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EL PUEBLO 

De aquel hombre me acuerdo y no 
han pasado 

sin~ dos siglos desde que 1~ vi, 
no anduvo ni a caballo ni en c~rroza: 

a puro pie 
deshizo 
las distancias 
y no lievaba espada ni armadura, 
sino redes al hombro, 
hacha o martillo o pala, 
nunca apaleo'" a ninguno de su especie: 

su haza~a rue contra el agua o la 
tierra, 

c~ntra el trigo para que ~ubiera pan, 

contra el lrbol gigante para q.ue diera 
le& . 

contra los muros para abrir las puertas, 
c~ntra la arena construyendo muros 
y contra el ma.r para hacerlo parir. 

/ I 
Lo conoci y aun no se me borra. 

Cayeron en pedazos, las carrozas, 
la guerra destruyo puertas y muros, 
la ciudad rue un punado de ceniza 9 , 

se hicieron volvo todos los vestidos, 
y J1 para mi subsiste, 
sobrevive en la arepa, 
cuando antes parecia 
todo imborrable menos l1. 

En el iryvenir de las farililias 
a veces fue mi padre o mi pariente 

I 
o apenas si era el o si no era 
tal vez aquel que no volvio' a su casa 
porque el agua o la tierra lo tragaron , , , 
o lo mato una maquina o un arbol 
o fue aquel enlutado carpintero 

" ·• tl que iba detras del ataud, sin lagrimas, 
, 

alguien en fin que no tenia nombre, 
que se llamaba metal o madera, 
y a quien miraron otros desde arriba 
sin ver la hormiga 
sino el hormiguero 

THE PEOPLE 

· That man .. I .remember well, and at 
least two centuries 

have passed since I saw him; 
he travelled neither on horseback . 

nor in a carriage 
purely on foot 
he undid 
the distances, 
carrying neither sword nor weapon 
but nets on his shoulder, 
axe or hammer or spade; 
he never fought with another of 

of his kind --
his struggle was with water or 

with earth, 
with the .wheat, for it to become 

bread, 
with the towering tree, for it to 

yield wood, 
with the walls, to open doors in them, 
with the sand, constructing walls, 
and with the sea, t~ make it bear 

fruit. 

I knew him arid still he is there in me. 

The carriages splintered in pieces, 
war destroyed doorways and walls, 
the city was a fistful of ashes, 
all the dresses withered into dust, 
and he persists, for my sake, 
he survives in the sand, 
wher~ everythin ~~ previously 
seemed "'ciura.ble exc~pt him. -

In the c~mings and ~oings of families, 
at times he was my father or my 

relative 
or (it may have been, it may not) 
perhaps the ~ne who did not c~me home 
because water or earth devoured him 
or a machine or a tree killed him, 
or he was that funeral carpenter 
who walked behind the coffin, but 

dry-eyed, 
someone who never had a name 
except as wo~d or metal have, 
and on whom others looked fr~m above , 
unable to see 
the ant f .or the ant-hill ; 



, 
y que cuando sus pies no se movian, 

I 
porque el pobre cansado habia muerto, 

l 
n0 vieron nunca que no lo veian: , 
habia ya otros pies en donde estuvo. 

/ 
L0s otros pies er~n el mismo, 
tambien las otras manos, 
el hombre suced~a: 
cuando ya parecia transcurrido 
era el mismo de nuevo 
alli estaba otra vez cavando tierra, 

cortando tela, perc sin camisa, 
a lli' es,.taba y no estaba, como entonces, 
se habia ida y estaba de nuevo, 
y como nunca tuvo cementerio, 
ni tumba, ni su nombre fue grabado 

/ -
sobre la piedra que corto sudando, 
nunca sabi~ nadie que llegaba . . " y nad1e supo cuando se mor1a, 
asi' es que sblo cuando el pobre pudo 

resucitci otra vez sin ser notado. 

so that when his feet no longer 
moved 

because, poor and tired, he had 
died, 

they never saw what they were not 
used to seeing --

already other feet walked in his 
place. 

The other feet were still him, 
equally the other hands, 
the man persisted --
when it seemed that now he was spent , 
he was the same man over again, 
there he was once more, tilling the 

soil, 
cutting cloth, but without a shirt, 
there he was and was not, as before, 
he had gone and was back again, 
and since he never had cemetery 
nor tomb, nor his name engraved 
on the stone that he sweated to cut, 
nobody ever knew of his arrival 
and nobody knew when he died, 
thus only when the poor man was 

able 
did he come back to life again, 

unnoticed. 



II 

Era el hombre sin duda, sin herencia, 

sin vaca, sin bandera, 
y no se distinguia entre los otros, 

# 

los otros que eran el, 
desde arriba era gris como el subsuelo , 
como el cuero era pardo, 
era amarillo cosechando trigo, 
era negro debajo de la mina, 
era color de piedra en el castillo, 

I 
en el barco pesquero era color de atun 

y color de caballo en la pradera: 
c~mo podia nadie distinguirlo 
si era el inseparable, el elemento, , 
tierra, carbon o mar vestido de hombre? 

