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ROCKS 

Rocks make your finges very dirty. 
Rocks are rough or smooth. 
Rocks are very har 
some get thrown, 
Some get turned into statues. 
Some get built into homes. 

I 1979 

ROCAS* 

Las rocas ensucian much0 10s dedos. 
Las row son kperas o suaves. 
Las mcas son muy duras. 
Unas pueden lanzarse 
mientras con otras se hacen estatuas. 
Con algunas se construyen 10s hog-. 



CLOUDS 

Soft and fluffly 
in the sky. 
It’s a cat, it’s a dog, 
but whatever it is, 
it’s a cloud. 

Wouldn’t you like to touch a aouar 

1979 

BUGS 

Bugs are buggers. 

But wait: bugs help us. 
Be9  make honey 
and ank help plants. 
But, whet about the fly? 



NUBES 

suave y esponjosa 
en el cielo. 
Ek un gab, es un perro, 
per0 cualquier cosa que parezca, 
es una nube. 
4No te gustaria tocar una nube? 

BICHOS 

Los bichos son molestosos. 
Pen, espera: 10s bichos nos ayudan. 
h abejas hacen miel 
y las hormigas benefician a las plantas. 
Pen, dq& pasa con las moscas? 

Los Mchos son una verdadera peste. 



Soaring through the wind 
high high in the air. 

and touching the clouds. 
men we go down down down. 

Flying Very' fast 

We are buds. 

1980 

THE NEX1 

I stopped to watch a dragonfly 
chasing a mosquito so swiftly. 

pingto do. 
"be dragonfly swoopd 
down as the predator 
becamepreytomeet 
its doom. 

He had almost a dlpguise -... "%% 

ofdlnthewgs ST%% 
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VOLANDO 

Remonthdose en el viento 
aito alto en el aire. 
volando rapidamente 
y tocando las nubes. 
Despu4s vmos hacia abajo hacia abajo abajo. 

Entonces LquXmes somos? 
somos paijaros. 

LA PROXIMA VZCTZMA 

Me detuve a mirar una hMda 
que cazpba un mosquito tan velozmente. 
Casi haMa encubierto 
b que iba a haw.  
La IiMula se lo llev6 
mientras el predator 
se convirti6 en la vlctima 
para mpl ix  su d a b .  



Toronto was a barren place. 
Not a building was standing in site exoept a church 
that v m  accross the street. 
h m  the cracks of the bomb shelter you could see dead people 
on the road. 
One of them could be your mother or father 
but you wouldn't dare go and see. 
The man sitting beside me couldn't stand it any longer. 
He went out. 
I d e d  to him. I heard a gun shot. it WBS too late. 

So, from then on, 
we just sat them watching ourselves 
getting skinnier and sk innier... 

1982 



Toronto era como una tierra yerma. 
Ningh otro edificio permanecia en su sitio 
sin0 una iglesia al cruzar la calle. 
h d e  las grietas de 10s refugios anti-bombas 
veias la gente muerta 
en 10s caminos. 
uno de ellos podria ser tu madre o tu padre, 
per0 no te atredas a moverte y ver. 

El hombre sentado a mi lado no pudo soportado gJ 2- mh. . _ "  
Sali6. $@+- ~,- ~ 

Lo Ham& Escuchk un disparo. Era demasiado tarde. 

Por eso desde entonces, 
solamente p e r m a n ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ s  sentados, mirbdonos, 
mientras adelgazamos y adelgazamos ... 



cettcng into a dirty bus 
I hear a baby crying. 
I cross a busy street 
and get shoved out of a crowded subway. 

It’s stil l  six o’clock. 

1983 

THE FUTURE 

I wonder what it would be like in the future? 
I wonder what a dog would do to a cat? 
I wonder where we would live? 
I mnder if a boy would ask: 
a 1  wonder what it would be like in the future?m 



HORA DE TRAFZCO 

- 
Subikndome a un sucio buq 
escucho Ilorer a una datura. 
Cruu, una calle bulliciosa 
y me lanzan fuera del metro 
atestado de gente. 

. 

Todavla son las seis de la maiiana. 

EL FUTURO 

Me pregunto ,jdmo s e d  el futuro? 

Me p-to dquk le her6 el perro al @to? 
Me pregunto 4d6nde podremos vivir? 
Me pregunto si un nMo podrk preguntar: 



robot. 
IUustmtt?d and Wdtten by 
Sebastian A .  Noma 

1 
aB00MIr Dam, I flunked again. 
My name is Tom. I live in Ottawa, Ontario. 
.Tom! Tom! Tooom!, 
ayes, mother,, I said. 
*What’s that noise?, she said. 
aOh, nothing., 
I WBS working on a robot that I was trying to make out of scraps. 

It’s sort of cylinder-shaped and it has twu  arm^ and wheels instead of 
feet. 

ine robot was O.K. 

I was all black from the explosion. 
I w r k  in the garage. 
It was my Dad’s birthday and w e  had a party for him. 

I was trying to invent a kind of fuel for it 
because gas costs too much. 

That night my mother came to tuck me in. I burped. 
a 1  think you had a little too much o c a  cola,, my mother said. 

