Moonligh Sonata
—for Dorothy Pamelia Sa

This how I remember her
I'm sitting under the baby grand
on the dwood floor
the Forest Street house
and Nana is playing “Moonlight Sonata”

I see her from the knees c?v‘n_guly .

she’s wearing a simple on print housedress
and her favorite cardigan sweater

she’s taken off her slippers

so her stockinged feet can better feel

the action of the polished pedals

she works them with a contrapuntal urgency
that supports the swelling arpeggios o

and sustains the delicate emb

anced by the miracle of composition
sported on a dream of overtones

she’s shaking with th

d from my secret place I know
Nana is smiling that shy, determined s
for she knows the music will outlive her
and she will live forever.

—Wayne Lee
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