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] MAESTRA VIDA (Life The Teacher)

‘ 1 went to your school, without even knowing why T went.
In your halls I found a thousand wavs and paths to take;
{ And I understand alot, and then again, I understand hothing at all,

Life = the teacher, my friend - Yau glve, you take, you take, you give!

I pass through days of sun, of light, and also of héavy rains;
I pass through cloudy nights, and clear nights of bright moons,

I pass by being pos#tive, I pass by being negative,

i and I have my doubts,
and between the laughter and the 50rrows,

I look for the pgkhms and reasons.
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Life, the teacher of injustiqes and of justices,

of kindness, and of maliceﬁ(

Yet, I don't reach an understanding of you!

Life, the teacher who sometimes forgives, and other times gives no pardons;
I'm searching between the hours for the mirror of time,

in order to see your sentiments, and thus understand you,

And 1 saw the thorns, and the roses,

I saw the death of loved ones, I saw beauty.

I was a witness to wickedness, and to war.

I saw the good of this land, and I saw the hunger, and the misery;
And between the drama and the comedy,
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between the water and the fire,
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or at times when I am hopelessly sad,

and never if I am happy.

And I remember God first only in the moment when I feel death coming,

The gratitude doesn't last long for that which we have in our hands,

as soel as $he Fain -ﬁv}d,; ‘

one forgets the suffering.

And I have friends, acquaintances, and enemies;

lovers that have wanted me, and others who refuse to see me.

I have stood in front of death, and in it's eyes 1 saw sincerity,
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and with fear inside of me, I finally {(ix
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And now.nothing is certain, .
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death is the messenger that cecmes in the last hour,
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andﬁqou have no tlmq ~ not for love, not for money
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to see if Txfind answers hefore the hour of my death,
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Cﬁﬁégu&d I ang&%}re51gn1ng myselfAthls fatal reality.

- Life - the teacher, my friend - You give, you take, you take,
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you give!



