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PlatefO and I is a captivating book of prose, the crorvning achievement of Nobel Prize-rvinning writer luan Ram6n

jim6nez. Subtitled "Andalusian elery," it is a rcflection of the experiences of jim6nez and Platero (from "plata y oro"), a little donkey

to rvhom the poet confided his thoughts, feelings, and observations about daily life in his village of Moguer, Spaln, at the turn of the

twentieth century.

Twenty-eight of the verses fron Platero ancl I were set t0 music for classical guitar in 1960 by the ltalian-born American composer,

Mario Castelnuovo'Tedesco. Soon afterwards, Andr6s Segovia recorded ten of them lvithout narration, since much of the musical

score sounds complete by ircelf. Both the music and the text, independent of one another, are profoundly expressive and moving; but

togethertheybecomeatruemasterpiece.ThisrecordingfeatureslTselections{rom PlateroandlpelornedbynanatorNehonBrenes

and guitarist Frank Koonce.

Producer: Frank Koonce

Co'producer: Nclson Brcnes

Recording and editing: Todd Hallawell and Eduardo 0rtiz Monestel

Nlastering: Ben Taylor

A( and design: Leanne Koonce

Cuitar: Thcimas Humphrey - Strings: Savarez

\{ith appreciation to Al Abrams, Paola Dorsey, Arnoldo Carcia Santos, Clenn Hackbarth, Ronald Purcell, James Stuhan, and LorenzoTedesco. The cover

artu,ork w;Ls adapted fnrm a nineteenthtentury pkrtograph byT.H. Lindsey. The booklet illustrations are hy Maud and Miska Petersham (1922).

@ G) :oo8, frank roonce and Nelson Brenes

@ English translalion: 2008, Frank Koonce

O Music: 1973, Edizioni Musicali Birben

All rights reserved.



luan Ram6n limdnez (1881-1q58), nacio en la ciudad andaluza de
-Mopuer. 

Escribio mifde veinticinco volumenes de poesla, incluido Platero y yo
(1gti7-1916)-la mds conocida de sus obras en prosa. La Cuerra Civil Espanola for26

a limenez v su esoosa. Zenobia, a deiar su tierra'natal en 1936. Luego de pasar algLin

tiemno en'los Estados Unidos v Cubi, la oareia se afinco finalmentE en Puerto Rico.

limehez recibi6 el Premio No[iel de [iterhturi en 1956, tres dias antes de la muerte

de su esposa. Descorazonado p0r su partida y encontrdndose mal de salud, falleci6

el poeta dos anos mas tarde.

La orimera edicion comoleta de Platero v t,o aparecio en 1917. Anteriormente,
una'edici6n abreviada dd algunos versos te habil publicado para ninos, de la que

lrmenez senala:

Juan Ram6n limdnez \1881-1 95Bl was born in the Andalusian town of Moguer. He wrote over twentyjive
volumes o[ poetry, iniluding.Platero andl(1907-1916)-the best known of his prose wor[s. Ihe Spanish Civil War forced

Jim6nez and his i,r,ife, Zeno[ia, to flee their homeland in 1936. After spendinq time in the Uniteil States and Cuba, the
couple made their final home in Puerto Rico. ,|imdnez received the Nobe'l Prize lor Literature in 1 956, three days before his

wifd s death. Heartbroken by her pasing and being in poor health, he died two years later.

The first complete edition of P/atero and / appeared in 1 91 7. Earlier, an abridged edition of selected venes had been
published tor bhildren, for which Jimdnez notesi

Some people believe that lwrole Platero y yofor children, that this is a book for children, No.
ln 1 91 3, the editor o[ La Lectura, whokndwthat I was writine this book, asked me to advance a

few of its most idyllic pages {or its "youth series." Then, chan"ging my idea momentarily, I wrote
this prologue:

A NOTE TO THOSE CROWNUPS WHO
READ THIS BOOK FOR CHILDREN

This short book, in which iov and sadness are hvins, like the ears oi Platero, was written
for... I don't know for whcjml... for whomever lyric poets write... Now that it goes to the
children, I do not add nor remove a single comina. That's itl

"Wherever there are children," savs Novalis,'there exists a Colden Ase." Since it is

within this Colden Aee, which is lik'e a soirituil island fallen from the skvlthat the heart
of the poet walks an"d'finds so much to'his liking, that his greatest desiie would be to
never lilave.

lsland of grace, of freshnes and of happiness, Colden Aee of the children: I alwavs lound
you in m"y life, sea of mourning; let'ybur breeze lend"me its lyre, hish, and, it times,
ivithout reason, like the trill of the Iarli in the white sun of the diwnl "

<Suele creerse oue vo escribi Platero v vo para los ninos, que es un libro para ninos No. En

1913. el editor de ta Lectura, oue sabia'qu'e vo estaba con'ese libro, me pidio que adelantase

un conjunto de sus piginas mis idilicas parh su'<,Biblioleca iuventudr. Entonbes, altbrando la idea

momenUneamente, escnbi este pro1080:

ADVERTENCIA A LOs HOMBRES QUE
LEAN ESTE LIBRO PARA NINOS

Este breve libro. en donde la alesria v la pena son semelas, cual las oreias de Platero, estaba escrito

para... ique se.yo para quienl... para quii'n escribiilros los poetas liricos... Ahora que va a los ninos,

n0 Ie qurto nr le p0ng0 und coma. 
'que 

blen:

"Dondeouiera oue hava ninos", dice Novalis, "exisle una edad de oro". Pues por esa edad de oro,

que es cdmo unh isla 6spiritual caida del cielo, anda el coraz6n del poeta, y se encuentra allitan a

sL gusto, que su mejor deseo seria no tener que abandonarla nunca.

ilsla de pracia. de frescura v de dicha, edad de oro de los ninos: siempre te halle yo en mi vida,

mar de Suelo; y que tu brha me de !u lira, alta y, a ve,^es, sin sentido, igual que el trino de la

alondra en el sril blanco del amanecen,l
THE POET

Madrid,1914

EL POETA

Madrid,'1914



Mario Castelnuovo-Tedesco (18q5-19681 pas6 su iuventud en

Florencia. ltalia. donde asisti6 al Real Conservatorio Cheiubini de Mrjsica y se

sradu6 c6mo pianista v comoositor. Durante la decada de 1920, se dio a conocer

Emo[amente in Eurooi comb concertista de piano v compositor. En 1 9]6, debido
al sLrpimiento del {ascismo en ltalia v las politicas aritisemitas de Mussolini, emigr6

a los Estados Unidos, radicdndose eh California, lueg,o de una estadia de dos an'os

en Nueva York.

