
Apolitical Intellectuals 
 
(A translation) 
 
Some day  
the apolitical intellectuals  
of the USA  
will be politely asked  
by the poorest of the poor  
They will be so politely asked what it was  
they did when the country burned from within 
from fear and hatred 
like the sweet smell of a commercial for the KKK. 
They will not be asked about their new Subaru,  
or their Starbucks lattes  
They will not be asked if they have found themselves  
They will not be asked about their retirement 
stocks and bonds and 401Ks 
They will not be asked  
about their children’s ACT and SAC scores  
how many times they do drug rehab or AA or NA 
or how much they pay motivational speakers 
They will not be asked about 
their library of modern French philosophy 
post-modern poetry, abstract art, pop art, op art, brut art 
On that day the poor will drag the unemployed 
the under employed, the soldiers deployed 
the immigrants, displaced and disgraced  
with them, these who were always out of place 
in books, movies, and television 
these who produced everything  
for those who produce nothing 
  
and they will ask: 

When did you say “Suffer the little children to come to you?” 
When did you love your neighbor as yourself? 
When did you welcome the stranger into your house? 
When did you give a banquet for the poor, crippled, blind? 

   
Apolitical intellectuals, writing letters to the editor, 
sending thoughts and prayers 
calling your political representative of Big Capital 



criticizing politicians on FaceBook 
calling Trump an asshole 
is not the answer 
The scavenger birds who feed on silence 
will eat at your insides  
Your misery 
will be seeing your children die from hunger for a genuine life 
your brothers and sisters crawl foot and claw 
at each other’s throats demanding you speak 
And you will be silent  
from the fear  
of accepting your shame 

** 

Otto Rene Castillo, executed by the Guatemalan army on March 19, 1967: Poem : Intelectuales 
Apoliticos 

 
 


