
Pablo Neruda:  March 23, 2022 

Tonight I can write the saddest lines. 

 

Write, for example, 'The night is shattered 

and the blue stars shiver in the distance.' 

 

The night wind revolves in the sky and sings. 

 

Tonight I can write the saddest lines. 

I loved her, and sometimes she loved me too. 

 

Through nights like this one I held her in my arms 

I kissed her again and again under the endless sky. 

 

She loved me sometimes, and I loved her too. 

How could one not have loved her great still eyes. 

 

Tonight I can write the saddest lines. 

To think that I do not have her. To feel that I have lost her. 

 

To hear the immense night, still more immense without her. 

And the verse falls to the soul like dew to the pasture. 

 

What does it matter that my love could not keep her. 

The night is shattered and she is not with me. 

 

This is all. In the distance someone is singing. In the distance. 

My soul is not satisfied that it has lost her. 

 

My sight searches for her as though to go to her. 

My heart looks for her, and she is not with me. 

 

The same night whitening the same trees. 

We, of that time, are no longer the same. 

 

I no longer love her, that's certain, but how I loved her. 

My voice tried to find the wind to touch her hearing. 

 

Another's. She will be another's. Like my kisses before. 

Her voice. Her bright body. Her infinite eyes. 

 

I no longer love her, that's certain, but maybe I love her. 

Love is so short, forgetting is so long. 

 



Because through nights like this one I held her in my arms 

my soul is not satisfied that it has lost her. 

 

Though this be the last pain that she makes me suffer 

and these the last verses that I write for her. 

When I Die I Want Your Hands On My Eyes 

When I die I want your hands on my eyes: 

I want the light and the wheat of your beloved hands 

to pass their freshness over me one more time 

to feel the smoothness that changed my destiny. 

 

I want you to live while I wait for you, asleep, 

I want for your ears to go on hearing the wind, 

for you to smell the sea that we loved together 

and for you to go on walking the sand where we walked. 

 

I want for what I love to go on living 

and as for you I loved you and sang you above everything, 

for that, go on flowering, flowery one, 

 

so that you reach all that my love orders for you, 

so that my shadow passes through your hair, 

so that they know by this the reason for my song. 

Ode to My Socks  

Maru Mori brought me 
a pair 
of socks 
which she knitted herself 
with her sheepherder’s hands, 
two socks as soft 
as rabbits. 
I slipped my feet 
into them 
as though into 
two 
cases 
knitted 
with threads of 
twilight 
and goatskin. 
Violent socks, 
my feet were 
two fish made 
of wool, 



two long sharks 
sea-blue, shot 
through 
by one golden thread, 
two immense blackbirds, 
two cannons: 
my feet 
were honored 
in this way 
by 
these 
heavenly 
socks. 
They were 
so handsome 
for the first time 
my feet seemed to me 
unacceptable 
like two decrepit 
firemen, firemen 
unworthy 
of that woven 
fire, 
of those glowing 
socks. 

Nevertheless 
I resisted 
the sharp temptation 
to save them somewhere 
as schoolboys 
keep 
fireflies, 
as learned men 
collect 
sacred texts, 
I resisted 
the mad impulse 
to put them 
into a golden 
cage 
and each day give them 
birdseed 
and pieces of pink melon. 
Like explorers 
in the jungle who hand 
over the very rare 
green deer 
to the spit 
and eat it 
with remorse, 
I stretched out 
my feet 



and pulled on 
the magnificent 
socks 
and then my shoes. 

The moral 
of my ode is this: 
beauty is twice 
beauty 
and what is good is doubly 
good 
when it is a matter of two socks 
made of wool 
in winter. 

 

Poet's Obligation  

To whoever is not listening to the sea 
this Friday morning, to whoever is cooped up 
in house or office, factory or woman 
or street or mine or harsh prison cell; 
to him I come, and, without speaking or looking, 
I arrive and open the door of his prison, 
and a vibration starts up, vague and insistent, 
a great fragment of thunder sets in motion 
the rumble of the planet and the foam, 
the raucous rivers of the ocean flood, 
the star vibrates swiftly in its corona, 
and the sea is beating, dying and continuing. 
So, drawn on by my destiny, 
I ceaselessly must listen to and keep 
the sea's lamenting in my awareness, 
I must feel the crash of the hard water 
and gather it up in a perpetual cup 
so that, wherever those in prison may be, 
wherever they suffer the autumn's castigation, 
I may be there with an errant wave, 
I may move, passing through windows, 
and hearing me, eyes will glance upward 
saying "How can I reach the sea?" 
And I shall broadcast, saying nothing, 
the starry echoes of the wave, 
a breaking up of foam and quicksand, 
a rustling of salt withdrawing, 
the grey cry of the sea-birds on the coast. 
So, through me, freedom and the sea 
will make their answer to the shuttered heart. 

 