Como habilidoso v orolifico compositor, Castelnuovo-Tedesco escribi6 en casi

toda forma musical. Sus obras mai celebiadas incluven la opera La Mandrigora,
oberturas oara doce obras teatrales de Shakespeare'(muchoi de cuyos sonetos y

noemas oJso en mrisica), v dos ooeras shakesoerianas: The Merchaitt of Venice y
'All's Wdll that ends Well.'Escribi6 asimismo sblos, concie(os y mrisica de cdmara

n:rr rrna varicdad de instrLrmentos. mds de 200 canciones v niSs de 300 partitural

Entre los alumnos de Castelnuovo-Tedesco, figuran notables compositores tales como And16 Previn, Henry Mancini

y lerry Coldsmith, ademis del guitarrista Roilald Purcell, quien precisamente, nos ha proporcionado el siSuienlt

tesbmonro personal:

<Con un tremendo sentido de la historia, Mario Castelnuovo-Tedesco, se.aline6 a las

trllicionei oraies, ointores famosos v piezas literarias maestras, y cre6 modos musicales

iiue ivocin et-coitEnido emocional de'cualquier texto o trabaio jrtistico grdfico. Su estilo

do,iliosiiionii ei tan heteroedneo que uno eicucha en sus obris todos los?stilos musicales

n"ue ie hirin oioduiido i trives de'las edades. Platero v ..oes un excelente eiemplo de esta

rblacion simbi'6tica entre el compositor y latrama telidi flor luanXam6n Ji,m6nez. Las obras

de Castelnuovo-Tedesco son refiescantes, elocuentei y cantan la Canci6n de las Ldncl0nes y

habrin de continuar deleitando a los prlblicos de futuias generaciones".

i,i,r,jri'rii*-arale liiii,irierl,ir, 
"ri;i?e 

zoo ii,iiion.r 1, ni;ia, 300 partituras para la industria del cine, entrc
'ellas, Gaslight, And Then There Wire None, The Loves o[ Carmen, fhe Yiarling, y The Mask ot the Avenger.

Mario Castelnuovo-Tedescol1B95-1968) spent his youth in Florence, ltaly, where he attended
the Cherubini Roval Conservatorv of Music and earned desrees in o'iano and in Comoosition. He became widelv
known in Eurooe'durins the 1920s as a concer[ 0ianist a"nd comioser. ln 1939. bdcause of the emersence o'f

Fascism in ltaly'and Musiolini's anti-Semitic policies he immigrated'to the United States, settling in Califoinia after
a two-year stai in New York.

A hishlv skilled and orolific c0mooser. Castelnuovo-Tedesco wrote in almost everv musical form. His most
celeHraied works incldde the ooela La Mandrdsora. overtures to twelve olavs bv Shikesoeare (manv olwhose
sonnets and ooems he set to mLisic). and two Sh"akespearian operas-Ihe Ue'rchaint of Veiice and Allos Well that
tnds Well. He also wrote solos. roncertos. and chamber musil [or a varietv o[ instruments. over 200 sonps. and
over300scoresforthemotionpictureindustry-amongthem Caslight,AndlhenThereWeireNone,TheL"ovesol
Carnen, The Yearling, and The'Mas* of the Avenger. "

Ca$elnuovo-Tedesco's students include noted composers Andre Previn, Henry Mancini, and Jerry Coldsmith, and
guitarist Ronald Purcell--who provides us with this personal testimonial:

With an uncannv sense of historv. Mario Castelnuovo-Tedesco alipned himself wilh oral
traditions, [amois oainters, and'literarv masteroieces, and he cieated musical moods
evokinp the emotiorial content o[ anv teit or praohic artwork. His comoositional stvle is so

heterofieneous that one hears in his ivorks all"mdsical styles that have iome down {hrough
the asei, P/arero and lis an excellent examole of this svmbiotic relationshio between the
compbser and the story woven by luan Rambn Jim6nez.'Castelnuovo-Tedesto's works are
refreshing,.eloquenl, jnd sing thb 'Song o[ Songs', and will conlinue lo please audientes
ior generatrons to come.
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Nelson Brenes, de prestigiosa trayectoria profesional en radio, trabaja en la BBC de londres

(1964-1978). Como miembro del Club de 0pera de la 8BC, figura como solista en varios recitales y

en la opera c6mica, Vdronique, de Ancr.6 Messager. En 1 985 es contratado por la Voz de Amdrica, en

Washingon DC. Afros despu6s, el presidente de Costa Rica, Premio Nobel de la Paz, 0scar Arias, kr

nombra Director Ceneral del sistema nacional de radio y televisi6n. El Sr. Brenes ha formado parle

de varias producciones, entre ellas la Opera de Tres Peniques, de Kurt Weill y Cobierno de Alcoln,

opera prima del compositor costarricense, Carlos Castro, que obtiene el Premio Nacional de Mrisica cn

1992. Act(a en recitales de poesia y cuentos en el Teatro Nacional, el Auditorio Nacional y el Teatro

MelicoSalazar,sobresaliendoL'HistoieduSo/dar,deStravinskyy PedroyelLobo,deProkofiev,con

la 0rquesta Sinf6nica Nacional de Costa Rica, dirigida por los maestros norteamericanos Cerald Brown

elnvinHoffman,yelchilenoAgustinCullel.Memorablesupapeldenarradorde Plateroyyo,iuntoal

prestigioso guitarrista estadounidense Frank Koonce, en el Teatro Nacional y varias salas costanicenses, al igual que en el Vlll Fe$ival

lnternacional de Cuitana de V6lez, Mdlaga, Espana, en 1999. La actuaci6n es elogiada por Alirio Diu, aclamado guitarrista cldsico

venezolano. Tiene dos discos de poesia, uno de Carcia Lorca, con mrisica del guitarri$a Roberto Viquez, y otro del poeta costarricense

Jorge Debravo, con mrisica de Carlos y los6 Ca$ro. Actualmente, trabaja en un proyecto nacional de grabaci6n de audiolibros de

cuentos y novelas, con el patrocinio de los Ministerios de Educaci6n y Cultura de Costa Rica.