She turned out the light. 
I thought: That‘s it1 Cola1 I set my alarm to five o’clock. 



liqui in the wrong place! I got my sucker (my in-- 
a vacuum cleaner) and sucked up the liquid and put it in 

I waited for tw seconds. The lights started flickering. In tvco more 

I said, *Walk to your rightp and he did. 
After I had shown my parents I walked down the street. Evayboch/ 

seconds the lights stayed. 

looked at me and my robot. 



j o b ,  the maghest b d y  in the nei&bourhoed, came and asked h a t  
my robot m. I told him a d  he started kicking it. I told him to stop 
and he ssid, amy?lr, Then he 

Smoke started m a g  out. I said, *YOU broke him!, 

I said, *Because I worked hard on it. 
*Well, look at this,, and he started pressing lots of buttom. 

2 
The kid said, *So what? It’s just e junky old robot. 
ahok ,  kid,, I said, athis is the year 1994. People are not supposed 

aOh yeah?, he said. *Well, look at this,, and broke off an arm. 

aYou’re in big trouble,, I said. ulrm going to tell Dad and my Dad 
to tell the polioe and the police are going to tell the president 

to go around vandalizing other people.. 

Then he started walking away. 

is 
and the .... n 

*Shut up!, he said. 
When I got home I started taking it apart. 





when UR got home my father asked who Bully was and why my robot 
had him. I told him. He said, uTake him out of the house and let him 
go, for goodness’ sake., 

Bully said, a:Thank you, Mr., 
My Dad said, aYou’xe w4come.w I hate my Dad. 
I said, *Robot, come with me to put Bully back., We went outside 

to put Bully back. When we got out my robot dropped him 

: 
. ‘  

Thim my robot said, a1 hate y0u.w 



5 

I wenr D~CIC to my house. when I got there I went to my mom 
started making hnmvements on my robot. I had three hours d 

When I had finished the robot had a built-in v$licle (room for 
people) and a built-in tent (in case I go camping. 

ner. 

Everybody is going 

After dinner the robot saw a squid and started chasing it. LuckiIy I 

In e couple of days I found out that he loved to chase little 

On May 20th the robot and I went on ahike. L a n d s  

C ~ P i n g ) .  

run pretty fast and I could catch him. 

so I named him aLtmamab. 

aCome on, robotp I said but the robot wouldn’t come. Suddenly I 
reallzed that his lights wxen’t on. He had lost his fuel. 

John was coming closer and closer. He would beat me up. I tried to 
get away but John got me. Just when he was getting reaoy to p d  
me I had an idea. 

I said, whok  up there!, He looked, (I saw this trick on T.V.) and I 



On my way to the garage I met John. 

7 

John said, a m e n  do you think you're going?. 
I said, a1 think I'm going to the garage to fix my robot.u 
.Well, you'll have to get past me,. he said. 
I couldn't tell my parents because they wuld say, rIt's none of OUT 

So I had to go business and plus you have to make more friends.. 
back. 

About twu hours later I tried agah 
lhat ni&t I uent out to try again. 

and he was stil l  there. 
I tiptoed just in case he was sti l l  

them. 
awhere do you think you're going?. He was st i l l  there. 

I-got into the gam&?.- Suddedy I h d  somebody saying, 

8 

I couldn't belleve it. He was st i l l  there! I looked and nobody was 
them. I saw a tapemcoder. It was my taperemrder. He had got it 
fmmmyrooml Ihatedbim. 

'we t a p w c o h  was a little dented but I didn't mind. I put it in my 
pOCltet. YOU See, taperecorders a r ~ d  2 ~m in h @ h  and width 
a d  just 0.5 thick. I should have known that he had taken it. 

I 



It was about 2 o’clock in the morning. 
*Tom, Tooomln It was my mother. I went back to the house and 

*Go right to  bed,^ she said, arm very cross with you.* 
told her what had happened. 

I was hungry. 

In the morning I was really tired so I slept the rest of the morning. 

I went to the kitchen. 
now. She told me to go back up to bed. 

My mother was even angrier 

9 
when I wake up, it was about one in the afternoon. I went cempine: 

I wok a little rust off Lanamd because he was a little rusty. I O m  
with  anam mal, but it started raining and we had to 8 back. 

hima 
The 

bow. 

bit too. 
sun was out but it was stil l  raining. There was 



hnmd asked what it was and I told him. I told him that it 
formed when light goes through water. He understood right away, 

10 
Suddenly he saw a rabbit and went out the door. I went outside and 

I looked around the s w  &Wing him. 
mmer. He wasn’t there. 

He went around a comer. 

I looked d day and couldn’t find him. He was gone! 
One m k  later, he was st i l l  missing. 
I started making another robot. He wuld be cded a h n .  When he 

WBS finished he looked very good, but I missed Lanamal. 

I put some of’the coke fuel in Lex’s fuel container and his 
He WBS already programmed because I had ted turning on. 

from an old computer. 
He said, aHello, my name is L.B.3.X.n 
aNo, it isn’t,* I said. a h m  now on it’s ‘ M u .  
MY NAME IS LEX,. 
The next day I had a very hard math hommrk. 

awhat’s 36Q8 times 01, 
He said, *THE ANSWER IS 33682, 
The next morning I got every single answer right. 

