“El rin del Angelito”
(The rin of the angel)

He's gone to heaven
Little angel beloved
To pray for his grandparents
For his parents and his siblings.
When the flesh expires
The soul finds its place
Inside of a poppy
Or in a little bird.
 
The land is expecting him
With an open heart
That is why it appears
That the little angel is still awake.
When the flesh expires
The soul finds its centre
In the shine of a rose
Or in a newborn fish.

In his earthen cradle
A bell will sing his lullaby
While in the morning the rain
Will wash his little face.
When the flesh expires
The soul seeks out its target
In the mysteries of the world,
That have opened their window.

The butterflies are happy
To see the beautiful little angel
They travel slowly
Around his cradle.
When the flesh expires
The soul ascends directly
To greet the moon
And pass by the evening star.
 
Whither went his grace
Whither went his sweetness
Why did his body fall
Like a ripe fruit.
When the flesh expires
The soul seeks the answers from above
The explanation for his life
Hastily cut short
The explanation for his death
Imprisoned in a tomb.
When the flesh expires
The soul darkens. 

“Vuelve”
(Come back)

I am from the sea
I am from the rock
I am from the jungle
I am from the sky
I am from the volcano

And although I come
From the plateau
I am of the water
I am of the breeze
That travels as it sings

I am another adventurer
My song grows as I walk
My friends, the earth,
Are teaching me
I'm beginning to understand
That you return home
By learning to listen

I am from the land
I am from the mountains
And from the highlands
I am from the calm
That in some refuge
Will survive

I am another body
That lives and grows
And gets sick in the soul
When I forget
Where we come from
And I let myself be dragged along

I am another adventurer….

Rebellion to survive
Discipline to remember
One foot in and one foot out
A crack in the soul
Strength in our hands
To break down the fences that confine us

I am another adventurer….





“Alfonsina y el mar”
(Alfonsina and the sea)

By the soft sand that the sea laps
Her small print will not return
One path alone of pain and silence reached
The deep water.
And one path alone of mute pains reached
Up to the foam.

God knows what anguish followed you
What old sorrows silenced your voice
To lie you down again, lulled by the song
Of the sea shells.
The song that the shell sings in the dark depth
Of the sea.

You leave, Alfonsina, with your solitude.
What new poems were you seeking?
An old voice of wind and salt
Breaks your soul and takes it away,
And you go towards it, as if in dreams,
Asleep, Alfonsina, clothed by the sea.

Five small sirens will take you
Along paths of coral and seaweed
And dazzling seahorses will whirl
Beside you.
And the sea-dwellers soon will
Play by your side.

Lower the lamp a little more.
Let me sleep in peace, nurse.
And if he calls, don't tell him I'm here.
Tell him Alfonsina won't be back...
And if he calls, don't ever tell him I'm here.
Say I'm gone...

You leave, Alfonsina, with your solitude.
What new poems were you seeking?
An old voice of wind and salt
Breaks your soul and takes it away,
And you go towards it, as if in dreams,
Asleep, Alfonsina, clothed by the sea.









“Coplas del carnaval de licto”
(Couplets of the Licto carnival)

A clown dances at this corner.
Go little girl and give him a hug.

I am dark-skinned. I was born white.
Hanging around your corner, the color I lost.

(REFRAIN)
Woe is me; woe is you, the two of us in a prison.
Eaten or not eaten, but the two of us side by side.

What I am telling you, I am just telling you, that is all.
Let’s see if you love me a little bit more.

Alhaja buddy, alhaja girlfriend,
Churumbi (a type of red wine), make love, 
achupaya (a plant), rin rin.

But I must go, and I shall not return.
And those eyes of yours shall not see me.

(REFRAIN)

“Samba de uma nota so”
(One note samba)

This is just a little samba, built upon a single note
Other notes are bound to follow, but the root is still that note
Now this new one is the consequence of the one we've just been through
As I'm bound to be the unavoidable consequence of you.

There's so many people who can talk and talk and talk
And just say nothing, or nearly nothing
I have used up all the scale I know and at the end
I've come to nothing, or nearly nothing.

So I come back to my first note, as I must come back to you
I will pour into that one note, all the love I feel for you
Anyone who wants the whole show, re-mi-fa-sol-la-si-do
He will find himself with no show, better play the note you know.



“Aquello”
(That)

On a cold night 
That thing is lost. 
Its soul went missing 
In the wild wind. 
So much beauty 
That brightened the afternoons, 
That lit up the lights 
Of our city.

In the dark night 
That thing is lost. 
In the old newspapers, 
Its voice has faded. 
The clothes hanging 
On the wires, 
Greet the absent, 
Prolongs the goodbye.
 
They say it’s gone. 
They say it’s here. 
They say it’s dead. 
They say it will return.
 
On the avenues 
They clean the windows. 
They open the balconies 
To let in the sun. 
People pick up 
Their tense path. 
The work echoes 
On the concrete.
 
In the melody 
That plays sometimes, 
Asking for scissors 
From the people. 
The neighborhood breathes 
The times of old, 
The autumn clouds 
That old dream.














