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Margarita, the sea is bright, 
and the wind
carries a subtle attar of  citrous flowers;
I feel
in my soul a lark singing; 
your tone of  voice.
Margarita, I am going to tell you 
a story.
There was this king who had 
a palace of  diamonds,
a tent made of  the daylight 
and a herd of  elephants, 
a pavilion of  malachite,
a great cloak of  golden thread, 
and a nice little princess, as pretty,
Margarita,
as pretty as you.

One evening the princess 
saw a star appear;
the princess was impulsive 
and wanted to go and pick it.

She wanted it to make of  it
a decoration for her shawl—brooch, 
along with a verse and a pearl 
a feather and a flower.

Exquisite princesses are 
very much like you:
they pick lilies, they pick roses, 
they pick stars. That's how they are.

So the lovely girl went off, 
under sky and over sea, 
to pick the white star
for which she sighed.

And she went on upward still,
by way of  the moon and further on; 
but the trouble was she went 
without Papa's permission.

When she finally got back 
from the domains of  the Lord, 
she beheld herself  all enveloped 
in a soft radiance.
And the king said, "What have you been up to?
I have been looking for you and could not find you;
and what have you on your breast 
that looks like something of  you on fire?

   The princess never told a lie 
and so she told the truth:
"I went to pick my own star, 
in the immensity of  blue,"
   And the king shouts: "Haven't I told you
the blue is not to be touched? 
What madness! What a notion! 
The Lord is going to be angry."
   And says she, "I din't mean it. 
I just went, I can't tell why. 
Over the waves and in the wind 
I went to the star and picked it."
   And Papa says, very angry, 
"You must have a punishment: 
go back to the sky and right now
you are going to return what you stole."
The princess is growing sad 
over her soft flower of  light, 
when just then appears
Gentle Jesus, smiling.
   And this is what he says: 
"In my country place I gave her that rose 
for a present.
My flowers belong to little girls 
who think of  me in their dreams."

   The king puts on brilliant clothes 
and then orders a parade
of  four hundred elephants
by the shore of  the sea.
   The little princess is looking lovely, 
since now she has the shawl-brooch 
on which are shining, with the star, 
verse, pearl, feather and flower.

Margarita, the sea is bright,
and the wind
carries a subtle attar of  citrous flowers: 
your breath.
Now that you are going to be far from me, 
keep, little girl, a kindly thought
of  him who one day wanted to tell you 
a story.


