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His eye is on the sparrow, so I know He thinks of me

Late summer, late afternoon, late light. I am 
sitting in my swivel-chair, mildly distracted to 
something־or־another, sipping from my 
goblet, looking out into the patio through 
sliding glassdoor panels. Out of the corner of 
my eye I thought I saw a small object dead fall, 
obscured behind my butterfly chair, onto the 
brick.
Instantly I became aware: could it have been 
one of my sparrows? The registering was 
because I had lost one several weeks before, 
discovered in the morning. I then saw a 
sparrow fly down to the hidden location and 
immediately take-off. Then a leaf fell, 
fluttering to pretty much the same spot. I was 
relieved. But not really. Enough to put it out 
of my mind for the time being.
The next morning the incident bothered me 
again. And, in looking, I saw what appeared to 
be the body. Several hours later, in filling my 
soupbowl birdbath a short distance away, my 
worst fears were confirmed. And I was 
immobile.
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