
Three Poems by Roque Dalton (El Salvador, 1935-1975) 

Roque Dalton was a militant in the ERP (People’s Revolutionary Army). He was executed by his 

own comrades during a factional struggle within the group. The person reputed to have ordered 

his killing was Joaquín Villalobos, who went on to be one of the most prominent leaders of the 

FMLN (Farabundo Martí National Liberation Front) guerrilla coalition during the 1980s. 

Villalobos is today a right-wing politician and widely despised not only for his political 

betrayals, but for his responsibility in the murder of one of Latin America’s most singular and 

courageous poets. 

 

OAS 

The president of my country 

these days is called Colonel Fidel Sánchez Hernández 

but General Somoza, the president of Nicaragua 

is also president of my country. 

And General Stroessner, the president of Paraguay, 

is somewhat president of my country too, though not as 

      much 

as the president of Honduras, 

General López Arellano, but a bit more than the president of 

      Haiti, 

Monsieur Duvalier. 

And the president of the United States is more president of 

      my country 

than the president of my country, 

the one who, as I said, these days 

is called Colonel Fidel Sánchez Hernández. 

 

Looking for Trouble 

The night of my first political cell meeting it rained 

my way of dripping was celebrated by four 

or five characters straight out of a Goya painting 

everyone in the room looked slightly bored 

maybe of the persecution and even of the torture they 

      dreamed of daily. 



Founders of confederations and strikers had 

a certain huskiness and said that I had 

to choose a pseudonym 

that I had to pay five bucks a month 

that we agreed to meet every Wednesday 

and how was I going with my studies 

and that today we were going to read a Lenin pamphlet 

and that we didn’t need to say comrade all the time.  

It had stopped raining when we finished 

mum told me off for getting home late. 

 

On Headaches 

It’s great being a communist 

although it gives you many headaches. 

Because communists’ headaches 

are historical, that is 

they won’t go away with painkillers 

only with the realization of Paradise on Earth. 

That’s how it is. 

Under capitalism our heads hurt 

and our heads are ripped off. 

In the struggle for Revolution the head is a delayed-action bomb. 

In the construction of socialism 

we plan for the headache 

which doesn’t alleviate it – quite the contrary. 

Communism will be, among other things, 

an aspirin the size of the sun. 

 

--translations by Luis González Serrano 



 


