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Los ángeles bailan entre la hierba. 

Ondula un frío que relampaguea 

y que cortaría la tarde. 

La tarde dura como un diamante 

que desvalora de pronto una nube efímera. 

 

Los ángeles de Cocteau sentados en las cornisas 

miraban caer la tarde con ojos violetas. 

Es dura la vida. La vida es triste. 

Como un mar la muerte viene del sur y anda en el 

sol. 

 

Los ángeles bailan entre la hierba 

y sonríen con una sonrisa filosa, 

un poco lúgubre ¿cierto? 

Sí, lúgubre, y breve. 

 

 

The angels dance upon the grass. 

A shivering cold sparkles 

and cuts through the evening. 

The evening lasts like a diamond  

which unexpectedly dissolves into an ephemeral cloud.

 

Cocteau’s angels are sitting on the cornices  

watching the evening fall with their violet eyes. 

Life is hard. Life is sad.   

Like the sea, death approaches from the south and 

walks in the sunshine.   

 

The angels dance upon the grass  

and smile with a knowing smile, 

a little mournful, for sure? 

Yes, mournful, and fleeting. 

Poem by Juan L. Ortiz 

  

English translation by Sophie Crampton

 
 
 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Note about the score: 

 

 “Los Ángeles bailan entre la hierba.. .” (“The Angels dance upon the 

grass.. .”).   Inherent to the composition of this work the idea of an 

interpretation associated with the dance is underlying.  Indeed, during 

the entire process of composition, my imagination never ceased to dance 

in time with the magical and unstoppable rhythm of those ‘angels’  who 

the poet,  not without irony, makes dance ‘upon the grass’  (while ‘like 

the sea, death approaches from the south’),  a dancing and ironically 

comical imagination which forced me to transpose it  into a choral work. 

Bearing this in mind, I wholeheartedly recommend that the piece is 

interpreted together with a contemporary dance group, leaving complete 

freedom as to the choice of appropriate choreography.   Nevertheless, 

this piece obviously has a life of i ts own and as such can be interpreted a 

capella  and without the need for dancing angels… (suffice that the 

singers themselves adopt the role of the picturesque angels who dance, 

dance and dance…). 

 

 


































