes? 

Will I have my smell and my pain 
when, destroyed, I go on sleeping? 

La gota viva del azogue 
corre hacia abajo o hacia siempre? 

Mi poesia desdichada 
mirard con los ojos mios? 

Tendre mi olor y mis dolores 
cuando yo duerma destruido? 
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LXII 

What does it mean to persist 
on rhe alley of death? 

How in salt's desert 
is it possible to blossom? 

In the sea of nothing happens, 
are there clothes to die in? 

Now that the bones are gone 
who lives in the final dust? 

Que significa persistir 
en el callej6n de Ia muerte? 

En el desierto de Ia sal 
c6mo se puede florecer? 

En el mar del no pasa nada 
hay vestido para morir? 

Cuando ya se fueron los huesos 
quien vive en el polvo final? 
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LXI I I 

How is the translation of their languages 
arranged with the birds? 

How do I tell the turtle 
that I am slower than he? 

How do I ask the flea 
for his championship stats? 

Or tell the carnations 
that I'm grateful for their fragrance? 

Como se acuerda con los pajaros 
Ia traduccion de sus idiomas? 

Como le digo a Ia tortuga 
que yo le gano en lentitud? 

Como le pregunto a Ia pulga 
las cifras de su campeonato? 

Y a los claveles que les digo 
agradeciendo su fragancia? 
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LXIV 

Why do my faded clothes 
flutter like a flag? 

Am I sometimes evil 
or am I always good? 

Do we learn kindness 
or the mask of kindness? 

Isn't the rosebush of evil white 
and aren't the flowers of goodness black? 

Who assigns names and numbers 
to the innumerable innocent? 

Por que mi ropa destefiida 
se agita como una bandera? 

Soy un malvado alguna vez 
o todas las veces soy buena? 

Es que se aprende Ia bondad 
o Ia mascara de Ia bondad? 

No es blanco el rosa/ del malvado 
y negras las flares del bien? 

Quien da los nombres y los numeros 
al inocente innumerable? 
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LXV 

Does the drop of metal shine 
like a syllable in my song? 

Does a word sometimes 
slither like a serpent? 

Didn't a name like an orange 
creep into your heart? 

From which river do fish come? 
From the word silversmithing? 

When they stow too many vowels 
don't sailing ships wreck? 

Brilla Ia gota de metal 
como una silaba en mi canto? 

Y no se arrastra una palabra 
a veces como una serpiente? 

No crepit6 en tu coraz6n 
un nombre como una naranja? 

De que rio sa/en los peces? 
De Ia palabra platerfa? 

Y no naufragan los veleros 
por un exceso de vocales? 
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LXVI 

Do the o's of the locomotive 
cast smoke, fire and steam? 

In which language does rain fall 
over tormented cities? 

At dawn, which smooth syllables 
does the ocean air repeat? 

Is there a star more wide open 
than the word poppy? 

Are there two fangs sharper 
than the syllables of jackal? 

Behan humo, fuego y vapor 
las o de las locomotoras? 

En que idioma cae Ia lluvia 
sobre ciudades dolorosas? 

Que suaves silabas repite 
el aire del alba marina? 

Hay una estrella mas abierta 
que Ia palabra amapola? 

Hay dos colmillos mas agudos 
que las silabas de chacal? 
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LXVII 

Can you love me, syllabary, 
and give me a meaningful kiss? 

Is a dictionary a sepulchre 
or a sealed honeycomb? 

In which window did I remain 
watching buried time? 

Or is what I see from afar 
what I have not yet lived? 

Puedes amarme~ silabaria~ 
y darme un beso sustantivo? 

Un diccionario es un sepulcro 
o es un panal de miel cerrado? 

En que ventana me quede 
mirando el tiempo sepultado? 

0 lo que mira desde lejos 
es lo que no he vivido aun? 
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LXVIII 

When does the butterfly read 
what flies written on its wings? 

So it can understand its itinerary, 
which letters does the bee know? 

And with which numbers does the ant 
subtract its dead soldiers? 

What are cyclones called 
when they stand still? 

Cudndo lee Ia mariposa 
lo que vuela escrito en sus alas? 

Que letras conoce Ia abeja 
para saber su itinerario? 