I 

lights 
made 

asked Lex, 



11 
The next day I 

very. soft a m . *  
t a d  you hear that?* 
*WHAT4 

d k m g  down the street with laa w h  1 

s go see what it is.* 
We went around the corner toward the sound. And what did w e  see? 

tw robots. What w d d  I do with twu robots? 
day I took a walk and left the rabds at hapne lidyhg RE)I 

As I was going to the park ~UQ big gulrs came behind me md took 
mom. 

my hand. 



12 
The kid Wdfolded me. 

I saw one guy whisper something in someone else’s ear. 

a1 don’t know about any secret of yours!* 
.bok, kid, we know you know about OUT secret, and if you don’t 

apll us d l l  beet you up.* Suddenly I slipped out of hi9 p u p  and ran 
amy. 
Tbe next day I was wallring down the street. This time I had my mid 

wa&ydky. Suddenly something fell on my head. 
When I woke up I was in the Lion’s clubhouse. I took my walky- 

talky and d e d  my robots. In about ten seconds Lex smashed right 
thou& the door. Lanamal folloued. They started throwing all the 
Lions everywhm. 

When I O p e n e d  my eyeS 1 was at the 

They took 
ddon’p dubhouse. 

me out the door. When we w r e  outside they apked, *What 
you h o w  about out secret?* 

13 
We went out thou& the clubhouse. When I got home I started 

oiling and polishing my robots. 
S a y  the bell rang. I ulent down. My dad got the door. It WBS 

a man. I WBB half way down the stairs when 1 overheard the man. 



*Hello, I'm from the Computer Robot Co. Do you have a cornputex 
robot?r 

*Yes, my son has t\io.~ 
.Well, I can give you 75 million dollars for each.n 
uWell, I don't know. I'll have to think about it., 
O.K. 
a 0 . K . r  
And then he shut the door. 

I'll be h e  tomorrow, O.K.7, 



I couldn't convince my father but I had an idea. Maybe I could con. 
You see, my mother is very vince my mother to convince my father. 

easy to cunidnce and she's alwp in her best mood in the morning, 
But I'm not s u m  if I can convince my mother. 
I spent all night to figure out how to convince my mother. 

mdy 1 
While I fell asleep. 

just to ask like I normally ask for something. After a 

15 
The next morning at breakfast luckily on this particular day my 

mother WBS in a good mood. My father was working earlier today so 
he had already eaten. I asked her and she said, *Well, we could use the 
money. I say you're old enough to work it out with your father., 

So now I didn't know what to do. But wait, if I got a job and my 
robots could help, I could get lots of money. 
Later on in the day when we p t  our newspaper, I looked in the 

k i f i e d  section. I looked and looked. There was one ad that was for 
wgshing clothes but it would be too wet for my robots when they carried 
the v e t  clothes to the dryer. 

F'inally I found one. It said: 

WANTED 

BIG HOUSE. 
MOW LAWN AROUND 

Lawn mower provided. 
Pays*$eoO.OO an hour. 

T w  hundred dollars an hour, that's great cash! 

16 
Next morning I mmt to the house. It was a big house. The people 

I went up to the door 

She 

must haw been rich to own a house like that. 
and rang the doorbell. 

opened the screen door and said, *.What do you want?# 
A little girl d. 

aPve come for the job in the newspaper. What's your name?# 
aWd, what's your name?, 
'My name is Tom.,. 
.So who cares?, 

She looked like the spoiled brat kind. 



#Can you get your mother?n I asked, 
ayes I can but I'm not ping t o l ~  
Then I heard, *Jennifer.. 
She said, *What!. 
*Who is at the door?. 
*A big kid. He says his name is Tom., 
Then her mother came to the door. She asked, *May I help you?. 
u I  came for the job.. 
*Oh, come in., 
We went through the house out to the backyard. W e  walked and 

and wallred. fially I saw a little house. It WBS the garage. 
m e  lawn looked like a ~ l f  come. 

17 

we came to the garage. She took out a lawn mower. It a hot 
day. Then she took out a big box and said, *The waw sprinlrlers are 
in the box.# 

*I'm supposed to water the lawn too?* 
aOh no. 

uO.K., I'll do it.* 
I told Lanamal to get out the sprinlclem and put them together. h x  

I must have forgotten to put it in, but if you want the 
money you have to do it., 

and I went to get the other lawn m o w  that we had bmu& along. 
We mowed and mowed. 

been burnt. 
arm off. 

four hundred dollars. 

Then suddenly Lex just stopped in his tracks. One of his ckuits had 
He had fallen down and h k e n  bis 

I got only half of it done so I p t  only 

18 

I went to Lanamal. 

I had to take them home. 

My father is a really stubborn person and 

on ~hursday afternoon, the day that we were S@ to 

hard to mviace. I 
had only one week to see if the man from the comppaY didn't chenge 
his mind about taking acl h x  

the 
came bpck b n  - my - saf 

Everybo& S W t d  1-s she 

After I -t straight to the junky&. I eot I& in ijme 

robots to the junkyd, when 
down right on a whoop cushion. 
made us all stay in. 

to see my robots getting mushed. 

