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			Sonnets for a Missing Key

			SONETOS PARA UNA TONALIDAD PERDIDA

		

	
		
			sonetos

		

	
		
			ENGLISH

		

	
		
			A Minor

			

1

			


			Knock, bang, clang against

			the retentive stillness of the wood.

			The shapes fall away from the core,

			the thing becomes a thing.

			


			2

			


			What comes so often never

			comes as something new, the mind

			perceiving only what it conceives, the mind

			always behind itself, as I am behind you.

			


			3

			


			Even the plants die only

			after death, brittleness and brown

			clinging to that former condition.

			


			The trees are now black, yet water

			finds the ground at those roots, still

			good, but too late.

			


		

	
		
			B ♭ Major

			



			1

			


			The thrill of it all, setting sail,

			years away, might as well deliver

			the letters ourselves upon return, icy letters

			soaked with, overwhelmed with blood.

			


			2

			


			We project deities onto the night

			sky, drawings of mammals in the stars,

			sketches of crabs, of scorpions

			because they scare us.

			


			3

			


			We are the lot that would be explorers,

			if the night wouldn’t fall so dark,

			if the ice storms would turn in

			


			on themselves, behave as we would behave,

			if we had the trades behind us,

			understanding our prayers.

		

	
		
			F♯ Major

		

	
		
			




			1

			


			Call me to some day that it yours,

			that refuses to resist your counting,

			as near as the bark of dogs and trees,

			but again and again coming round.

			


			2

			


			When I believe finally that I am grasping

			it, it lets go and withdraws what is most yours.

			I am rendered free, dismissed, where

			the thought of us had once been welcomed.

			


			3

			


			I hold as if for both of us, waiting,

			too old for what is too young, too young

			for what has yet to be.

			


			We, quiet the minutes, the day,

			At last the branch and bough, the sweet

			wind pushing us, as time.

		

	
		
			G Major

			

1

			


			What comes, comes, fortune notwithstanding,

			standing with the glorious overflowings

			of fate and stone and parapets where,

			until now, we have not stood.

			


			2

			


			Brave bells ring through the mornings,

			bang against the dull, uninspired hillsides,

			column after column of living marble,

			marking limits of this temple.

			


			3

			


			Today we will eat more than we have,

			but only in a hurry, out of boredom,

			the night falling only to await the bells.

			


			Some kind of dark frenzy, traces,

			curves a flight toward daybreak,

			toward us, perhaps only as thought.
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