Y con que cifras va restando 
Ia hormiga sus soldados muertos? 

Como se llaman los ciclones 
cuando no tienen movimiento? 
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LXIX 

Do thoughts of love fall 
into extinct volcanoes? 

Is a crater an act of vengeance 
or a punishment of the earth? 

With which stars do they go on speaking, 
the rivers that never reach the sea? 

Caen pensamientos de amor 
en los volcanes extinguidos? 

Es un crater una venganza 
o es un castigo de Ia tierra? 

Con que estrellas siguen hablando 
los rios que no desembocan? 
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LXX 

What forced labor 
does Hitler do in hell? 

Does he paint walls or cadavers? 
Does he sniff the fumes of the dead? 

Do they feed him the ashes 
of so many burnt children? 

Or, since his death, have they given him 
blood to drink from a funnel? 

Or do they hammer into his mouth 
the pulled gold teeth? 

Cud! es el trabajo forzado 
de Hitler en el infierno? 

Pinta paredes o caddveres? 
Olfatea el gas de sus muertos? 

Le dan a comer las cenizas 
de tantos niiios calcinados? 

0 le han dado desde su muerte 
de heber sangre en un embudo? 

0 le martillan en Ia boca 
los arrancados dientes de oro? 
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LXXI 

Or do they lay him down to sleep 
on his barbed wire? 

Or are they tattooing his skin 
for the lamps in hell? 

Or do black mastiffs of flame 
bite him without mercy? 

Or must he travel without rest, 
night and day with his prisoners? 

Or must he die without dying 
eternally under the gas? 

0 le acuestan para dormir 
sobre sus alambres de puas? 

0 le estdn tatuando Ia pie/ 
para ldmparas del infierno? 

0 lo muerden sin compasi6n 
los negros mastines del fuego? 

0 debe de noche y de dia 
viajar sin tregua con sus presos? 

0 debe morir sin morir 
eternamente bajo el gas? 
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LXXII 

If all rivers are sweet 
where does the sea get its salt? 

How do the seasons know 
they must change their shirt? 

Why so slowly in winter 
and later with such a rapid shudder? 

And how do the roots know 
they must climb toward the light? 

And then greet the air 
with so many flowers and colors? 

Is it always the same spring 
who revives her role? 

Si todos los rios son dulces 
de d6nde saca sal el mar? 

C6mo saben las estaciones 
que deben cambiar de camisa? 

Por que tan lentas en invierno 
y tan palpitantes despues? 

Y c6mo saben las raices 
que deben subir a Ia luz? 

Y luego saludar al aire 
con tantas flares y co/ores? 

Siempre es Ia misma primavera 
Ia que repite su papel? 
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LXXIII 

Who works harder on earth, 
a human or the grain's sun? 

Between the fir tree and the poppy 
whom does the earth love more? 

Between the orchids and the wheat 
which does it favor? 

Why a flower with such opulence 
and wheat with its dirty gold? 

Does autumn enter legally 
or is it an underground season? 

Quien trabaja mas en Ia tierra~ 
el hombre o el sol cereal? 

Entre el abeto y Ia amapola 
a quien Ia tierra quiere mas? 

Entre las orquideas y el trigo 
para cual es Ia preferencia? 

Por que tanto lujo a una flor 
y un oro sucio para el trigo? 

Entra el Otoiio /ega/mente 
o es una estaci6n clandestina? 
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LXXIV 

Why does it linger in the branches 
until the leaves fall? 

And where are its yellow trousers 
left hanging? 

Is it true that autumn seems to wait 
for something to happen? 

Perhaps the trembling of a leaf 
or the movement of the universe? 

Is there a magnet under the earth, 
brother magnet of autumn? 

When is the appointment of the rose 
decreed under the earth? 

Por que se queda en los ramajes 
hasta que las hojas se caen? 

Y d6nde se quedan colgados 
sus pantalones amarillos? 

Verdad que parece esperar 
el Otoiio que pase alga? 

Tal vez el temblor de una hoja 
o el transito del universo? 

Hay un iman bajo Ia tierra, 
iman hermano del Otoiio? 

Cuando se dicta bajo tierra 
Ia designaci6n de Ia rosa? 
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