1981 



DEL POETA COMO SER H U M A N 0  

De orhulo sapdo  a empleado 
p G W ;  de elGctrico cantor bajo las tiendas 
de campah, de nestor, a ddda venido a menos; 
de ardiente silencioso, devorador dect\iles, 
cortesano de palabras y ritos, a despistado social, 
d a  de turistas, coloquio de usurer~s; 
de oficio fatigoso pen, digno, a profesor de tinieblas; 
de escarbackw de ddos de angel de prometeo de fiesta y agua, 
a esta estatura mediana de sueldos, 
a este engrillado de premios, 
a este venderse al mqor postor. 

- 

@I d6nde estamos? 

El poeta ya no cree en su misi6n. 
El poeta se rebela contra el relhpago de la inspiradn. 
El poeta d e g a  de si mismo. 

El poeta se siente cansado con la libre competencia 
y entabla dieilops de sordos. 

Le han quitado sus phjaros errantes, 
sus mordisqueados p ~ o n e s  de alabastro, 
sus lirios polvorientos. 

Lm ratas le han roido los mBulnoles 
y sus rios ignotos se han cubierto de smog. 

AdemBs, d poeta &be abrir la boca 
sin Ilorar, ni relr, sin moveme de este mundo; 
sin hacer estallar las palabras, 
mbviQldose pesadamente por la tierra 
como el rest0 de los mortales; 
no heaa de m o s d n ,  no emputecerse 
con lor reyes del r n d  ni con 10s delatom, 
moveme m6s d h  de los kites est6 prohibid0 
desde ayer y para siempre. 



ABOUT THE POET AS A HUMAN BEING 

From sacred oracle to civil 
servant; from electric singer 
under the campaign tents, fron Nestor 
to a druid come to decay; 
from a silent burning devourer of tulle, 
courtesan of w r &  and rib, to a straggler, 
tourists’ watercolour, usurers’ conversation; 
from an occupation tiring but wrthy, to professor of darkness; 
from scraper of the heavens from angel from promethew 
of feasts and water, 
to this middling stature of wage earner, 
to this shakling by pnizes, 
to this selling of oneself to the highest bidder. 

where are we? 

The poet no longer believes in his mission. 
The poet I&& against the lightning flash of inspiration. 
The poet disowns himself. 

The poet is tired of the open market 
and of beginning dialogues with the deaf. 

They have taken away his umdering birds, 
his nibbled breasts of alabaster, his dustcovered lilltes. 
The rats have g n a d  at the marble piUm 
and his unknown rivers have been covered by smog. 

Besides, the poet must open the mouth 
without weeping or laughing, without ever moving himself 
from this wrld; . 
wrthout making Ms wrds explode into rap, 
moving heavily over the earth 
like other mortals; 
without making himself a I P ~ Y  or losing his temper 
with the kings of the world nor with the informers, 
to move these limits is forbidden 
since yesterday and 



m$pmos por wim3 
no hporta si se ha muerbo, 
oCUpare bs midfonos, @tar4 lrrs dondm,  
se sus peore5 versos; 
dejd de hater da60 con sus palabrotas de mal gusto. 
El poete de h adusta digie 
ahom ilUminad0. 

d6nde estiiba~~~os? 

Ah si, en que la poesia no es el centra del munch 

IDS poetas se agachan, toman posiciones y apuntan. 

Ixr& de ellos 
una nube de I i h s  
es empujada 
pot el viento de la Historia. 
Las i m v  
empiezsu~ a vivir. 



Let us say, finally, 
that it doesn’t matter if he has died; 
he will use the microphones, he will agitate the maidens, 
his least 8ccom lished verses will be rediscovered; 
he will stop sing trouble with his coarse expressions 
in bad taste. The poet of the severe likeness 
now illuminated. 

Where were we? 

Oh yes, that poetry is not the centre of the world. 

Poets crouch and take positions. 

Behind them 
a cloud of books 
is pushed by the wind of History. 

The images begin to live. 



CUANDO ACABE ESTA GUERRA 

cuendo pcabe ate guerr% 
juramos que nos darh gams de correr y de volar 
la obmuridad, de sacar ate pern, em las solapas 
que no nos deja respirar, 
de tirarnos de rodillas escupiendo tierra santa 

de mojamos las sienes para que la fiebre 
no nos d a t e  el mundo, de iniuar el didogo 

s610 dejando que la vida se bcuelgue como una hoja 
de nugtros pies cansados. 