Nelson Brenes, with an extensive and prestigious profesional career in radio, worked as a producer, journalist, and

newscaster at the BBC of London (1964-1978).,k a member ofthe BBC opera Club, he was the principal, as a baritone, in Andrd

Messager's comic ope ra Vdronique. ln 1 985 he travelled to Washingon DC to work at the Voice ofAmerica. A few years later, he was

appointed as Ceneral Director o{the Costa Rican National Radio and Television System by the President of Costa Rica and Nobel Peace

Prize recipient, Dr. 0scar Arias. Mr. Brenes has taken part in musical productions such as Cobierno de Alcoba by Costa Rican composet

Carlos Ca$ro, and the Three Penny )peraby Kurt Weill. He has nanated poems and short stories in the National Theatre, the National

Auditorium, and the Melico Saluar Theatre. Furthermore, he has narrated Stravinsky's L'Histoire du SoldatandProkolieu's Peter and

the Wolfwith the National Symphony Orche$ra of Costa Rica, conducted respectively by the Americans Cerald Brown and lrwin

Hoffman, and the Chilean Agu$in Cullel. With American guitarist Frank Koonce, he pedorned Platero y yo in the National Theatre

and other private halls in Costa Rica, as well as in theVllllnternational Cuitar Festival in Velez, Malaga, Spain, in 1999,a performancc

praised by the internationally acclaimed Venezuelan guitarist Alirio Diu. He has produced CDs of poetry by Carcia Lorca, with music

by Roberto Viquez, and by Costa Rican PoetJorge Debravo, with music by Carlos and Jos6 Ca$ro. Cunently, he is worklng on a national

audio book-recording project ol novels and short stories, sponsored by the Education and Culture Ministries ol Costa Rica.

Frank Koonce es un aclamado guitarrista e$adounidense, reconocido internacionalmente

como solista, maestro y escritor. Es egresado de Ia North Carolina School of the Arts y Southern

Methodist University, Sunma Cum Laude, y realiz6 e$udios de posgrado en ltalia como ganador

de una Beca Fulbright. La producci6n creativa del Sr. Koonce incluye una edici6n guitarristica de

las obras completas para larid de johann Seba$iiin Bach (Kjos Music Publishers), una colecci6n de

antologias hist6ricas (Mel Bay Publications), y obras individuales de varios compositores modernos (les

Productions d'02). Crab6, asimismo, con el Phoenix Bach Choir y figura en un concierto, filmado en

vivo, con el famoso compositor y guitarrista ruso Nikita Koshkin. Como socio fundador de Soundset

Recordings, ha contribuido a producir otros discos compactos, incluidos los dos primeros de Koshkin y

la primera grabaci6n de Sinlonia N 0 3 de Alan Hovhanes, que formaba parte del cortometraje de la

galardonada pelicula de Paramount, 'There Will Be Blood." Como profesor de mrisica, el Sr. Koonce

ha enseflado desde 1978 en la Arizona State University, donde en 1987 dirige un fe$ival internacional de guitana patrocinado,

conjuntamente, por la Cuitar Foundation of America y la American String Teachers ,fusociation. Es un concertista activo con recitales

en Europa, Asia, Costa Rica y a trav6s de los Estados Unidos.

Frank Koonce is an acclaimed American guitari$, known internationally asa performer, teacher, and writer. He holds degrees

from the North Carolina School ofthe Arts and from Southern Methodist University, Sumna Cun Laude,and did postgraduate study

as a Fulbright Scholar and performer in ltaly. Mr. Koonce's creative output includes an authoritative guitar edition ofJohann Sebastian

Bach's complete solo lute works (Kjos Music Publishers), a collection of historical anthologies entitled 'The Frank Koonce Seriei'

(Mel Bay Publications), and individual works by modern composers (Les Producions d'OZ). He has recorded an album entitled "A

Southwest Christmas' with the Phoenix Bach Choir (Soundset, SR 1005) and is featured in a live concert DVD with the renowned

Russian composer/guitarist, Nikita Koshkin (Mel Bay 99231VX). As a founding partner of Soundset Recordings he has helped produce

other clasical compact discs, including the first two recordings of Koshkin and a premlere recording of Symphony No. 3 by Alan

Hovhaness that was part of the movie trailer for Paramountl award-winning film 'There Will Be Blood.'A Profesor of Music, Mr.

Koonce has taught atArizona State University since 1 978 where he was Director of an international guitar fe$ival jointly sponsored by

the Cuitar Foundation of America and the American String Teachers ,fusociation in 1 987. He is an active performer with recitah to his

credit in Europe, Asia, Costa Rica, and throughout the United States.
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Platero es pequef,o, peludo, suave; tan blando por fuera, que se diria todo de algod6n, que no lleva

huesos. 56lo los espejos de azabache de sus oios son duros cual dos escarabaios de cristal negro.

Lo dejo suelto y se va al prado, y acaricia tibiamente con su hocico, rozdndolas apenas, las florecillas

rosas, cele$es y gualdas... Lo llamo dulcemente: (iPlatero?), y viene a mi con un trotecillo alegre que

parece que se rle, en no s6 qu6 cascabeleo ideal.,,

Come cuanto le doy. Le gustan las naranjas mandarinas, las uvas moscateles, todas de iimbar, los

higos morados, con su cristalina gotita de miel...

Es tierno y mimoso igual que un nif,o, que una nina...; pero fuerte y seco por dentro, como de

piedra. Cuando paseol sobre 61, los domingos, por las iltimas callejas del pueblo, los hombres del

campo, vestidos de limpio y despaciosos, se quedan mir6ndolo:

- Tien' asero...

Tiene acero. Acero y plata de luna, al mismo tiempo.

z,%/.2.
Platero is little, shary, sofU so soft to the touch, that one might say he is all cotton, that he

has no bones. 0nly the jet minors of his eyes are hard, like trruo scarabs of black crystal.

I let him run free and he goes to the meadow, and gently careses with his nose, hardly

touching them, the tiny pink, blue, and yellow flowers... I call him sweetly: "Platero?" and he

comes to me at a joful little trot as though laughing, I don't know to what fanciful jingle...

He eats whatever I give him. He likes mandarin oranges, amber-hued muscatel grapes,

purple figs with their crystalline drop of honey...

He is as tender and loving as a little boy, as a little girl... but $rong and sturdy inside, like

a rock. When I ride him on Sundays through the lanes at the edge of town, the fieldworkers,

dressed in clean clothes and moving about slowly, $op to admire him.

"Het got $ee|..."

Steel, yes. Steel and quicksilver, at the same time.

1 Original: <paor
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Nos entendemos bien. Yo lo dejo ir a su antolo, y 6l me lleva siempre a donde quiero.

