Note 1:  I wrote this for a negotiation simulation which a small team of us from CRI were writing for use with the principal parties’ negotiators in the near-end stage of the Guatemalan civil war.

Note 2:  “Zopilotes” are large turkey vultures.  “Envidia” is malicious envy.  "A saber" means "who knows?  Don't ask me."

Cemetario General

Millions of Zopilotes 

circle high in the sky,

soaring in the wind as if they had

all the time in the world; "new meat

will be there for us when we are ready," they say to each other;

"envidia is unnecessary among us; 

there will be plenty for all; after all, we bird citizens fly above 

this country, this Cemetario General,
and all the new coffins are open 

to our Zopilote prayers and to our dinner."

In the sky among the Zopilotes,

missing limbs, eyes, and ears 

float along in the same wind in the blue sky, 

like small clouds, clouds of flesh, but they have no flavor.

Where did these body parts come from?

A saber.  (Who knows?  Don't ask me.)

Zopilotes circle faster and faster; 

"look, a bonfire has begun below," one says to another; 

today our dinners will even be cooked for us.

What a life we have in this country!

They must love us since they feed us so well; 

what a country for Zopilotes!  

They even lay down their lives in the fire – 

see how they writhe - for our benefit, 

so they may taste better to our beaks and tongues.  

Who has greater love for us Zopilotes than this? 

