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Not tall, nor tan, nor young, nor lovely, 

Wheeled through hospital doors;
The weary ensemble walked away

At the coda, “Tom” Jobim was no more.

 

O cantor terminou sua canção de amor. 
E sua respiração abraçou os planetas*. 
 

Elegant, graceful, 

Sentimental yet tasteful, 

That one melody, 

Now has been sung. 

 

And left in his wake, 
Mimics, fakes, and music

Eternally young. 

 

------

 

*(The singer ended his love song. 
And his breath carressed the planets.) 

