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Cantos del esclavo (Songs of a Slave) 

  

by José del Carmen Díaz 

 
Do you see the pine grove  

beyond the slave huts where the Jews sing  

melancholic songs?  

over there you catch sight of heaps of dirt  

with grave appearance,  

treeless, without mystery  

with no crosses, without flowers, nothing:  

come, this is the lowly cemetery  

of the blacks. 

 

The first one, I suppose,  

although covered with grass,  

is the poor unknown tomb of Juan Congo:  

when I take a look at it my soul is moved:  

if pity takes harbor in your bosom, 

mourn his fate, 

because the hour of his death  

was the best moment of his life. 

 

Over there far away  

is the tomb of Eugenio, the black man,  

he was the blossom of the sugar plantation;  

but bragging was his perdition.  

he dared to be arrogant...... 

and as a witness to his fate  

I have composed an epitaph  

for my poor friend:  

"Here lies a disgraced man  

who died under chastisement."  

 

Beyond the brilliant sun, another tomb shines  

with a simple gravestone:  

it's the last resting place of Dolores.  

But why does that tomb  

have a gravestone and flowers?  

It’s that Dolores was a beautiful woman  

and the master...... But it’s a mystery  

why he rests in the same cemetery  

where she also lies.  

 

In the other grave Juan Cimarron  

Is buried, poor soul!  

He was a simple soul,  
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always burdened with shackles.  

Weary of such indignity  

one night he broke free of his irons;  

he wished to flee to the hills  

to escape such a severe law,  

but as he left the outbuildings  

he was made victim of the slave hunting dogs. 

 

Another case that stands out  

is that of Blas the man that hung himself.  

Because of his carelessness  

a cow fell in a ditch:  

the black man jumped into the ditch,  

and pulled him out,  

He enclosed him in the pasture,  

but he was terrified by the loss of a cow  

although he's easily overwhelmed  

the poor man turned to the noose  

to return to his land.  

 

Further down the way....... Lucia poor thing!  

a handmaid she was,  

she loved, she sinned, she was light-hearted;  

and her master sent her off to the sugarcane fields.  

Imagine what she would suffer  

from such an odious measure!  

her strength was too modest  

for such a bitter life;  

she could not endure the burden,  

and…… as you see…… here she rests.  

 

Do you see that mound of dirt  

covered with wildflowers,  

gloomy yellow flowers  

known as flowers for the departed?  

I sow them, shedding on them abundant tears......  

Leave me to weep piously  

in incessant bitterness:  

Only in this sepulcher  

did my mother find repose!  

 

Companions of sorrow  

that sleep in serenity,  

I too will find refuge here 

from my troubles.  

No one will come to plant flowers,  

no one will hear the murmurings of the gentle wind  

rustling in the bushes:  

I too will only find rest 

in the grave. 

 


