Ode to a Lemon by Pablo Neruda

Out of lemon flowers
loosed
on the moonlight, love's
lashed and insatiable
essences,
sodden with fragrance,
the lemon tree's yellow
emerges,
the lemons
move down
from the tree's planetarium
Delicate merchandise!
the harbors are big with it-
bazaars
for the light and the
barbarous gold.
We open
the halves
of a miracle,
and a clotting of acids
brims
into the starry
divisions:
creation's
original juices,
irreducible, changeless,
alive:
so the freshness lives on
in a lemon,
in the sweet-smelling house of the rind,
the proportions, arcane and acerb.
Cutting the lemon
the knife
leaves a little cathedral:
alcoves unguessed by the eye
that open acidulous glass
to the light; topazes
riding the droplets,
altars,
aromatic facades.
So, while the hand
holds the cut of the lemon,
half a world
on a trencher,
the gold of the universe
wells
to your touch:
a cup yellow
with miracles,
a breast and a nipple
perfuming the earth;
a flashing made fruitage,
the diminutive fire of a planet.
Ode to Salt by Pablo Neruda

This salt
in the saltcellar
I once saw in the salt mines.
I know
you won't
believe me,
but
it sings,
salt sings, the skin
of the salt mines
sings
with a mouth smothered
by the earth.
I shivered in those solitudes
when I heard
the voice of
the salt
in the desert.
Near Antofagasta
the nitrous
pampa
resounds:
a broken
voice,
a mournful
song.
In its caves
the salt moans, mountain
of buried light,
translucent cathedral,
crystal of the sea, oblivion
of the waves.
And then on every table
in the world,
salt,
we see your piquant
powder
sprinkling
vital light
upon
our food. Preserver
of the ancient
holds of ships,
discoverer
on
the high seas,
earliest
sailor
of the unknown, shifting
byways of the foam.
Dust of the sea, in you
the tongue receives a kiss
from ocean night:
taste imparts to every seasoned
dish your ocean essence;
the smallest,
miniature
wave from the saltcellar
reveals to us
more than domestic whiteness;
in it, we taste infinitude.

Ode to Wine 
by Pablo Neruda
Day-colored wine,
night-colored wine,
wine with purple feet
or wine with topaz blood,
wine,
starry child
of earth,
wine, smooth
as a golden sword,
soft
as lascivious velvet,
wine, spiral-seashelled
and full of wonder,
amorous,
marine;
never has one goblet contained you,
one song, one man,
you are choral, gregarious,
at the least, you must be shared.
At times
you feed on mortal
memories;
your wave carries us
from tomb to tomb,
stonecutter of icy sepulchers,
and we weep
transitory tears;
your
glorious
spring dress
is different,
blood rises through the shoots,
wind incites the day,
nothing is left
of your immutable soul.
Wine
stirs the spring, happiness
bursts through the earth like a plant,
walls crumble,
and rocky cliffs,
chasms close,
as song is born.
A jug of wine, and thou beside me
in the wilderness,
sang the ancient poet.
Let the wine pitcher
add to the kiss of love its own.
My darling, suddenly
the line of your hip
becomes the brimming curve
of the wine goblet,
your breast is the grape cluster,
your nipples are the grapes,
the gleam of spirits lights your hair,
and your navel is a chaste seal
stamped on the vessel of your belly,
your love an inexhaustible
cascade of wine,
light that illuminates my senses,
the earthly splendor of life.
But you are more than love,
the fiery kiss,
the heat of fire,
more than the wine of life;
you are
the community of man,
translucency,
chorus of discipline,
abundance of flowers.
I like on the table,
when we're speaking,
the light of a bottle
of intelligent wine.
Drink it,
and remember in every
drop of gold,
in every topaz glass,
in every purple ladle,
that autumn labored
to fill the vessel with wine;
and in the ritual of his office,
let the simple man remember
to think of the soil and of his duty,
to propagate the canticle of the wine.

House of Odes 
by Pablo Neruda
Writing 
these 
odes 
in this 
year nineteen 
hundred and 
fifty-five, 
readying and tuning 
my demanding, murmuring lyre, 
I know who I am 
and where my song is going. 
I understand 
that the shopper for myths 
and mysteries 
may enter 
my wood 
and adobe 
house of odes, 
may despise 
the utensils, 
the portraits 
of father and mother and country 
on the walls, 
the simplicity 
of the bread 
and the saltcellar. But 
that's how it is in my house of odes. 
I deposed the dark monarchy, 
the useless flowing hair of dreams, 
I trod on the tail 
of the cerebral reptile, 
and set things 
-- water and fire - 
in harmony with man and earth. 
I want everything 
to have 
a handle, 
I want everything to be 
a cup or a tool, 
I want people to enter a hardware 
store through the door of my odes. 
I work at 
cutting 
newly hewn boards, 
storing casks 
of honey, 
arranging 
horseshoes, harness, 
forks: 
I want everyone to enter here, 
let them ask questions, 
ask for anything they want. 
I am from the South, a Chilean, 
a sailor 
returned 
from the seas. 
I did not stay in the islands, 
a king. 
I did not stay ensconced 
in the land of dreams. 
I returned to labor simply 
beside others, 
for everyone. 
So that everyone 
may live here, 
I build my house 
with transparent 
odes.



	Maybe you'll remember..by Pablo Neruda
Maybe you'll remember that razor-faced man 
who slipped out from the dark like a blade 
and -- before we realized -- knew what was there: 
he saw the smoke and concluded fire.
The pallid woman with black hair 
rose like a fish from the abyss, 
and the two of them built up a contraption, 
armed to the teeth, against love. 
Man and woman, they felled mountains and gardens, 
they went down to the river, they scaled the walls, 
they hoisted their atrocious artillery up the hill. 
Then love knew it was called love. 
And when I lifted my eyes to your name, 
suddenly your heart showed me my way.
	




	You will remember... 
by Pablo Neruda
You will remember that leaping stream 
where sweet aromas rose and trembled, 
and sometimes a bird, wearing water 
and slowness, its winter feathers.
You will remember those gifts from the earth: 
indelible scents, gold clay, 
weeds in the thicket and crazy roots, 
magical thorns like swords. 
You'll remember the bouquet you picked, 
shadows and silent water, 
bouquet like a foam-covered stone. 
That time was like never, and like always. 
So we go there, where nothing is waiting; 
we find everything waiting there.
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