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THE KEEPER OF SHEEP 





I I  

My gaze is clear like a sunflower. 
It is my custom to walk the roads 
Looking right and left 
And sometimes looking behind me, 
And what I see at each moment 
Is what I never saw before, 
And I’m very good at noticing things. 
I’m capable of feeling the same wonder 
A newborn child would feel 
If he noticed that he’d really and truly been born. 
I feel at each moment that I’ve just been born 
Into a completely new world . . .  

I believe in the world as in a daisy, 
Because I see it. But I don’t think about it, 
Because to think is to not understand. 
The world wasn’t made for us to think about it 
(To think is to have eyes that aren’t well) 
But to look at it and to be in agreement. 

I have no philosophy, I have senses . . .  
If I speak of Nature it’s not because I know what it is 
But because I love it, and for that very reason, 
Because those who love never know what they love 
Or why they love, or what love is. 
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To love is eternal innocence, 
And the only innocence is not to think . . .  

8 March 1914 



13 alberto caeiro 

IV  

This afternoon a thunderstorm 
Rolled down from the slopes of the sky 
Like a huge boulder . . .  

As when someone shakes a tablecloth 
From out of a high window, 
And the crumbs, because they fall together, 
Make a sound when they fall, 
The rain swished down from the sky 
And darkened the roads . . .  

As the bolts of lightning jostled space 
And shook the air 
Like a large head saying no, 
I don’t know why (for I wasn’t afraid), 
But I started to pray to St. Barbara 
As if I were somebody’s old aunt . . .  

Ah, by praying to St. Barbara 
I felt even simpler 
Than I think I am . . .  
I felt common and domestic, 
As if I’d lived my whole life 
Peacefully, like the garden wall, 
Having ideas and feelings the same way 
A flower has scent and color . . .  
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I felt like someone who could believe in St. Barbara . . .  
Ah, to be able to believe in St. Barbara! 

(Do those who believe in St. Barbara 
Think she’s like us and visible? 
Or what then do they think of her?) 

(What a sham! What do the flowers, 
The trees and the sheep know 
About St. Barbara? . . . The branch of a tree, 
If it could think, would never 
Invent saints or angels . . .  
It might think that the sun 
Illuminates and that thunder 
Is a sudden noise 
That begins with light . . . 
Ah, how even the simplest men 
Are sick and confused and stupid 
Next to the sheer simplicity 
And healthy existence 
Of plants and trees!) 

And thinking about all this, 
I became less happy again . . .  
I became gloomy and out of sorts and sullen 
Like a day when a thunderstorm threatens all day 
And by night it still hasn’t struck. 
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VI  

To think about God is to disobey God, 
Since God wanted us not to know him, 
Which is why he didn’t reveal himself to us . . .  

Let’s be simple and calm, 
Like the trees and streams, 
And God will love us, making us 
Us even as the trees are trees 
And the streams are streams, 
And will give us greenness in the spring, which is its season, 
And a river to go to when we end . . .  
And he’ll give us nothing more, since to give us more would  

make us less us. 
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VII  

From my village I see as much of the universe as can be seen 

from the earth, 

And so my village is as large as any town, 

For I am the size of what I see 

And not the size of my height . . .  

In the cities life is smaller 

Than here in my house on top of this hill. 

The big buildings of cities lock up the view, 

They hide the horizon, pulling our gaze far away from the 

open sky. 

They make us small, for they take away all the vastness our 

eyes can see, 

And they make us poor, for our only wealth is seeing. 
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VIII  

One midday in late spring 
I had a dream that was like a photograph. 
I saw Jesus Christ come down to earth. 

He came down a hillside 
As a child again, 
Running and tumbling through the grass, 
Pulling up flowers to throw them back down, 
And laughing loud enough to be heard far away. 

He had run away from heaven. 
He was too much like us to fake 
Being the second person of the Trinity. 
In heaven everything was false and in disagreement 
With flowers and trees and stones. 
In heaven he always had to be serious 
And now and then had to become man again 
And get up on the cross, and be forever dying 
With a crown full of thorns on his head, 
A huge nail piercing his feet, 
And even a rag around his waist 
Like on black Africans in illustrated books. 
He wasn’t even allowed a mother and father 
Like other children. 
His father was two different people— 
An old man named Joseph who was a carpenter 
And who wasn’t his father, 
And an idiotic dove: 
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The only ugly dove in the world, 
Because it wasn’t of the world and wasn’t a dove. 
And his mother gave birth to him without ever having loved. 
She wasn’t a woman: she was a suitcase 
In which he was sent from heaven. 
And they wanted him, born only of a mother 
And with no father he could love and honor, 
To preach goodness and justice! 

One day when God was sleeping 
And the Holy Spirit was flying about, 
He went to the chest of miracles and stole three. 
He used the first to make everyone blind to his escape. 
He used the second to make himself eternally human and a  

child. 
He used the third to make an eternally crucified Christ 
Whom he left nailed to the cross that’s in heaven 
And serves as the model for all the others. 
Then he fled to the sun 
And descended on the first ray he could catch. 
Today he lives with me in my village. 
He’s a simple child with a pretty laugh. 
He wipes his nose with his right arm, 
Splashes about in puddles, 
Plucks flowers and loves them and forgets them. 
He throws stones at the donkeys, 
Steals fruit from the orchards, 
And runs away crying and screaming from the dogs. 
And because he knows that they don’t like it 
And that everyone thinks it’s funny, 
He runs after the girls 
Who walk in groups along the roads 
Carrying jugs on their heads, 
And he lifts up their skirts. 

He taught me all I know. 
He taught me to look at things. 
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He shows me all the things there are in flowers. 
He shows me how curious stones are 
When we hold them in our hand 
And look at them slowly. 

He speaks very badly of God. 
He says God is a sick and stupid old man 
Who’s always swearing 
And spitting on the floor. 
The Virgin Mary spends the afternoons of eternity knitting. 
And the Holy Spirit scratches himself with his beak 
And perches on the chairs, getting them dirty. 
Everything in heaven is stupid, just like the Catholic Church. 
He says God understands nothing 
About the things he created. 
“If he created them, which I doubt,” he says. 
“God claims, for instance, that all beings sing his glory, 
But beings don’t sing anything. 
If they sang, they’d be singers. 
Beings exist, that’s all, 
Which is why they’re called beings.” 

And then, tired of speaking badly about God, 
The little boy Jesus falls asleep in my lap 
And I carry him home in my arms. 
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

He lives with me in my house, halfway up the hill. 
He’s the Eternal Child, the god who was missing. 
He’s completely natural in his humanity. 
He smiles and plays in his divinity. 
And that’s how I know beyond all doubt 
That he’s truly the little boy Jesus. 

And this child who’s so human he’s divine 
Is my daily life as a poet. 
It’s because he’s always with me that I’m always a poet 


