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SOMETIMES WE WANT THE IMPOSSIBLE 

Sometimes we want the impossible. 
We want to find a path that takes us to where time is born. 
And so, I have never left you  
even when the days dragged their bellies  
like snakes in front of my door. 

By now you know, I never had time  
to be happy or to have pride. 
To ruin my life, this road has been enough. 
The day I stop writing will be the day  
I have forgotten you. 
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I TAKE MY HANDS OFF AND PUT ON YOURS 

Sometimes I take my hands off and put on yours. 
Your hands are full of rumors  
and I put them to my ears to see  
if I can find the key that opens the night. 
In them, I smell the perfume of hummingbirds. 

That time that you found me on my knees  
holding a woman’s hand,  
I wanted to tell you that I was not proposing to her,  
but that I was drawing you on her palm 
so even she could remember your face.  

But by this time, your fire burned another forest.  
Already your light shone in another city. 
You already belonged to another universe. 
What a fool I have been wanting to understand you. 
Our fury, uprooted.  

From now on, when you undress, I'll place two fingers  
on the wound that your mother's death left on your body 
to assure you that you will not have to open  
your chest to scream at me. 
I still hear the flower of your blood.  

Return to me what cannot be said with metaphors. 
Return to me the distance between us 
that I still miss because it made me feel alive. 

I try to convince myself that I have lost more than this, 
but my heartbeat tells me otherwise. 
"You have more to lose,” it says. “You will have more wind, more 
storm." 

Sometimes I open my wallet to see if I still have the tooth 
my daughter first lost, but it is not there anymore.  
The only thing left to do is to open the world’s curtains 
and stop waiting. 
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I HAVE SEEN 

I have seen how they love each other. 
I have seen how they forgive each other. 
I have seen them waiting. 
I have seen them dig deeper. 

They want to forget the sun.



!8



!9

ÁRBOLES 

Misfortune knows no God 
and no God knows 
the trees that tremble  
inside of you.
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WANT 

She wants a child. 
Wants a dog and a house with large windows. 
Having a man does not matter. 
But she wants a crib and a tree for swings. 

She wants to have friends  
who do not ask too many questions. 
Wants more womb and a stroke  
of luck in the cells. 

She wants a daughter.  
Wants forgetfulness and a tiny slice  
of firmament. 

That is all she wants.  
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I am looking for the man who stole  
all the stones in this world,  
for the one who sharpened all the knives  
in our kitchens.  
I am looking for the bomb of time,  
that place where crimes are invented for us. 

I am looking for the shoe that left without me,  
for the road that removes me from the feeling  
that no longer wants to be a shadow. 

I am looking for the dream and the gambler  
that have no present,  
the eternity that I never reach. 

Tell me: if I keep looking, will I find  
what I was before I became flesh,  
before I became exile?



!14



!15

FUEGO 

You and I never had a bed.  
Only fire.  
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MARTILLO 

hhhhhhhhh 
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MATADEROS 

We will  
survive  
the slaughter 
houses  
of our times
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