




















_/4U€C€:S uno loca e/ cuerpo

A veces uno toca un cuerpo y lo despierta
por él pasamos la noche que se abre
la pulsacion sensible de los brazos marinos

y como al mar lo amamos
como a un canto desnudo
como al solo verano

Le decimos luz como se dice ahora
le decimos ayer y otras partes

lo llenamos de cuerpos y de cuerpos
de gaviotas que son nuestras gaviotas

Lo vamos escalando punta a punta
con orillas y techos y aldabas

con hoteles y cauces y memorias
y paisajes y tiempo y asteroides

Lo colmamos de nosotros y de alma
de collares de islas y de alma

Lo sentimos vivir y cotidiano
lo sentimos hermoso pero sombra

\S)omefime:i we fouc/l a éoa[y

Sometimes we touch a body and we wake it
and it is a way through the night which opens
to our senses the pulsing of its arms like the sea’s

and we love it like the sea
like a naked song
like the only Summer

We say it is light as one says now
we say it is yesterday and other places

we fill it with bodies and bodies
with gulls our own gulls

We go climbing it peak after peak

with ears and roofs and door latches —Homero Aridjis

with hotels and ditches and memories fsslaed oy W Mervin
and landscapes and time and asteroids from Antes del reino, 1963

We fill it to the brim with ourselves and with soul

Mexican poet Homero Aridjis is
with collars of islands and with soul

founder and president of Grupo de

We feel ourselves living and everyday o5 S e (CrobpoP L sa enves

s tal association of writers,
we feel ourselves beautiful but shadow ronmentat associatic s

artists, and scientists. He has won
international awards for his writing
and environmental leadership. His
latest book is Eyes to See Otherwise

(Ojos de otro mirar).
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