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1. Golden Riches
PLENITUD DORADA (“Arco en desenlace”, 1963, Elena Martín Vivaldi)

What golden riches  in your crown,

Oh tree, as I wait for you

In the crisp blue morning.

The many long, intense summers

That have covered you, waneing you, with shades of yellow 

2. Glowing Afternoon
TARDE ENCENDIDA (“Arco en desenlace”, 1963, Elena Martín Vivaldi)

The afternoon glowed,

Beautiful and golden, because God wanted it so.

My entire soul was a murmer

Of sunsets, anxious for yellow.
3. The dove was mistaken
SE EQUIVOCÓ LA PALOMA  (“Entre el clavel y la espada”, 1940, Rafael Alberti)

The dove was mistaken. 

She always made mistakes.

To go to the north she went to the south.

She thought wheat was water.

She always made mistakes.

She took the sea for the sky.

the night for the day.

She always made mistakes.

She took the stars for the dew,

the heat, for the snow.

She always made mistakes.

She took your skirt for your blouse,

your heart, for her home.

She always made mistakes.

The dove, she fell asleep on the shore,

You, on the top of a branch. 
4. Take Flight!
A VOLAR (“Marinero en Tierra”, 1942, Rafael Alberti)

Take flight!

Woodcutter,

don’t fell the pine.

There is a home

in the crown

sleeping.

-Mrs hoopoe,

master sparrow,

calandra, my dear sister,

the nightingale’s niece;

bird without a tail,

kingfisher,

still and sorrowful curlew:

To the sea

my little birds

take flight!

5. Let me leave
DÉJAME QUE ME VAYA (“Letrilla de una canción de guerra”, 1939, Miguel Hernández) 

Mother, let me leave,

Let me go to war.

Let me leave, angelic sister,

Let me leave, heavenly bride,

Let me leave.

And after leaving me

in the gunfire,

send letters and kisses,

send them to the trenches

Send me.

6. Wanderer, there is no way.
CANTARES (“Proverbios y cantares”, 1917, Antonio Machado)

Everything passes, everything remains,

But that is what we are,

We leave these waves,

These trails in the sea.

I never sought after glory,

Nor to leave my song

In the memories of men;

I adore these subtle worlds,

Short-lived and delicate,

Like weightless bubbles.

I like to see them painted

In gold and deep-reds, flying 

Underneath the blue sky, trembling 

Suddenly and bursting...

I never sought after glory.

Wanderer, just your footprints,

The path and nothing more;

Wanderer, there is no way,

You make your way as you walk,

Walking makes your way

And looking back, you see 

The trail you’ll never pass again.

Wanderer, there is no way,

Only traces in the sea...

Long ago in that place

Where today a thorny forest grows

We heard the voice of a poet shout,

“Wanderer, there is no way,

You make your way by walking...”

Blow by blow, verse by verse...

[The poet’s death was far from home.

They covered him in earth from this distant land.

As they were leaving, they heard his cries

“Wanderer, there is no way,

You make your way by walking...”]

Blow by blow, verse by verse...

When the goldfinch can no longer sing

When the poet becomes a pilgrim

When there is nothing left to pray for.

“Wanderer, there is no way,

You make your way by walking...”

Blow by blow, verse by verse...

7. Zorongo gitano (“Poemas sueltos”, 1917-36, Federico García Lorca)
My hands of my love

Are embroidening a cape for you

With a lining of flowers;

A cape of water.

My lover when you left

In that bleak spring

The hooves of your horse

Four silver tears

The moon is a shallow well

The flowers no longer matter

What matters are your arms

When you hold me at night

What matters are your arms

When you hold me at night
8. Segadores rondadores
SEGADORES RONDADORES  (Fragmento de “La casa de Bernarda Alba”, 1936, Federico G. Lorca)

The reapers have already left 

In their search for wheat

Taking with them the hearts of the girls they will never meet.

People of the town,

 open your windows and doors

The reaper asks for roses

For his hat which he wants to adorn

9. The Four Mule Riders
Los cuatro muleros (Federico García Lorca) 

Of the four mule riders

Who go to the fields.

He with the dappled mule

Is dark and tall. 

Of the four mule riders

Who go to the water,

He with the dappled mule 

Stole my heart.

Of the four mule riders

Who go to the river,

He with the dappled mule

Is my husband.

Why do you look for the light

 up the street,

If your face glows 

with bright embers?
10. Night-time from the window

Nocturnos de la ventana (Federico García Lorca) 

1.
High rides the moon

Low blows the wind

(My distant gazes

Explore the skies)

Moon on the water  

Moon below the wind

(My short gazes

explore the ground)

The voices of two girls

Were approaching.  Effortlessly,

from the moon on the water,

I turned to the one in the sky.

2.
An arm of the night

reaches through my window.

A great brown arm

with bracelets of water.

Upon a blue glass

My soul played in the depths of the river.

The scarred moments

were passing by.

3.
My head peers out of the window,

and I see

how the sharpness of the wind

wants to cut through me.

This eyeless head

of my desires 

sliced

by the invisible guillotine.

And a scent of lemon

Disperses into the intense moment

Whilst encompassed by the wind.

4.
Today the pond has killed

A child of the water

She is strewn by the pond

On the shrouded ground

From her head her thighs

A fish swims all over her calling her

The wind calls out “child”,

But it can’t wake her.

The pond loosely

filled with weeds

And her grey breasts looking towards the air

Shuddered with the ripples of frogs in the water.

God save you. We will pray to the

Saint of the Water

In the memory of the water child

Dead under the apples.

And then I will

Put by herself two pumpkins

So that she floats

Oh!

