
I am a boy. 
A man with another man inside. 
White was that man. 
On the path the small flowers are white. 
  
That man wants to kill my small animal. 
He stalks him at night and frightens it with screams 
His machete he shows it. 
  
The small animal watches me in my dreams 
I know it's gaze. 
It has a scar on it's brow
The man left on it. 
  
I walk looking at my nose. 
For that bad man I search. 
  
He walks like me. 
Like me he talks. 
When I look in the mirror. 
He too looks at me. 
He follows me. 
He thinks I am his small animal. 
  
I am a man. 
A machete I have. 

A small deer too. 

His skin is of earth. 
His blood is sunny inside. 
He smells like the breeze he brings when he runs. 

We like to smile at each other. 
We imagine ourselves dancing. 

He rests his head on my waist 
I rest mine on his back. 

We put our ears together. 
We listen to each other's thoughts. 

With my machete I want to build a house. 
Trees from the forest to cut. 
Bring large stones and birds together. 
Pebbles, colored clay and light. 

We shall sleep together 
I shall wake before dawn. 
I shall cut fresh grass. 
So Jovel never leaves, 
Jovel the small deer. 

But to the forest he should return. 
He jumps out the window and runs. 

The fireworks still blast. 
To say the new year has come. 
Let it not be bullets that harm him 
Nor a hand that touches him. 

I am the white man. 
I don't love him anymore. 
I am always there in the day and see nothing. 

To dance with  him I would like. 
He will not return. 
He's working, the Tzotzil people say. 
He went to his land that's far away. 
I'll probably never find him. 

The wind pushes my eyes inside. 
They are clouded. 

I can see it in my dreams. 
The small animal cries.
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Qué viva mi animal 
todavía muchos años 
en las páginas del Libro 
en sus letras, sus dibujos 
y en toda la faz de la Tierra. 
  
Manwala Kokoroch. 


