Sadat

The sphinx and the pyramids
By Cleopatra’s Nile

Watch in stolid silence
Cairo’s rank and file

Most weeping, angry, crying
Their Nobel man is dead
Lest we wax complacent

Did terror raise its head

Merchants of destruction

By power and passion driven
An uneasy, fitful peace

Have by this deed now riven

I did not know Sadat

His past, nor his beginnings
Nor, indeed, the lawfulness

Of how he gained his winnings

Nor do | pretend to know

How to clear the cancer

Of broken peace in the Middle East
Or who may have the answer

To this age-old storm of hate

This war of gods and -isms

Surely, tho, dealing death, we know,
Will not span the schisms



