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September 11™ arrived
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Here

where memories dwell with the past
where geography configuresthe soul
herein the south-the further most south-
September 11™arrived

like a compassionless shadowlessmirror
September 11™arrived

at the start of an unseasonal spring

the scent of violetsstill intheair

Incredul ous-

September 11™arrived

inamorning like any other

the city awoke fromitsusual heat

the mountains echoed the children’s

“ good day”

theloversintertwined their legsonce more
likelethargictrees

and secureintheir love

awoke

And suddenly the 11" arrived

the heavensturnedinto hell

theradio played hymnsto a foreign land
the sirens screamed in a savage wind

awounded president said

that a nation’speople makejustice
and history

that one day we would walk though
flowering groves

in springtimeto come

It wasnoon

Henry Kissinger and Richard Nixon
applauded happily
theviperousmen in snakeskin
wagged their tongues

A palacewent up in flames

asifinour dreams

and the young burned their notebooks of
poems

and the country once sweet asarose
was transformed in the smoke’' s gloom
into theland of the absent

Thelltarrived here
the daysbecame nights
and like New York
thewomen wailed
seeking their children

intherubble
their feet sinking ever deeper
into thedry well of hate

The 11" arrived here

but unlike New York

everyoneforgot

Chilewas a small country by the sea
the dead werejust Chilenos
accordingtothepress
meanwhileweall whisperedin secret
and cried out loud.

| toohadan 11t

and although | knew who the enemy was
| refused to try to under stand
apalacein flames

PabloNeruda

dancing barefoot through thecity.

| toohad an 11t
and today | remember with you
apeoplein search of their star.

Translated by Betty Jean Craige
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