EL CHEPE

On the El Chepe to Los Mochis

A station almost out of "Once Upon A Time In The West"
It smells of tar oil and diesel

Sunset melting into the dust of the train window

The train wheezes through the Sierra Madre
Carriages full of caballeros, grannies and beasts
Children in rags sell

tacos, "Delicados" and coffee

Kitchen fires in front of shanties

Burros stare stoically at the train

Quite a few ravines threatening to devour us like monsters under
a Tortilla-Moon

On the El Chepe to Los Mochis

Only Mexicanos and two gringos on board here
Chickens sticking their heads out of cages
Aren't much different from us, really

Desperados under hats

Drinking and smoking in carriages from before the war
Snoring under a thousand bags

While many a bridge bends under the train

To every beggar his peso

Which is respectfully given to him

Couples singing on the track, even though the train
Has broken down for half a day

El rio fluye sin cesar

Ya no se puede ir atras
guarda la memoria

es lo unico que queda ...

It's been a while, that journey

Long gone desperados and beasts

Whilst on today's Chepe you're quietly
Served on fine china or in long-drink glasses



No more knife fights

And no more caballeros

Instead it's bunjee jumping today
in the copper canyon and ten thousand more selfies...

On the El Chepe to Los Mochis

Sunken worlds are the only things that remain
Passengers on the platform

A few get off and a few get on

El rio fluye sin cesar

Ya no se puede ir atras
guarda la memoria

es lo unico que queda ...
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