Sabe Platero que, al llegar al pino de la Corona, me Susta acercarme a su tronco y acaricidrselo, y mirar el cielo al trav6s

de su enorme y clara copa; sabe que me deleita la veredilla que va, entre c6spedes, a la Fuente vieja; que es para mi una

fiesta ver el rio desde la colina de los pinos, evocadora, con su bosquecillo alto, de parajes cliisicos. Como me adormile,

seguro, sobre 61, mi despertar se abre siempre a uno de tales amables especticulos.

Yo trato a Ptatero cual si fuese un ni6o. Si el camino se torna fragoso y le pesa un poco, me bajo para aliviarlo. Lo beso,

lo engafro, lo hago rabiar... El comprende bien que lo quiero, y no me guarda rencor. Es tan igual a mi, tan diferente a los

dem6s, que he llegado a creer que suefla mis propios suenos.

2. g,r;.r"ezf
We understand each other well. I let him go at his fancy, and he always takes me where I want to go.

Platero knows that when we reach the pine in La Corona, I like to get close to its trunk and cares it, and to look at the sky

through its enormous, light-filtered canopy. He knows that I delight in following the narrow footpath, which leads through

the meadows to the Old Sprin6 and that it is a treat for me to see the river from the pine-topped hill, evokin& with its forest

grove, a classical scene. lf I should doze, tru$ingly, on his back, my eyes always open to one of those friendly spectacles.

I treat Platero as though he were a child. lfthe path becomes rough and I seem a little heavy for him, I get down to lighten

his load. I kiss him. I tease him. I make him mad... He knows well that I love him, and he bears me no grudge. He is so like

me, so different from the rest that I have come to believe he dreams my own dreams.

-%,
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Ahi la tienes ya, Platero, negrita y vivaracha, en su nido gris del cuadro de la Virgen de Montemayor, nido respetado

siempre. Esii la infeliz como asustada. Me parece que e$a vez se han equivocado las pobres golondrinas, c0mo se

equivocaron, la semana pasada, las gallinas, recogi6ndose en su cobijo cuando el sol de las dos se eclips6. La primavera

tuvo la coqueteria de levantarse e$e ano mis temprano, pero ha tenido que guardar de nuevo, tiritando, su tierna

desnudez en el lecho nublado de marzo. iDa pena ver marchitarse, en capullos, las rosas vfrgenes del naranjall

Estin ya aqui, Platero, las golondrinas y apenas se las oye, como otros aios, cuando el primer dia de llegar lo saludan y

lo curiosean todo, charlando sin tregua en su rizado gorjeo. Le contaban a las flores lo que habian visto en Africa, sus dos

viajes por el mar, echadas en el agua, con el ala por vela, o en las ]arcias de los barcos; de otros ocasos, de otras auroras,

de otras noches con estrellas...

No saben qu6 hacer. Vuelan mudas, desorientadas, como andan las hormigas cuando un nino les pisotea el camino.

No se atreven a subir y bajar por la calle Nueva en insistente lfnea recta con aquel adornito al fin, ni a entrar en sus nidos

de los pozos, ni a ponerse en los alambres del tel6grafo, que el norte hace zumbar, en su cuadro cl6sico de carteras, junto

a los aisladores blancos... iSe van a morir de frio, Platero! 
\\$J
,''*-Y
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There she is now, Platero, black and sprightly in her gray nest by the painting of the Virgin of Montemayor, a ne$ always

respected. The poor thing seems tenified. lt seems to me that this time the swallows have made a mistake, like the chickens

did last week in going to roost at hilo o'clock during the eclipse. Spring had the coquetry to arrive early this year, but

shivering, she had to cover her tender nakednes again in the cloudy bed of March. How sad it is to see the virgin blossoms

in the orange grove wither in the bud!

The swallows are back already, Platero, and yet one can hardly hear them as in other years, when on the very day of their

arrival they would greet and inve$igate everything, chattering endlesly in their fluted trills. They would tell the flowers about

whatthey'd seen in Africa, oftheir hvo journeys across the sea, riding on the waterwith a wingfor a sail, or on the mastsof

ships; of other sunsets, other dawns, other starry nights.

They don't know what to do. They fly about in silence, disorien ted, like ants when a child tramples on their path. They

dare not fly up or down the Calle Nueva in an insistent straight line with the little whirl at the end, nor enter their nests in

the wells, nor perch on the telegraph wires, which hum in the north wind, Iike a clasic postcard picture, alongside the white

insulators... They will die of cold, Platero!



4.92.-
Vestido de luto, con mi barba nazarena y mi breve sombrero negro, debo cobrar un

extrano aspecto cabalgando en la blandura gris de Platero.

Cuando, yendo a las vinas, cruzo las riltimas calles, blancas de cal con sol, los chiquillos

gitanos, aceitosos y peludos, fuera de los harapos verdes, rojos y amarillos, Ias tensas barrigas

tostadas, conen detr6s de nosotros, chillando largamente:

-iEI loco! iEl loco! iEl loco!

...Delante estii el campo, ya verde. Frente al cielo inmenso y puro, de un incendiado

anil, mis ojos-itan lejos de mis oidos!-se abren noblemente, recibiendo en su calma

esa placidez sin nombre, esa serenidad armoniosa y divina que vive en el sin fin, del

horizonte...

Y quedan, all6 lejos, por las altas eras, unos agudos gritos, velados finamente,

entrecortados, jadeantes, abunidos:

-iEl lo... co! i El 10... co!

4.-%er-Z-%,-""
Dressed in mournin& with my Nazarene beard and small black hat I must appear strange riding in the

gray softness of Platero.

When, on my way to the vineyards, I cross the last streets, lime white with sun, the rypsy children, oily and

shaggy, their sleek, tanned bellies showing through the green, red, and yellow rags, run after us, shouting:

'The crazy man! The cra.ry manl The crzy man!"

Ahead lies the countryside, already green. Before the immense, pure sky of burning indigo, my eyes-so far

from my ears!-are opened nobly, receiving into their calm that nameles peace, that harmonious and divine

serenity that lives in the endlessness of the horizon.

