























POETS OF THE PEOPLE

South America has always been a land of potters. A continent of pots. The people
have always made these singing pots. They are made with mud and their hands. They
are made with clay and their hands. They are made with stone and their hands. They
are made with silver and their hands.

I have always wanted poetry to show the hands of man. I have always wanted a poetry
with the marks of fingers. A poetry of clay in which the water could sing. A poetry of
bread that the whole world could eat.

Only the poetry of the people gives this memory of hands. While the poets are shut in
their studies the people are singing with their mud, their earth, their rivers and their
minerals. They produce magnificent flowers of verse, stirring epics; they compose
serials, they relate catastrophes. They honour their heroes, they defend their rights,
they crown their saints, they mourn their dead.

And all this is done by hand alone. These hands were always rough and wise. They
were blind but they broke stone. They were small but they caught the fishes of the
sea. They were dark but they sought the light.

Thus this poetry possesses the magic that is created by things of nature. This poetry
of the people has the seal of the open air, bearing the rain, the sun, the snow, and
the wind. It is poetry that must be passed from hand to hand. It is poetry that must
flutter in the air like a flag. Poetry that has been battered, that does not have the
Greek symmetry of a perfect face. It has scars on its happy, bitter face.

I bestow no laurel on these poets of the people. It is they who give me the force and
innocence that must give form to all poetry. It is they who make me touch their noble
material, their leatherly skin, of green leaves, of pleasure.

It is they, the popular poets, the forgotten poets, who showed me the light.

ISLA NEGRA, 6th MARCH 1966

PABLO NERUDA

COMPENDIUM

An immensity of space with earthemware vessels, doleful music, monumental stones and mysterious marvels—thus was the
American Continent when Columbus® discovery astonished his epoch. The Spanish Crown then began to populate these lands, and together with the arms of
the conquest there advanced also the splenderous jewels of their romaunts.
New peoples began to be modelled upon the aboriginal heritage and that which the colonists brought with them, and all this, amalgamated,
found expression in music and poetry, because of a deeply felt need to express their oum lives in music and verse. In the breast of these peoples, spread over
the American immensity, minstrelsy throbbed and found fuscinating expression in actual performance and ritual in popular festivities and religious ceremontes, where the guitars, “vihuelas” and * guitarrones™
resounded. Minstrels sprang up like knight-errants and, when the systematically arranged ten-line stanza made its appearance in the
new world, poets sprouted from the roots themselves of these peoples, and with their genius dazzled
the multitudes that came to listen to their verses to that which is divine and to that which is human. Popular wisdom
(fo(kfun:): ."aisfm'rr, fwu'fﬁd i:rmgfrm.f{on, biblical .sfurir?s, naews qf sr:?'pr.f.\'fng cvents, the inexhaustible raun.rh'!'rz‘)'s on lover’s sentiments, this is what still lives with
all freshness in these peoples of America, particularly in Chile. Uhe best of the
classical period of this poetry found permanent expression in the printing press from the second half of the last century, adorned with
tllustrations of enchanting ingenuity by anonymous engravers. A valuable collection of handbills

of that period has been assembled by the eminent philologist, Professor Lenz.
In this opuscule we offer a selection that will doubtlessly be appreciated as a bibliographical

jewel of the folklore of Chile.

POPULAR POETRY

The poetry of our people descends from the far off beginnings of our language.

There already existed a bustling myriad of minstrels when Don Alfonso X the Wise decreed in the Siete Partidas that only tellers of tales and not
minstrels should perform before gentlemen. But the great lords of the kingdom took no notice of the decree. Epic poetry was long and tedious;
ballads on the other hand poured forth the images of beautiful virgins, idyllic loves, the exploits of Moors and Christians, temptation, intrigue and
villainy. The singers of this spicy life disappeared behind the drawbridges of the seigneurial castles and stayed there for weeks and months demanding
no more than a full belly and good wine.

The Siete Partidas was promulgated in vain, as the minstrels were received everywhere with open arms. At the coronation of Alfonso IV as King of
Aragon in 1%28 more than a thousand minstrels of all kinds performed. In the towns, fairs and cities they created an uproar, encouraging the
generosity of the audience; at weddings, banquets, and funerals they came with their treasure of happiness and emotion; in Seville they had a street
to themselves; their fame travelled from one kingdom to another across the Iberian peninsula.

What is more, the minstrels, carried away by their beauty, plagiarised the poems of Don Alfonso X the Wise himself, and performed them in towns,
villages and markets, winning new applause and more glasses of good wine.

The minstrels then were life itself. They show it in their lives; Justo the minstrel used to sing bawdy songs to please the hangers-on, until one day he
was ordained a priest; but he could not stand the austerity and returned to his obscenity and impudence. Graciosa the singer, displayed her beauty
and wit all over Spain and even in France, and became the favourite of great lords and sovereigns. Lourengo was a master of sarcasm and on one
occasion, in an encounter with two other singers, tempers flared and the poetic duel ended in a fight with lutes and guitars. Giraldo de Cabrera
played his guitar for the ladies to dance, and then poking fun, made his horse dance to the same music. Juan de Guillade swore that he did not wish
to die for love as the others sottishly proclaimed, but to live and live to the full, because this world was surely better than the promised paradise to
come. Giraut de Bornelh, returning to Castille, after receiving a superb palfrey, jewels and other presents from Alfonso VIII, was set upon by the
King of Navarre’s men, intent not on killing him but on robbing him of the treasure he carried. Pero da Ponte, a foul-mouthed drunkard, carouser
and fighter was generously favoured by a queen, whom he described as undoubtedly the finest woman in the world after the Virgin Mary. Alfonso
Alvarez de Villasandino, a great poet and drunkard, who sang beautifully and played the lute better, had already won great fame and honours when
the City of Seville paid him one hundred gold doubloons for his first poem on the lovely city. Juan de Valladolid emigrated to Italy and there passed
himself off as an enchanter, astrologer, and warder-off of hailstorms. Maria Perez Balteira, grown too old to sing, became a hardened gambler and
trickstress who made many enemies amongst the troubadours and minstrels, but Don Alfonso X sheltered her in his court until her dying day. And
many others, especially the prince of the minstrels of Spain, El Arcipreste, who as well as grace, tenderness and subtlety, mixed spicy bawdiness in

his songs, so that the young lads that travelled with him could sport themselves with the lasses in the crowd.
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