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Paseaba fray Tomas por los aledanos
de la villa de Aquino. En los campos
crecia el trigo, el sol brillaba entre
nubes escasas, el polen de los olivos
impregnaba el aire.

Un abejorro revolote6 sobre la cabeza
de fray Tomas. Desde el convento,

lleg6 un sonido metalico. La campana
anunciaba el mediodia. Fray Tomas
entoné en silencio una oracién: Angelus
Domini nuntiavit Marie... Et concépit de
Spiritu Sancto... Ave, Maria...

Friar Thomas wandered through the
outskirts of the town of Aquino. Wheat
grew in the field, the sun shone between
the few clouds, the pollen of the olive
trees scented the air.

A bumblebee buzzed around Friar
Thomas’ head. From the convent came
a metallic sound: the bell announcing
midday. Friar Thomas silently recited a
prayer: Angelus Domini nuntiavit Marie. ..
Et concépit de Spiritu Sancto... Ave, Maria...
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El fraile paseaba. La luz y el aire le
inspiraban un secreto gozo, cuanto

veia a su alrededor le era digno de
meditacion. Fray Tomas rezaba bajo la
sombra de un mandarino, sostenia un
libro abierto en las manos pero recitaba
sus oraciones sin mirar las paginas.
Hasta que una voz lo aviso.

The Friar wandered. The light

and the air filled him with a secret
pleasure, everything he saw around
him was worthy of contemplation.
Friar Thomas prayed beneath the
shade of an orange tree, he held

an open book in his hands but he
recited the prayers without looking at
the pages. Until a voice warned him.
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—iCuidado! —djjo la voz.

Y fray Tomas detuvo el paso y la oracion.
Mir6 hacia atras. Nadie venia tras

€él. Mir6 a su derecha, a la izquierda
también. A nadie vio. Habia vuelto el
silencio. El viento mecia las hojas del
mandarino. Fray Tomas echo6 a andar
pero volvieron a avisarlo:

—iCuidado! jMira bien por dénde vas!

"Careful!" said the voice.

And Friar Thomas stopped his
wandering and his prayer. He looked
back. No one came behind him. He
looked to the right, and also to the

left. He didn’t see anyone. Silence had
returned. The wind swayed the leaves of
the orange tree. Friar Thomas started to
walk but again was warned:

"Careful! Look where you’re going!"
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Como si la voz ascendiera. ¢:De donde
venia aquella voz? Fray Tomas miro
hacia abajo. A los pies del fraile, un
grillo preguntaba a fray Tomas.

—:Qué sucede? —dijo el grillo sin dejar
de agitar las antenas—. ;Nunca has visto
un grillo?

It was as if the voice rose toward him.
Where was that voice coming from?
Friar Thomas looked down. At the friar’
feet, a cricket spoke to Friar Thomas.

"What’s the matter?" the cricket asked,
without waving its antennae. "Haven’t
you ever seen a cricket?"
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Fray Tomas no pudo evitar que se le
cayera el libro de oraciones. El fraile
llevo las manos a la cabeza, después las
levanto hacia el cielo y exclamo, lleno
de admiracion:

—iAlabado sea Dios!

Friar Thomas couldn’t avoid the prayer
book falling from his hands. The friar
raised his hands to his head, then

he raised them to the heavens and
exclaimed, full of admiration:

"Praise the Lord!"
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—iAlabado sea Dios! —repitio fray
Tomas, que alzaba los brazos, abria las
palmas de la mano, cerraba los ojos—.
jAlabado sea pues solo Dios podia
conceder el maravilloso don del habla a
esta infima criatural!

El grillo pareci6 molesto al oir que lo
llamaban infima criatura. Agilmente salté
hacia atras. Levanto las antenas y se
encaro de nuevo hacia el fraile, al que
dirigio la siguiente pregunta:

—¢Dios? ¢Y quién es?

"Praise the Lord," repeated Friar
Thomas, who raised his arms, opened
the palms of his hands, closed his eyes.
"Praise the Lord, for only God could
grant the marvelous gift of speech to
this lowly creature!"

The cricket seemed upset on hearing
itself called a lowly creature. It took

a nimble leap backwards. It raised its
antenna and turned to once again face
the friar, and asked,

"God? Who is that?"
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Fray Tomas bajo las manos, tapandose
la boca. A continuacion se arrodillo. El
fraile, extendiendo los brazos hacia el
grillo, respondio asi:

—Por lo que veo, Dios no se te ha
revelado aun.

El grillo, que no habia comprendido la
respuesta, salté de nuevo hacia atras,
alejandose del fraile pero sin dejar de
mirarlo. Fray Tomas mostro las palmas
de las manos, en signo de amistad,
mientras tomaba la palabra para decir:

—Dios es tu Padre Creador. Todo lo ha
hecho El. Dios ha creado el mundo en
que vives, la Lunay el Sol, cuanto ves a
tu alrededor, todo lo que vive, incluido
td, a quien también Dios ha facultado
para hablar. Alabado sea.

Friar Thomas lowed his hands, covering
his mouth. Then he knelt. The friar,
extending his arms toward the cricket,
answered:

"From what I see, God has not yet
revealed himself to you."

The cricket, which had not understood
the answer, took another leap
backwards, separating itself from the
friar but without ceasing to watch him.
Friar Thomas showed the palms of his
hands, in the gesture of friendship,
while he took the opportunity to say:

"God is your Father Creator. He has
made everything. God has created the
world in which you live, the Moon and
the Sun, everything you see around you,
everything that lives, even you, who God
has also granted the capacity for speech.
May he be blessed."
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Esta vez el grillo salto hacia delante.
Bajo las antenas, acomodo las patas
traseras, apoyo el vientre sobre la tierra.
Cuando se sintio seguro hizo esta
pregunta al fraile:

—¢Dios ha hecho la lluviar

Fray Tomas, tras un instante de
aturdimiento, respondio mientras
componia una sonrisa:

—Si, El la hizo.

This time the cricket leaped forward.
It lowered its antennae, settled its rear
legs, rested its belly on the ground.
When it felt safe, it asked the brother:

"Did God make the rain?"

Friar Thomas, after a moment of
befuddlement, responded with a smile:

"Yes. He made it."
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El grillo dio otro salto. Agité una de las
antenas, luego la levanto y pregunto asi:

—Dios ha hecho los pajaros?

Fray Tomas respondio rapidamente,
mirando al grillo con benevolencia:

—Si.

The cricket took another leap. It waved
one of its antennae, then raised it and
asked:

"Did God make the birds?"

Friar Thomas answered quickly, looking
benevolently at the cricket:

"Yes."
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