And there, far behind, across the high fields, a few sharp cries, finely veiled, intermittenf faint, tedious:

"The cra...zy manl The cra...zy man!"
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knnEonwitwthbtudlau naisturtih nse 
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6 i,..MVreZze./

Mira, Platero, qu6 de rosas caen por todas partes: rosas azules, rosas blancas, sin color... Diriase que el cielo se deshace

en rosas. Mira c6mo se me llenan de rosas Ia frente, los hombros, las manos,.. iQu6 har6 yo con tantas rosas?

iSabes t(, quiziis, de d6nde es esta blanda flora, que yo no s6 de d6nde es, que enternece, cada dia, el paisaje, y lo deja

dulcemente rosado, blanco y celeste-mds rosas, mds rosas-, c0m0 un cuadro de Fray Ang6lico, el que pintaba la gloria

de rodillas?

De las siete galerias del Paraiso se creyera que tiran rosas a la tiena. Cual en una nevada iibia y vagamente colorida, se

quedan las rosas en la torre, en el tejado, en los iirboles. Mira: todo lo fuerte se hace, con su adorno, delicado. Mds rosas,

mds rosas, mds rosas...

Parece, Platero, mientras suena el Angelus, que esta vida nuestra pierde su fuerza cotidiana, y que otra fuerza de adentro,

mds altiva, mis constante y mds pura, hace que todo, como en surtidores de gracia, suba a las estrellas, que se encienden ya

entre las rosas... Mds rosas... Tus 0j0s, que til no ves, Platero, y que alzas mansamente al cielo, son dos bellas rosas.

6..MZreZre./

Look, Platero, how roses are falling all around: blue roses, white roses, without color. One could say that the sky is

melting into roses. See how my forehead, my shoulders, my hands, are being covered with roses... What shall I do with so

many roses?

Do you know, perhaps, where these delicate flowers come from, for I do not know, these flowers that soften the landscape

each day and leave it tenderly pink, and white, and blue-more roses, more roses-like a painting by Fra Ang6lico, who

painted the glory on his knees?

One would think that roses were being tossed to earth from the seven tiers of Paradise. As in a warm and vaguely colored

snowfall, roses fall on the tower, on the roofs, on the trees. Look: everything harsh becomes delicate with their adornment.

More roses, more roses/ more roses...

It seems, Platero, while the Angelus sounds, that this life of ours loses its everyday force, and that another force within,

loftier, more con$ant and more pure, causes all things, as in a fountain of grace, to rise to the stars, whlch are beginning to

shine among the roses. More roses... Your eyes, which you cannot see, Platero, and which you raise so humbly to the sky,

are two beautiful roses.

w#
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transparente, trocado en esmeralda. Yo volvia triste... turning to emerald. I was returning with sadnes...

nostalgia de ciudades, aguda con la primavera, encontraba en ella un consuelo melanc6lico. nostalgia for cities, sharp with the spring found in it a melancholy comfort.

Retorno... iad6nde? ide qu6? ipara qu6? Return... to where? from what? for what?

-iAlma mia, lirio en la sombral--dije. from the lonely shadow.

Y pens6, de pronto, en Platero, que aunque iba debalo de mi, se me habia, como si fuera mi "Soul of mine, lily in the shadow!' I said.

cuerpo, olvidado. And I thought, suddenly, about Platero, who, although below me, I had forgotten, as if he were

my own body.

22

2 Nombre del famow campanario de la catedral de Sevilla. 3 The name of the famous cathedral bell tower in Seville.



B. g@..
iEI pozo!... Platero, iqu6 palabra tan honda, tan verdinegra, tan fresca, tan sonora! parece que

es la palabra la que taladra, girando, la tierra oscura, hasta llegar al agua fria.

Mira; Ia higuera adorna y desbarata el brocal. Dentro, al alcance de la mano, ha abierto, entre

los ladrillos con verdin, una flor uul de olor penetrante. Una golondrina tiene, mds abajo, el nido.

Luego, tras un p6rtico de sombra yerta, hay un palacio de esmeralda, y un lago, que, al anojarle

una pierda a su quietud, se enfada y gruf,e. Y el cielo, al fin,

{La noche entra, y la luna se inflama all6 en el fondo, adornada de volubles estrellas. isilencio!

Por los caminos se ha ido la vida a lo lejos. Por el pozo se escapa el alma a lo hondo. Se ve por

el como el otro lado del crepilsculo. Y parece que va a salir de su boca el gigante de la noche,

dueio de todos los secretos del mundo. iOh laberinto quieto y mdgico, parque umbrio y fragante,

magn6tico sal6n encantado!)

-Platero, si algin dia me echo a este pozo, no serd por matarme, cr6elo, sino por coger m6s

pronto las estrellas. Platero rebuzna, sediento y anhelante. Del pozo sale, asustada, revuelta y

silenciosa, una golondrina.

s.-%'q,//./
The well!... Platero, what a profound word, so green-black, so fresh, so sonorous! lt is as if the word itself

pierces, turning, into the dark earth until it reaches the cold water.

Look, the fig tree adorns and destroys the curbstone. lnside, at hand's reach, between the mosy bricla,

a blue flower with a penetrating scent has blossomed. Fartherdown, a swallow has her ne$. Then, beyond a

portico of motionless shadow, there is an emerald palace, and a lake, which, when a stone shatters its calm,

becomes angered and groans. And finally, the sky.

(Night enters, and the moon is aflame there in the depths, adomed with the ever-changing stars. Silence!

Along the paths, life has fled. The soul escapes to the depths of the well. One can see through it the other

side of tr,vilight. And it seems as though the giant of the night, master of all the secrets of the world, were

about to spring from its mouth. 0h quiet and magic labyrinth, shadowy and fragrant park, magnetic hall of

enchantment!)

"Platero, if some day I throw myself into this well, it will not be to kill myself, believe me, but to catch

more quickly the stars."

Platero brays, thirsty and eager. From the well there appears, frightened, disturbed and silent, a swallow.
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iAy, qu6 relumbres y olores!

iAy, c6mo rien los prados!

iAy, qu6 alboradas se oyen!

Romance popular.

En mi duermevela matinal, me malhumora una endiablada chilleria de chiquillos. Por fin, sin poder

dormir mds, me echo, desesperado, de la cama. Entonces, al mirar al campo por la ventana abierta, me

doy cuenta de que los que alborotan son los piijaros.

Salgo al huerto y canto gracias al Dios del dia azul. ilibre concierto de picos, fresco y sin fin! La

golondrina riza, caprichosa, su gorjeo en el pozo; silba el mirlo sobre la naranja caida; de fuego, la

orop6ndola charla, de chapano en chaparro; el chamariz rie larga y menudamente en la cima del

eucalipto, y, en el pino grande, los gorriones discuten desaforadamente.

iC6mo est6 la maflana! El sol pone en la tiena su alegria de plata y de oro; mariposas de cien colores

juegan por todas partes; entre las flores, por la casa -ya dentro, ya fuera-, en el manantial. Por doquiera,

el campo se abre en estallidos, en crujidos, en un hervidero de vida sana y nueva.