Cuando acabe esta guerra 
nos beberemos la sangre de todas las herides, 
d hilo d labexinto de estos paises 
tan cerrados como la boda de catalina, el pliegue 
de ilusiones que tuvimos a 10s veinte aiios, . 
lap cadencies isot&icas de herWto, el fuego 
de tus labios, 10s &ch& literarios; 
cuendoacabeestaguerra 
m e d d e m a n o s y p i e s  
en medio de la buhardllla at6nita de huesos, 
te po& las espaldas alartijadas de leyendas, 
romper6 mi pipa mordida por tus besos 
contra la llovizaa y me declarh de nuevo 
dudadano de ese pais inexecto. 

y acemilas de estdles e n b  10s pbrpados, 

y sin apretar 10s dientes, 

. Cuando ecabe esta p a  
me a todos los ofidos archivados 
enmisphceres: 
recogedor de musgos, calafatem, ladr6n de prostitutas, 
buhonero y saqueador de ighiap de provinda, 
poeta de primera categoria en la alcheringa, 
miCr6Saf0, erlequin de cortesanas impfibem, 
beetlario artesanal, buda y cagliostro, 
nde&or de la biptoria final del universe, 
npatrfda tonante, curaguilla y amante, 



amante y mhs amante 
de este sol silencioso solemne 
shtrapa y ~6th. 

Cuando acabe esta guerra 
(dcuiindo acabe?) 
empemremos a preguntar 
si de verdad habitamos cantones de cement0 
si como caballeros naturales estuvimos 
durante largo tiemp, de verdad, habitando en lo i n s t a n k ;  
si para qu6 pusimos tantas balas y nos clausuramos 
el deseo con la metafisica, si para qu6 en fin 
con esa ingenuidad que nos hizo famosos, 
nos declaramos tan videntes, tan duefim de la mfstica, 
tan estrictamente ritmicos, fanfsrricos, 
alucinados, 

con es@s mismos adjetivm 
empemuemos de verdad 
8 Preguntar Y a Preguntar 
si cuando acabe esta guerra, cuando acabe, 
la pregunta a h  tiene sentido. 



NO ME REFIERO AL TZEMPO 

No me diem al tIempo que pasa sin mirarnos 
mientras hundcs la mano en 10s cabellos 
o arms de un tren subterrsmeo, de una escalera 
a la penumbra, al su&o, al precipido. 

No me diem a ata fa-, a este ritmo vidado 
de kmer una vida, de querer wlver a las semanas 
emweltas en sus boras de trabajo, en tu afilado 
ab en lo de siempre. No"me quedo, no hablo, pdiem 
no dedr que estoy acostumbrado a robarme la vida, 
amancar las imhgenes de la red y tirarlas de nuevo, 
a subir y bajar por las calls con la care delgada, 
pdiente de la m e  

No dip de estes &as somnolencias. BUSCO, 
adivino la tierra, sub0 por las membranas 
de las rocas addtindose en mi boca, cubm 
los rastros de atas larvas d e n d o  y extasihndose: 

le luna iuuudada de fiesta, el cargamenb de relhpagos, - -  
le lumbre en- msofTos, ate p&, 
etas Ilamas, esta verdad; 

el O&Wl de todo. 



I'M NOT REFERRING TO THE TIME 

I'm not referring to tnls fatigue, to this vicious rhythm 
of holding a life, of wanting to return to those weeks 
surrounded by working hours, in your sharp being 
in that of the always. I do not linger nor talk, I prefer 
not to say that I'm accustomed to robbing myself of life, 
wrench the images from the net and cast them once more, 
going up and down through the streets with a haggard face, 
pending death. 

I don't mean these bitter insomnias. I search, 
divine the earth, climb up the membranes 
of the cliffs turning acid in my mouth, I cover 
the traces of these larvae growing and becoming ~ C S  

the moon inundated with festivity, the burden of lightning, 
the fire betwen us, this port, 
these flames 

the source of everything. 

I'm not referring to the time that goes by without lookhg at o w  
while you drown your hand in your hair 
or run from an underground train, a sts' 
towards the darkness, the dream, the pn 

se 
ke. 



HACE DEMASIADAS PRECUNTAS QUE 
0 CONTESTAR 

Nos preguntsron 
dmo caracknzamo * s nuestro mundo. 

Hablamos de estos ribs, esbs pmmeas, 
esbs pupilas de aire enrarecido. 
De que el dlera y la p t e  bubonica 
estaban como 10s viejos dioses 
a punt0 de desa-. 

Nos pre.guntaron mC 
de a5mo nos sentimos, 
de la vida en comb bajo 10s techos planos 
en lap noohes de luna y de tormenta, 
con otros habitantes, comiendo, 
desgransndo su vida por la fhrica, 
el cafk, la escuela. 

Wjimos de los &os felices, de la W c a  
sobre las slfombras, de 10s modelos 
pare viajar m8s &modos, de la risa 
y la rabia, los boletos de avi6n, 

Nos miramn en forma complaciente 
para que siguihmos hablando 

bajo el sol de la tarde 
cornputadoras y bidclezas 

de los parqw. 

de la prehistoria, 

bfpjades y brillaates. 

Nos aijeron por tilblmo, 
que entonas; que por qd, que cuhdo, 
que en qd momento, dbnde, 
mientras nosotros en sllendo 
s e g u b o e  le d h d 6 n  del viento entre las piedras, 
in aeniul, la uwia d e n t a ,  
la mmbra de las h d a s  en la arena. 

., L . 



SVMEBVUY 1s ASKING TOO MANY QUESTIONS Z 
CANNOT ANSWER 

They asked us 
how we would describe our world. 