I I 

Donde vivi o crecia 
cuanto el hombre tocaba: 
la piedra hostil, 
quebrada 
·por sus manps , 
se convertia en orden 
y una a una formaron 
l a recta claridad del edificio, 
hizo el pan con sus manos, 
movilizo los trenes, _ 
se poblaron de pueblos las distancias , 
otros hombres crecieron, 
llegaron le.s abejas, 
y porque el hombre crea y multiplica 

f 

l a primavera camino al mercado 
, 

entre panaderias y palomas. 

El padre de los panes fue olvidado, 
~ 1 
el que corto y anduvo, machacando 
y abriendo surcos, acarreando arena, 

~ / 
cuando todo existio ya no existia, 
.; 

el daba su existencia, eso era todo. 

Salio a otra parte a trabajar, y 
luego 

se fue a morir rodando ., 
como piedra del rio : 
aguas abajo lo llevo l a muerte . 

II 

He was the man a 11 right, wi thc:.·,t 
inheritance , 

cattle or coat of arms , 
and he did not stand out f:tom t he 

others , 
the others who were himself, 
from above he was grey like e lay, 
he was drab as leather , 
he was yellow harve sting wheat , 
he was black deep in the mine, 
he was stone-coloured i n the cas ·:;:;_,., , 
in the fishing boat , the co lour 

of tunny, 
horse-coloured in the meadow -­
how could anyone distinguish hi m 
if they were inseparable, the 

element, 
earth, coal or sea, in t he guise 

of a ,_man? 

Where he lived, eve~ything 
a man touched would grow: 
the hostile stones, 
hewn 
by his hands , 
took shape and form 
and one by one took on 
the sharp clari t y of buildi ngs, 
he made bread with h i s hands , 
set the t:rains running , 
the distances bred townships , 
other men grew up, 
the bees arrived, 
and through man's creating and 

multiplying, 
spring wandered into the market 

place 
between doves and bakeries. 

The father of the loaves was 
forgotte n ~ 

he who cut and wa lked, beating 
and opening ·paths, shifting sand, 
when everything else existed, he 

existed no longer, 
he gave away his existence, t hat 

was everything . 
He went somewhere e l se to wor k an' 

ultimately 
he ,.,ent into death, r olling 
l ike a river stone --
death carried him off downstream,. 



III 

Yo, que lo ·c~noci~ lo vi bajando 
hasta n~ ser sino 1~ que dejaba: 

cal~es que apenas pudo c~nocer, 
, 

casas que nunca y nunca habitaria . 

., 
Y vuelvo a verlo, y cada dia espero. 

~ 
Lo veo en su ataud y resurrecto. 

Lo distingo entre todos 
los que son sus iguales 
y me parece que no puede ser, 

·' que asi no vamos a ninguna parte, 

" que suceder asi no tiene gloria. 

Yo creo que en el trono debe estar 
este hombre, bien calzado y coronad~. 

Creo que los que hicieron tantas 
cosas . ~ 

deben ser duenos de todas las cosas. 

Y los que hacen el pan deben comer! 

Y deben tener luz los de la mina! 

Basta ya de encadenados grises! 

Basta de p'lidos desaparecidos! 
,. 

Ni un hombre mas que pase sin que 
reine. 

Ni una sola mujer sin su diadema. 

Para todas las manes guantes de oro. 

Frutas del sol a todos los oscuros! 

III 

I, who knew him, saw him go down 
till he existed only in what he 

was leaving --
streets he could scarcely be 

aware of, 
houses he never never would 

inhabit . 

I come back to see him, and every 
day I wait. 

I see him in his c~ffin and 
resurrected . . 

I pick him out from a 11 
the others who are his equals 
and it seems to me that it cannot 

be, 
that in this way, we are going 

nowhere, 
t~ survive so has no glory. 

I believe that Heaven must include 
that man, properly sqod and 

crowned. 

I think that those who made ·· so 
many things 

ought to be masters of everything. 

And those who make bread ought 
to eat! 

And those in the mine should have 
light! 

Enough by now of grey men in 
chains! 

Enough of the pale lost ones! 

N~t another man will go past 
except as a ruler. 

Not a single woman without her 
diadem. 

Gloves of gold for every hand. 

Fruits of the sun for all the 
obscure ones! 



I 
Yo conoci aquel hombre y cuando pude, 
cuando ya tuve ojos en la cara, 

cuando ya tuve la voz ·en la boca 

/ 
lo busque entre las tumbas, y le dije 

I I 
apretandole un brazo que aun no 

era polvo: 

.I " , 'Todos se iran, tu quedaras viviente. 

( 

Tu encendiste la vida. 
, 

Tu hiciste lo que es tuyo.' 

Por eso nadie se moleste cuando 
parece que estoy solo y no estoy 

solo, 
no estoy con nadie y hablo para todos: 

L 
Alguien me esta escuchando y no 

lo saben, 
perc aque llos que canto y

1 
que lo saben 

siguen naciendo y llenaran el mundo. 

I knew that man, and when I could, 
when he still had eyes in his 

head, 
when he still had a voice in his 

throat, 
I sought him among the tombs, and 

I said to him, 
pressing his arm that was still 

not dust: 

'Everything will pass, and you 
will still be living. 

You set fire to life. 

You made what is yours.' 

So let no one worry when 
I seem to be alone and am not 

alone, 
I am not with nobody and I speak 

for all 

Someone is listening to me and, 
although they do not know it, 

those I sing of, those who know 
go on being born and will fill up 

the world. 

(A.R.) 
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