Parece que estuvi6ramos dentro de un gran panal de luz, que fuese el interior de una inmensa y

ciilida rosa encendida.

S. ff",z.-VX-"".
0h, what sparkles and fragrances!

0h, how the meadows laugh!

0h, what dawns are heard!

Popular balhd.

In my morning slumber, I am put out of sorts by a devilish chattering of little children. Finally,

no longer able to sleep, I leave my bed in despair. Ihen, as I look at the countryside from my open

window, I realize that the ones who are making such a racket are the birds.

I go out to the orchard and sing praise to Cod for the blue day. A free concert of beaks, fresh

and endless! The swallow chirps, capriciously, her trill in the well; the blackbird whistles on the

fallen orange; the fiery golden oriole chatters from everSreen to evergreen; the chamariz laughs

long and daintily from atop the eucalyptus; and, in the tall pine, the sparrows argue outrageously.

What a morning it is! The sun fills the earth with silver and gold joyfulnes; butterflies ofa hundred

colors play everywhere, among the flowers, through the house -now in, now out-in the fountain.

Everywhere, the countryside bursts open, crackling, bubbling with new and vigorous life.

It is as though we are inside a great honeycomb of light, in the heart of an immense, warm rose,

all aglow.
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Mirala, Platero. Ahi viene, calle abajo, en el sol de cobre, derecha, enhie$a, a cuerpo, sin mirar a nadie... iQu6

bien lleva su pasada belleza, gallarda todavia, como en roble, el panuelo amarillo de talle, en invierno, y la falda azul

de volantes, lunareada de blanco! Va al Cabildo, a pedir permiso para acampar, como siempre, tras el cementerio.

Ya recuerdas los tenduchos astrosos de los gitanos, con sus hogueras, sus mujeres vistosas, y sus burros moribundos,

mordisqueando la muerte, en derredor.

iLos bunos, Platero! iYa estardn temblando los bunos de la Friseta, sintiendo a los gitanos desde los corrales

bajos! (Yo estoy tranquilo por Platero, porque para llegar a su cuadra tendrian los gitanos que saltar medio pueblo y,

ademds, porque Rengel, el guarda, me quiere y lo qulere a 6l). Pero, por amedrentarlo en broma, le digo, ahuecando

y poniendo negra la voz:

-iAdentro, Platero, adentro! iVoy a cerrar la cancela, que te van a llevar!

Platero, seguro de que no lo robardn los gitanos, pasa, trotando, la cancela, que se cierra tras 6l con duro estr6pito

de hieno y cristales, y salta y brinca, del patio de mdrmol al de las flores y de 6ste al corral, como una flecha,

rompiendo, en su corta fuga, la enredadera azul, -ibrutote!a

4 Para la grabaci6n, ribrutotelr fue movida para coincidir con el fin de la mrisica. [a frase ori$nal es: <... rompiendo -ibrutotel , en su corta

fuga, la enredadera azul.r.

/o.-%yflru;*'
Look at her, Platero. Ihere she comes down the $reet, in the copper sun, straight, erect, proud, looking at no

one... How well she carries her faded beauty, still elegant, like an oak, the yellow scarf tied at her waist, in winter, and

her ruffled blue and white moon-dotted skirt! She is on her way to the town hall to ask permission to camp, as usual,

behind the cemetery. You remember the tattered tents of the gypsies, with their bonfires, their colorful women, and

their starving donkeys, nibbling at death, all around them.

Ihe donkeys, Platero! The donkeys at La Friseta mu$ be trembling now, sensing the anival of the gypsies from their

low conals! (l am not wonied about Platero because to reach his stable the gypsies would have to leap over half the

town, and besides, Rengel, the watchman, loves him and loves me.) But, in jest, to frighten him, I speak to him, making

my voice hollow and black:

'lnside, Platero, inside! l'm going to close the gate for they are coming to get you!'

Platero, perfectly sure that the gypsies will not steal him, passes at a trot through the hear.ry gate, which slams behind

him with the harsh sound of iron and glas, and he leaps and slips from the marble courtyard to the flower garden and

from there to the conal, like an arrow, breaking the blue morning glory in his short flight-the brute!





z Z&-r-..-g-*h-
Un dia, el canario verde, no s6 c6mo ni por qu6, vol6 de su jada. Era un canario viejo, recuerdo triste de una muerta, al

que yo no habia dado libertad por miedo de que se muriera de hambre o de frio, o de que se lo comieran los gatos.

Anduvo toda la mafrana entre los granados del huerto, en el pino de Ia puerta, por las lilas. Los ninos estuvieron, toda la

manana tambi6n, sentados en la galeria, absortos en los breves vuelos del pajarillo amarillento. Libre, Platero, holgaba junto

a los rosales, jugando con una mariposa.

A la tarde, el canario se vino al tejado de la casa grande, y alli se qued6 largo tiempo, latiendo en el tibio sol que

declinaba. De pronto, y sin saber nadie c6mo ni por qu6, apareci6 en la jaula, otra vez alegre.

iQu6 alborozo en el jardin! Los niflos saltaban, tocando las palmas, anebolados y rientes como auroras; Diana, loca, los

seguia, ladrdndole a su propia y riente campanilla; Platero, contagiado, en un oleaje de carnes de plata, igual que un chivillo,

hacia corvetas, giraba sobre sus patas, en un vals tosco, imponi6ndose las manos, daba coces al aire claro y suave.

One day, the green canary, I don't know how or why, flew from his cage. He was an old canary, a sad memento from

,r woman who had died, which I had not set free for fear that he might starve or freeze to death, or that he might be eaten

hy lhe cats.

I le flew about, all morning long, among the pomegranates in the orchard, in the pine tree by the door, among the lilacs.

I hr, r hildren, all morning as well, were sitting on the porch, absorbed in the brief flights of the little yellowish bird. Untied,

l'l,rtcro idled beside the rosebushes, playing with a butterfly.

ln the afternoon, the canary came to the roof of the big house, and there he remained for a long time, fluttering in the

w,unrlh of the setting sun. Suddenly, and without anyone knowing how or why, he reappeared in hls cage, happy again.