We spoke of these rites, these promises, 
thse eyes with a rarefied air. 
of the fact that cholera and the bubonic plague 

, like the ancient pds, 
point of disappearing. 

f the happy children, of techniques 
, of models designed 

ortable travel, of laughing 
ah, ailplane tickets, 

of computers and 
in brilliant sections. 

f o h d  the pgth of the wind among the st0m-s 
the esh, the yeUowish rain, 
the shadow of tracks in the S a n d *  



Aqd no p a  casi nada. 

Haw: ciama mil aiios que Zeus truena en la poesla 
OCddental. 
El Tao Te King un porn menos. 
LBB bibhotwas de a d l a  de 10s sumerios 
ayudaron a desnudar las estrellas. 
A establecer las redes de 10s cinm sentidos 
en el rnnfSn del mundo. 
Por otro lado, nuestro seiior de Tula 
la serpiente emplumada crea y destruye 
en sus soh de piedra 
el nacimieuto del amor y de la muerte. 

A p r e n b s  a cabalgar en 10s plenetas. 
El ojo se hizo sabio el oido indecible. 
Icam y Fausto descienden de sus laboratorios. 
Abortan hijos por la tierra, 
tecnotr6nicos, harapientos, 
P-*. 

Aquf ha papado casi nada 
DOS dicen. vi* en c a ~ .  
Arrrrncaron del aire las palabras. 
Trajeron de la no& estas pieles de acero. 
Estaa siluetm tomentosas que monologan 
como manades degas Cletrh del exterminio. 

Supieron que todo crew al bode 
de una8 dunes. Que todo fue, el ser, 

Que el hombre y la mujer rnmo muro y arena 
dhipamn sus h s ,  su locwa. 

Aqd.w pssd nada. 

el combptir, la heroica juventud de 10s sargazos. 



REALITY I S  NOT A MYTH 

Here almost nothing happens. 

Eve thousand years ago Zeus thundered in Western poetry. 
Somewhat later, Tao Te King. 
The Sumerians' libraries of clay 

To establish the wbs of the five sensgs 
within the confines of the wrld. 
On the other hand, our Lord of Tula 
the plumed serpent in its suns of stone 
creates and destroys 
the birth of love and death. 

helped to undress the stars. 

We learned to ride on the p l t ~ ~ t ~ .  
'l'%e eye h e  knowing, the ear unspeakable. 
ICW and Fawt descend from their laboratories. 
They abort children over the earth, 
technotronic, ragged 
groaning children. 

Here almost nothing has happened, 
we are told. They lived in caves. 
They tore the w& from the  ai^. 
They brought these furs of sted from the night. 
These tormented shadows that harangue in monologues 
like blind herds after extermination. 

They discoved that all g m d  occured On the edge 
of some dunes. That all was being, 
combating, the heroic youth of the SargapsoS. 
That man and wman like WSlE and send 
dissipated their kingdom, their mabas.  

Here nothing happened. 

Matter &appears with the bite Of fh 



CA MINOS 

Casi b d o s  10s caminos pasan por tu casa. 

El del norte atraviesa la tumba del gat0 de Cheshire 
y ncumula cortezat de cipreses en tu puerta. 

El del sur es una autopista donde los autom6viles 
hacen abstrd6n de si misrnos 
y se desgranan silenciosos. 

El del oeste es un d e j 6 n  sin salida 
que me gusta recorm en 10s momentos culminantes. 

En d ate hay un tel6n con una v d a  pintada 
y le palabra fin. 

Pen, ademb esten 10s caminos que suben 
hasta el tercer piso y 10s que bnjan 
a calentarte el &do d q u e  en las no&. 

Hay otros caminos. 

Los innumerables ceminos para hacerte el amor. 
Ins que p a n  por tu boca con una pluma de paw real 
y una aguja de &tal mas otras costumbres 
er6ticas. 
Ins que suben por tu pelo, se despeiian 
y se pierden o senduamente desaparecen 
en la OsCunIdad. 

Los CBmjnOS de h e f d d e s  d o n a l e s  
y los p r 6 m  inflados por las patebres. 
las caminos d o d r a m ~ s  de eduardo gatti, Carlos gard6l 
ypablo milan&. Los cBmj11os 
m i b a t i o s  de la bibh y laot s6. 
EL lnstimoso camiuo de 10s gobemantes. 
El caudno de catamam y el no-camin0 de antonio machado. 

mqentes ea la vwdad verdadera. 
El CBmJILo quivocgao de elgunos amips 

rn 



ROADS 

Almost 

The nd le rn  One Crosses the 
and accumulates C Y P ~ S ~ S ’  barlrs at your door. 

The southern One is a highway where aubmobila 
make abstractions of themsel~ 
and silently scatter. 

The western one is a road without exit 
that I like to travel in culminating moments. 

In the east them is a curtain with a road-sign 
and the word the end. 

However there are the roads that climb 
up to the third floor and those that come down 
to warm up your baby-finger during the nights. 

And there are other roads. 

The innumerable roads to make love to you. 
Those that pass through your mouth with a peacock’s feather 
and a crystal needle and other erotic custorns. 

Those that dimb up your hair, precipitate 
d become lost or simply disappear 
in the darkness. 

