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ESTA TIERRA 
No me busques en los montes 
por altos que sean, 
ni me busques en la mar 
por grande que te parezca. 
Búscame aquí, 
en esta tierra llana, 
con puente y pinar, 
con almena y agua lenta, 
donde se escucha volar 
aunque el sonido se pierda.  

THIS LAND 
Do not look for me on the mountains 
however high they are, 
do not look for me at sea either 
however big it seems to you. 
Look for me here 
in this flat land 
of bridge and pinewood, 
battlement and still waters 
where flying is heard 
though the sound fades.  
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