Yusuf, the Lost
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In the street, words are raining,

¢ r};.\:u = \J AL JK
[ see the passage of words,
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In the cells of my brain.
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I dress,
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[ go to the street,
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With my basket.
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A woman smiles behind the window,
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With a dog in her arms,
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She draws the curtain.
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I cross the street.
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Passerby,
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In my basket,
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[ have no fruit but your gaze.
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Ah, the word found its way.
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What a strange event!
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[ must bring a new language,
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To name myself.
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In the street, words are raining,
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A woman sings:
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“Joseph, lost, will return to Canaan — grieve not.”
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A woman with loosened hair, and damp with sweat, runs.
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[s she the same woman who sings?
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Where is Canaan?
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From the sky, words are raining,
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People run, they gather the words.
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I see.
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What a strange event!
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Madam, the eye will go blind, because of sin.
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The grocer of the neighborhood says.
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The eye?
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Yes, madam!
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Ah, I ask questions.

What a strange event!
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On the sidewalk I think. I see. I speak.
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Passerby,
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In my basket, except your gaze,

Pl ) o saa
I have no fruit.
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“Grieve not... grieve not,”
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A woman sings,
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“With loosened hair, and damp with sweat, she runs.”
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Ah, I hear.
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What a strange event!
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Passerby, was Joseph your friend?

No.
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The woman who sings, is she searching for Joseph?
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Will Joseph return?
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Can one believe the poem?
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Here is Canaan.
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The time is four-thirty in the morning.
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All are searching for Joseph.
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A woman sings:
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“Grieve not... grieve not.”
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In the street, still, words are raining.
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[ return home.
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With a basket full of words.
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