The roads of national anniwxsd~ 
and grandees inflated by -*- 
~ h e  melohmtic road~ of d u d  gatti, ~ l o ~  gardel 
and pablo m i l d .  Ihe mibdal roads 
of the bible and laot s& 
The ~ntemptible road of the g o w f i .  
me rod of 
the decepttng road of friends 
bell ever^ in the true truth. 

roads: Pass through your house. 

cat’s 

and the w-r~ad of pntonio mechodo. 



El es-0 camino de las term6pila~ 
y el d o  camin0 de victor jara y la mtigua roma. 
El d$ e~rilio, ruta fomda de 10s malos tiemps. 
El d t o  del indio y el del bolero caminemos. 
Los caminos de todos 10s poemas escritos 

Las caminatas que nos p e g h h o s  bajo el solam de Santiago 
rumbo al pedag6gico o por la alameda de talca 
cuando eramos adolescentes. 
Tambih este camiflo en que estoy metido 
y que no voy a saber hasta donde llega 
por lo menos hasta un tiempo m&. 

sob= C ~ O S  y cami-andantes. 

El camin0 de tu c o r d n  a veces dificil de encontrar. 

El inexorable camino del tiempo, el ciep y curvo 
de 10s espcios, el dudoso de la luz y la energia. 
El nostalgioso del pasado y el tal vez 
mas triste del futuro. 
De los caminos, el m& critic0 y tenso en estos &as 
de abismos, de naufragios. 
Los caminos de las 3 de la madrugada 
y de las 7 de la tarde. Caminante, siempre hay caminos. 
Casi todos conducen a tu casa, a tu rein0 de blusas y cajones, 
de pi& acezantes, de espaciosos y abultados divanes, 
de p b t a s  envueltas en papel celofh, 
de salvaciones individuales. 

ToQs los caminos pasan por tu casa, 

y COIL~O un buen bardo de causas innombrales 
creo que 10s 1.ecorrer4 en su totalldad 

aqu$==dem%w 

y hash 18s lwma3 consecuendas. 



The narrow road of the termopilas 
and the wide road of victor jara and of ancient rome. 
That of the exile, f o r d  route of bad times. 
The narrow road of the indian and that of the bolero we walk. 
The roads of all written poems 
on top of roads and road-walkers. 
The long walks which we became attached to under the scorching 

on the way to the pedagogic or through taka avenue 
when we were adolescents. 
Also this road where I stand 
and which I have no way of knowing where it ends 
at least for a while longer. 

sun of Santiago 

The road of your heart sometimes difficult to find. 

The relentless road of time, the blind and crooked road 
of spaces, the doubtful of light and energy. 
The nostalgic one of the p t  and even sadder maybe 
of the future. 
Of the roads, the most critical and tense in these days 
of abysses, of shipwrecks. 
the roads of three in the morning and those 
of seven in the afternoon. 
Walker, you always have a path. 
Almost all lead to your house, 
to your reign of blouses and d r a m ,  
of gasping skins, of spacious and bulb diw.  
of protests surrounded in cellophane paper, of individual -s. 

AU the 
and like a p d  bard of ~nnmeaHe c a w  
I think that ru 
until the last consequ-. 

pass through your house, sabath of u, 
through them in their btelity 

*. . . .  



EL DU EN QUE EL MUNDO SE TERMINE 

El dh en que el mundo se termine 
el sol cruzarii el cielo siete vecg 
a las dos de la maflana 
y el harbour castle empezari a cubrirse 
de una e s p a  baba metafkica 

El &a en que el munQ se tennine 

empe9xr6s a disputar de madrugada 
y nadie vendri a recoger la basura de 10s pasillos 

mdeada de tigres y fulpres 

En su primera edici6n 10s peri6dicos 
M U U C ~ ~ I I  las cathtmfes de costumbre 
la vecina saludarii sin dame cuenta 
el &bo1 de la esquina abririi nuems brotes 
10s oficinistas entrarh en 10s edificios 
mjrando el del0 con un ardor desconocido 
llegar6s atrasada a la estaci6n del me&o 
y 10s niibs se quedarh escondidos 
hasta el tinal con una sonrise misteriosa 

El dSa en que el munQ se tennine 
VOlveraF trensitada de e!ntusiasmo 
para hablarme de 10s silencios que quiero olvidar 
tam& quem& hacer el amOr 
y buscar el tiempo perdido 
lo que des&& por sus ribetes romhticos 
MirarePllDs de nwvo Cvidadosmen~ 10s objetos 
el brill0 de los apejos y la porc$ena afiebrada 
oodnarpmos una sopa de gausos salvajea 
1- saldremos al patio para bdar 
la h de la lluvia y con el tarot en la mano 

antes de que se haga tarde 
ese hub dia 
el dSa en el que el mundo se termine 

algunas d o r a s  a mis poemas m& prosaicos 



El dia en que el mundo se termine 
10s bur6cratas del pentagono 
tomarh lunch con nicotina 
latas de sopas campbell y cerveza embalsamacEa 
Una nube de avispas escribira en el cielo 
y con letras g6ticas la palabra fin 
ComenzarH a dolenne el pie derecho 
Mi madre mar6 sus plegarirrs en un pais lqano 
y mandari sus angustias en una carta 

