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THE|GREAT TABLECLCJTH]
By Pablo Neruda 4--
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When they were called to the table, the tyrants came rushing with their tempoTary ladies," n° ? n0t- vXfiVnA MDOVn "teod j "^n^ *-& \^ calV^d to \&b\2_ o, ftfi^ cAn^ 1/J641'ilw) )dfe "~ ~^&\A,<^ /

it was fine to watch the women pass like wasps with big bosoms followed byThose pale and unfortunate public tigers. loVu^V ct^- ^
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The peasant in the field ate his poor>otaof breadhejwas alone, it was laW,

\hqwas surrounded by wheat,
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gate it with grim teeth,'looking at it with hard eyes". '-** *V\JU ̂ ^ ̂ ^J^^ '̂̂ ^u;^ V

^^^JiJi^yuvMAvv^/sWva/c^/seve^y <§rs\rm^ -x^WvAewr b|(
In the blue hour of eating, the infinite hour of the roast, the poefabandons his lyre, . \• ' ' - * ' F \KToeAiA

takes up his knife and fork, puts his glass on the^ table, and the fishermen 'atten
-

the little sea of the soup bowl. yr\oK_ -^

Burning potatoes protest among the tongues of oil. -Ooo
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The lamb is gold on its coals and the onion undresses.

It is sad to eatin dinner clothes, likeleatingtan a coffia,,but!eatingln convents is likeieami

lEatinglalone is a disappointment,

but not \eating matters more,

is hollow and green, nas thorns
X^c' -

like a child of fish-hooks

trailing from the heart,
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