What excitement in the garden! The children jumped about, clapping their hands, flushed and glowing like rays of

rurrrshine. Diana, crazy, ran after them, barking at her own merry little bell. Platero, having caught their mirih, in a surge of

silvtry flesh, ran in circles like a young goat, turning on his hind legs in a crude waltz and standing on his front legs to kick

irr lhr clear, warm air.



/2. Z.M.*AA"*
La chiquilla del carbonero, linda y sucia cual una moneda, brufridos los negros ojos y reventando sangre los labios prietos

entre la tizne, esti{ a la puerta de la choza, sentada en una teja, durmiendo al hermanito.

Vibra la hora de mayo, ardiente y clara como un sol por dentro. En la paz brillante, se oye el hervor de Ia olla que cuece

en el campo, la brama de la dehesa de los Caballos, la alegria del viento del mar en la marana de los eucaliptos.

Sentida y dulce, la carbonera canta:

Mi nino se va a dormir

en gracia de la Pastora...

Pausa. El viento en las copas...

...y por dormine mi nifro,

se duerme la anulladora...

El viento... Platero, que anda, manso, entre los pinos quemadol se llega, poco a poco... Luego se echa en la tierra fosca

y, a la larga copla de madre, se adormila, igual que a un nifio.

IDuerme, mi nif,o. Duerme.l

/2.-%'*ryd"7."
The charcoal seller's little girl, as pret[ and dirty as a coin, with eyes of burnished black, and full blood-red lips showing

through the soot, is at the door of the hut, sitting on a tile, rocking her baby brother to sleep.

The Maytime hour is vibranf ardent and clear like the center of a sun. ln the bright peacefulness one can hear the

bubbling of the pot that cooks in the field, the neighing from the pasture of Los Caballos, the mirth of sea wind in the thickets

rrI cucalyptus.

A{fectionately and sweetly, the charcoal selle/s daughter sings:

My baby is going to sleep

in the grace of the Shepherdess...

A pause. The wind in the treetops,..

... and because my child sleeps

the lullaby singer sleeps...

The wind... Platero, who is walking gently among the burnt pines, approaches, little by little... Then he lies down on the

rlrrsc earth and, to the sound of the long motherly lullaby, he falls asleep, like a baby.

lSleep, my child. Sleep.l
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Cuando, en el crep(sculo del pueblo, Platero y yo entramos, ateridos, por la obscuridad morada de la calleja miserable

que da al ri'c seco, los ninos pobres juegan a asustarse, fingi6ndose mendigos. Uno se echa un saco a la cabeza, otro dice

que no ve, otro se hace el cojo...

Despu6s, en ese brusco cambiar de la infancia, como llevan unos zapatos y un vestido, y como sus madres, ellas sabrdn

c6mo, Ies han dado algo de comer, se creen unos principes:

-Mi pare ti6 un rel6 e plata.

-Y er mio, un cabayo.

-Y er mio, una ejcopeta.

Reloj que levantarii a la madrugada, escopeta que n0 matar6 el hambre, caballo que llevarii a la miseria...

El cono, luego. Entre tanta negrura, una nina forastera, que habla de otro modo, la sobrina del Pdjaro Verde,t con voz

d6bil, hilo de cristal acuoso en la sombra, canta entonadamente, cual una princesa:

Yo soy Ia viudita

del Conde de 016...

iS't, si! iCantad, sonad, ninos pobresl Pronto, al amanecer vuestra adolescencia, la primavera os asustard, como un

mendigo, enmascarada de invierno.

-Vamos, Platero...

5 rEl Pijaro Verder fue el apodo de un penonaje exc6ntrico en Moguer que estaba siempre vestido de verde
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When, in the village trruilight, Platero and l, stiff with cold, enter the purple darkness of the wretched alley that leads to

lhc dry riverbed, the children of the poor play at scaring one another, pretending to be beggars. One throws a sack over his

lx'ad; another says he is blind; another plays lame...

I ater, in one of those sudden turnabouts that happen with children, since they wear shoes and clothes, and since their

rrrolhers-only they will know how-have managed to feed them, they pretend to be princes.

"My father has a silver watch."

"And mine, a horse."

"And mine, a shotgun.'

A watch to rouse him at dawn, a gun that will not kill hunger, a horse to carry him to misery.

lht'n they form a circle. Within such blacknes a little foreign girl who speaks differently, Creen Bird's6 niece, with a

lr,rgilc voice, a thread of liquid crystal in the shadow, sings perfectly in tune, like a princess:

I am the widow

of the Count of 016...

Yrs...yes! Sing...dream...poorchildren!Soon,atthedawnofyouradolescence,springwillfrightenyou,likeabeggar,

rlisguisrrl as winter.

l-ct us go, Platero.

{, "(,rrur llird" was the nickname of an eccentric charader in Moguer who was always dressed in green

lo
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Cuando, anochecido, vuelve Platero del campo con su blanda carga de ramas de pino para el horno, casi desaparece

bajo la amplia verdura rendida. Su paso es menudo, unido, como el de la seiorita del circo en el alambre, fino, juguet6n...

Parece que no anda. En punta las orejas, se diria un caracol debajo de su casa.

Las ramas verdes, ramas que, erguidas, tuvieron en ellas el sol, los chamarices, el viento, la luna, los cuervos -iqu6
horror! -iahi han estado, Platerol-, se caen, pobres, hasta el polvo blanco de las sendas secas del crep(sculo.

Una fria dulzura malva Io nimba todo. Y en el campo, que va ya a diciembre, la tierna humildad del buno cargado

empieza, como el ano pasado, a parecer divina...

/4.JArer2r/,e.-

Wlrt,n, at dusk, Platero returns from the country with his soft load of pine branches for the $ove, he almost disappears

rrrrrh,r lhc broad, danglinggreenery. His step is sho( precise, like thatofthe young circus lady on a wire, delicate, plafd...

I h, 
"rtnrs 

not to move. With his ears upright, one might think of him as a snail beneath his house.

I lu, grccn branches, branches that, when straight, held upon them the sun, chamarices, the wind, the moon, crows,

lrow horrible! They were there, Platero!-, now they fall, poor branches, in the white du$ of the dry paths at twilight.

A r lrill, mauve softness forms a halo over all things. And in the field, wlth December approaching, the tender humility of

tlrr, l,rrlt,n donkey begins, like the year past, to appear divine..,

40
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Encontr6 a Platero echado en su cama de paja, blandos los ojos y tristes. Fui a 61, lo acarici6, hablindole, y quise

que se levantara...