Los enemigos del ghesis galopdn en el rekpago 

Las escuadras de lucihagas te robarh la luz 
oh creadora del fuego y la sonrisa 
El viento y la ceniza te harh llorar de rodillas 
y un grito de estatua adarii largamente 
en los laberintos de la ciudad solitaria 
El dia en que el mundo se termine 

Hacia la tarde 
c u d  las carreteras se atascaban en las salidas 
y 10s adobcentes codan a sus hogares buscando el aire familiar 
a la hora del sol mordiendo la otra mitad del hemisferio 
y las prisas desabridas de 10s transehntes 

a la hora de las bbquedas inusitadas, de las migraciones 
tortuosas hacia 10s orimes, de 10s juegos rituales 
y las atmbsferes fntimas 
ya todo estarii consumado, eserito, 
ya todo sera s610 un f d p r  
de o&nos caybdose, reventando en el fin de h historias 
un c h d o  de sombras creciendo 
entre la luz obcura de la noche m& large 
m8s dega - y tu dulzura el6d - 
ya in133 
EL DIA EN QUE EL M U N m  SE "EWbfINE 

sediento de cafii y @os 

el &a en que el m u d o  
el dIa 

e 



FERVOR DE REGRESA NTE 

Habia pasado el tiempo 
k estrelles susurraban en mi oido y el tim6n 
se movia sin comphs hada el fondo de) mar pacffico como siempm 
Le hebra de la memoria confa como minutem encima de las solapa 
y las d a b  acarreaban el mal y el bien desde el fondo del avi6n 

Una luna fugaz esstremeda la conciacia 
cargada de presagios Y t6 todavfa como un fresco damasquino 
El rito de 10s paisajes La ~ e d e  de 10s caminos 
don& siempre esperas mhs A g h t e  de frente historia 
o de costado No nos pongamos cursis 
10s poetas tambih mueren en sus camas 

ante mis ojos (y 10s tups) el paraiso y nueva estremadura 
tal vez habrfa que decir: se descorri6 el vel0 de la aurora 
y la dudad apareci6 resplandedente 
pen, para qu6 mentimos 
si la d d a d  supera la tradici6n 
Una ciudad triste como todas con nublado y smog - 
eso si el aempuerto es digno de contarse 
entre las s&iras m8s divertidas Una escalofriante lista de maletas 
con sus respect€vos guadadores Una red de miradas desconfiadas 
Un si@o tedioso en medio del furor de las voces Adem& 
Ud. empieza a pagar como en cualquier put0 conumpido pais 
(no cualquiera en fin) 

Volvimdo a la lirica He dicho historia TG me comprenb 
No te rles Tus borbotones me contagian Adorhbamos la dudad 

~Qu6 pasa con 10s rincoaes? Hablando de exportadones 
e610 nos va quedando la estad6n mnpocho y la d e  londres 
Pen, no nos metamos en la megalomania de 10s gobemantes 
Ud. no entenderh esta obcuridad de mi c o r d n  Les cosas 
son y no son en ate mundo LudQnaRas y rnmidaps  esa es la vida 
No hay otro modo de explicar lo ineixplicable 
No bay o m  modo le dip 

de estatuillas y parquea amariuentos 

eCU&? 



Hace ya much0 timpo esta =pa& esta SOW 
em@ a fragmentme Se desprendi6 de la persianas 
Se desmoron6 con las primeras niw de n0vi-h 
hizo un h u m  callado en las cortin= 
entr6 par tus ventanas abiertas 
Uno est6 aqui en verdad y a vecr~ est& alli 
en ninw sitio exact0 o en todos a la vez 
Loquesea Laderrota El pantano 

las estlaciones quejhdose en sus pples 
E l  ejercicio de la videncia en 40 de la dam 

se mueve entre la sangre y el fuego 
Las multitudes arrastrcmdo no se qu6 y el sucio sol 
sin ocasi6n de envejecer como ellas 
Boqueando por oxigeno 
kigiendo la tensa maravilla el despertado asombro de Qecer 

cow agua y vivir en medio de la vida 

ya que s610 in 
hablo de cosm que existen et&tera 

we trust 



Asi es este k y vex& de encantamiento a desencanta 
Si te quedas hermosa ahi estamos Por &Itimo s a l ~ s  del m i d o  
Guiiiemosle 10s dos ojos a la muate y agreguemos 10s phrpados 
rearmemos esta locura como dijo el d t a  
Hagamos moverse las montaiias 
Ensdemos 10s regimientos Desertemos 10s uniformes 
Vndemos las llanuras en la plaza de armas de Santiago 
Esfumemos 10s discursos de septiembre Desliguemos 
10s operatives y corramos las cuademas de 10s barcos 
hacia la edad media Cubramos de sombra la cabem 
del director supremo de una vez y para siempre 
Redimamos las madrugadas de todos 10s campos de chile 
porque dios no es la dtima palabra 

Recordernos 
que la mudanze sea de marfil 
y lap sentendas vuelen en oleaje 

para que el viaje no baya sido en vanu. 

. .  
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