Translation from Los Sonetos De La Muerte

From that frozen niche 
I will bring you back to the summer lands
where they did not know I slept
 dreaming upon your pillow.

I will lay you in the warm earth
with the tenderness of a mother for her sleeping child.
For the earth becomes your cradle
for your fragile form.

Then you shall be dust, that covers the land and the roses
In the moonlight, motes of your sparkle,
in the shadows, you are imprisoned.

I shall not stay and sing my vengeance
when that honour belongs to none of us,
that dispute the provenance of your bones