El pobre se removi6 todo bruscamente, y dej6 una mano anodillada... No podia... Entonces le tendi su man0 en

el suelo, lo acarici6 de nuevo con ternura, y mand6 venir a su m6dico.

El viejo Darb6n, asl que lo hubo visto, sumi6 la enorme boca desdentada hasta la nuca y meci6 sobre el pecho

la cabeza conge$ionada, igual que a un p6ndulo.

-Nada 
bueno, ieh?

No s6 qu6 conte$6.... Que el infeliz se iba... Nada... Que un dolor... Que no s6 qu6 raiz mala... La tiena, entre

la yerba...

A mediodia, Platero estaba muerto, La baniguilla de algod6n se le habia hinchado como el mundo, y sus patas,

r'rgidas y descoloridas, se elevaban al cielo. Parecia su pelo rizoso ese pelo de estopa apolillada de las munecas

viejas, que se cae, al pasarle la mano, en una polvorienta tristeza...

Por la cuadra en silencio, encendi6ndose cada vez que pasaba po r el rayo de sol de la ventanilla, revolaba una

bella mariposa de tres colores...

r.@.,4p
I found Platero lying on his bed of straw, his eyes soft and sad. I went to him, caressed and talked to him, and

w,rnlrrl him to $and...

I lrc poor thing jerked suddenly and left a foreleg kneeling... He could not... Then I $raightened his leg on the

lirountl, patted him again tenderly, and called for his doctor.

old Darbrin, as soon as he saw him, drew in his enormous toothles mouth to the nape of his neck and rocked

lrir r ortgcsted head on his chest, like a pendulum.

"Not good, is it?'

I rkrrr't know what he answered... That the unfortunate one was going... Nothing... Ihat a pain... Some poisonous

rrxrl,,. ihe dirt, in the grass...

lly noon, Platero was dead. His little cotton-like belly had swollen like a globe, and his legs, rigid and discolored,

wt'rt' pointing to the sky. His curly hair looked now like the moth-eaten flax of an old doll that crumbles at the touch

irrkr a dusty sadness...

I hrough the $able in silence, bursting into flame each time it pased the ray of sun from the little window,

lhrlllrcd a beautiful three-colored butterfl y...
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Esa arde he ido con los niflos a visitar la sepultura de Platoo, que esld en el huerto de La Pifla, al pie del pino redondo

y paternal. En torno, abril habia adornado la tierra htlmeda de grandes lirios amarillos.

Cantaban los chamarices alld arriba, en la cripula verde, toda pintada de cenit azul, y su trino menudo, florido y reidor,

se iba en el aire de oro de la tarde tibia, como un claro suefro de amor nuevo.

Los nifros, asi que iban llegando, dejaban de gritar. Quietos y serios, sus ojos brillantes en mis ojos, me llenaban de

preguntas ansiosas.

-iPlatero amigo! -le dije yo a la tierra-; si, como pienso, est6s ahora en un prado del cielo y llevas sobre tu lomo

peludo a los dngeles adolescentes, ime habriis quizii olvidado? Platero, dime: ite acuerdas a0n de ml?

Y, cual conte$ando mi pregunta, una leve mariposa blanca, que antes no habia visto, revolaba insistentemente, igual

que un alma, de lirio en lirio 1t"

/6.%Lr".Z-q
I ltir ,rllcntrton I went with the children to visit the grave of Platero in the orchard of La Pina, at the foot of the round,

l,rllrr,r ly pinr, lree. All around, April had adorned the moist earth with large yellow lilies.

llu'r h,rtnarices were singing there above, in the green canopy, all painted blue zenith, and their tiny trills, florid and

r lrllrlul, lIr,tled on the golden air of the warm afternoon Iike a clear dream of new love.

I lrl r hi[lrcn, as soon as we anived, stopped shouting. Quiet and serious, their bright eyes following mine, they flooded

trrr, wrllr,rnxious que$ions.

"l'l,rt'rrr, my friendl' I said to the earth, 'lf, as I believe,you are now in a heavenly meadow and carry adolescent angels

,,rr y,rrrr th,rg;y back, haveyou forgotten me, perhaps? Tell me, Platero, do you still remember me?,

Arrrl, ,rs if answering my question, a fragile white butterfly, which I had not seen before, fluttered insi$ently, like a soul,

hrrrrr lily lo lily...
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Dulce Pktero trot1n, burrillo mio, que llevale mi alma tantas veces -is6lo mi alma!- por aquellos hondos caminos

de nopales, de malvas y de madreselvas: a il ene libro que habla de ti, ahora que puedes entenderlo.

Va a tu alma, que ya pace en el Paraiso, por el alma de nuestros painjes moguerenos, que tambi1n habrd subido al
cielo con k tuya; lhva montada en su lomo de papel a mi alma, que, caminando entre zarzas en flor, se hace cada dia, mds

buena, mis pacifica, mds pura, en su ascensiln./

Si. Yo sd que, a la caida de k tarde, cuando, entre las oropdndolas y los azahares, llego, lento y pensativo, por el naranjal

nlitario, al pino que arrulla tu muerte, ti, Platero, feliz en tu prado de rosas eternas, me verds detenerme ante los lirios

amarillos que ha brotado tu descompuesto coru1n.

7 Pata Ia grabaci6n, <av:ensi6nr fue movida al [inal dc la lrase para coincidir con el ascenso cromitico de la mrlsica. La frase original es: rr

entre zarzas en fior a su ascensi6n, se hace mis buena. mis pacifica, mis pura cada diar.
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1rrl4 1r r" 'trtll''n' rir'l lr"rt'l rtllt'lttt lttl lltt\lh\tl\llt,tl tr,lLrtl yrttt,nnrlh,tl yottt,tnutrlt,tst,tntl it.

l"ql. ,rr,,, 1t t,t!t,l 1tt,111t,1, t,lt,l.tl tr|1t,1,11,1111111

ft- / l'r"rr rl' 1 
'1 '"' ' I nlt tr 'tttt"tt.t,' lltr' .tL,lh'tt rtrrrtl';,trttl lltt' u,tnga ltlossotns, I cone slowly and thoughtfuttyrh"t**tl*1'tlirt,"tttt,r,tr rrrrrtrlrrn,trttr rt,rrilrtlrurth,,trrt,you,r,r,ttt,nt,hdppyinyourmeadowofeternar 

roses,11:i1,,,x ,ttytl11,., tlt,11ll,qltlrr.,llt.tllt,ttr,ltlrtrtttnrlltruttloLtt,tuhnin,gheart.
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