Sparrows

This morning I saw a sparrow
on a thin stalk of yellow corn,
the only plant adorning

the seaside hotel.

The sparrow cleaned itself ;
the stalk shook.

Another sparrow came ;

the stalk bent.

A third sparrow ;

the stalk bowed quickly.
Then suddenly,

and in unison,

the three sparrows took off,
leaving the hotel.

And under my shirt

a thousand sparrows

shivered.

Saadi Youssef (b. 1934)

translated from the Arabic
by Khaled Mattawa.

L4

dlas

stas (515 5all & juail Zluall 134
o) i s ) Aanl Addy slu e o)<

(s oad) Gl Ley o 3 s

Audi Calayy ) giianll

g Sl

o 8 ) shae

Jaad (3l

dakaliaa o sl

A piliasll julat ¢ 3as) g dadady g ¢ Blad
gl Baadll e Baxise
silanl) CaYT i i amndd Jiad

3

it e (G AR

4

From “Without an Alphabet, Without a Face, poems by Saadi Youssef” Graywolf Press, Minnesota, 2002. Reprinted by permission
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