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Ballad of the Black Grief

The roosters with their beaks

are digging in search of the dawn;

down the dark mountain

comes Soledad Montoya.

Yellow copper, her flesh

smells of horses and dusk.

Smoky anvils, her breasts

wail rounded songs.

“Soledad, who are you seeking

alone, at this time?”

“Never mind, whom I seek,

what’s it got to do with you?

I seek what I seek, 

my joy and my own self.”

“Soledad of my sorrows, 

a stampeding horse

ends up in the sea

and is swallowed by the waves.”

“Do not remind me of the sea,

for the black grief is born

under the rustling of the leaves

in the lands of the olive tree.”

“Soledad, what a terrible hurt!

What a pitiful grief!

You weep drops of lemon,

bitter lips, sour with waiting.”

“How heavy is my grief!

Wildly, I pace through my house, 

from the kitchen to my bedroom,

braids trailing the ground. 

Tormenting pain! Turning jet black 

my body and clothes.

My linen camisoles!

My thighs of red poppy!”

“Soledad, in the larks’ fresh water

clean your body and let peace

enter your troubled heart,

Soledad Montoya.”

Down below the river sings,

buffeting sky and leaves.

The new light is crowned

with pumping blossoms.

Oh gypsy’s grief!

Pure pain, always alone.

Grief of a secret current

and a remote dawn!
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