This is the song I sing for you

Humble man of the country who

Gave me some wood to warm my bones
When all in my life had grown cold,
You, who gave me some fire when
Decent ladies and gentlemen,

All of the well-intentioned folks,

Had slammed the door shut in my nose
It may have been just a small fire,

But still it warmed me to my core,

And it burns in me evermore

As bright as a festive bonfire

You, my good man, when you go away,

When the undertaker takes your remains,

May he drive you across the skies,
To eternal life.

Es para ti este cantar

Tu, cantinera que sin hablar
Me diste pan el dia aquel
Que me vi en huesos y piel
Tu que me diste pan en vez
De rechazarme a puntapiés
Cuando la gente del lugar
Reia de verme ayunar

Un bocadito, no fue mas
Para mi cuerpo una ilusién
Pero llené mi corazén

Mas que un milagroso mana

Tu, cantinera al llegar

A la hora de la verdad
Que te lleve el enterrador
Al cielo si hay Dios



