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PART 1



Raven

For Buddha
In the garden between dawn a2 sunrise
There is a raven who will pec 1t e wav
But only for a price. It ruttles its e :-hers
Waiting for me...for my questic
But I can't walk past the two ¢ ~ling »gs
Guarding the gate. nce, its teeth grazed

My finger before I shut the gate, the blood
Darker than when I raise my hand to the sun.

You are sitting under the tree,

Your hand blocking your face as you don't want

Me to recognize you. I stare so hard until
You blur and become the raven flying away
With the rest of them--a black cloud over me.
After my father's death, I watched my brother
Weave the newspaper into the glasses,

Packing them into the trunk. They said,

We must be good, not give our mother trouble
Now that we are all she has; my hair ruffled
Like a crow's nest, and my brother said,
"How many eggs are you hatching"

But I couldn't pick up the baby bi

That had fallen from its nest, the [
Than my fist, the wrinkle skin bruised
On one side and the legs at an angle. The mother

Bird never came back even though I waited



By the stoop, the baby bir screeching.

I dropped a stone on its head, 1lood and f =
Slowly blackening like e newspaper print
On my fingers, the whor sharply de ined.

Your palm is raised as if inviting me

Within myself, telling me not tc
When I wake up in the dark, the
Chittering, the skv black, yet =«
And I climb the v , sitt: ; or

Di: 2ling on the ¢ r si 2, afre
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In a Cafe in Austin

On a warm October afternoon
After the rain has swept the street,

I sit in Les : 1is drinkir 1 juidt 3 [ 3

Trying to read Malraux ir 1¢

In the corner of the cafe, a young man reads K¢
There is a faint air of sadness about him,

As if he has had an unhappy love affair

And is trying to recuperate in a civilized way,
By spending time with the great g los »hers.
Behind me two students are & 3juin

About life and living.

At dusk candles are 1lit

And they flutter on every table.

His face, veiled by candlelight, flickers remote
Then the masses arrive dressed i Polo shi :s;
They smoke and drink Heineken.

He departs,

The jacket on his arm brushes against my 1 3.

I stir my cold espresso

And try to finish Provebhalassio Ao T lA-e

C.

y.






Siva's Dance

The linga has been bathed in coconut ¢ ,
Rinsed in milk--

The priests have said prayers over it

And the women have prostrated t emselves.

Worship, it seems, flourishes in re >r.

You push me over t .tar to place

The flowers you he : outside the temple.
Qutside there are crows cawing and stealing

Food, rows of slippers and shoes left unguarded
On the doorstep. And I feel brittle,

Like parchment, trying hard not to crumble,
Dragged by you here t e way the sun

Moving through the sky will drag the moc along.
We have been ending for some time now,

Trying desperately to keep what we cannot.

It was your idea to c¢ e pray to Siva, ask him

For a reprieve as if you are Kama
Whom Siva burnt and then reignited wit out his ody,

Bec >, he said, love is in the heart.

You are standing beside 2, your | woo |,
Begging for time arrested which will “ve

You a gift——of love, ife, death?

You will not say, not even to yourself, 3

Me and I say, flippantly, "Beware of wis



Coming true, you may lose your life too,"
Wishing that dreams can make a lighte window
From outside look like Siva's dance

Of creation ending into us.
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The Frog Prince

My eyes feel tired but I can't put th
Down. The hero follows her ste ping
A lamp post when she looks back vague
Then he crosses the street and preten
At a store window——the sun on the window

te

Like that day when it set 1

Into the pond. I threw the be

Into the water. You had to swim

To get it, your body almost green with algae.
You sprinkled water on me until I ran awe ,

And gave me the ball only if I pron sed

To eat with you, sleep with you.

The dog is sleeping next to me; he growls
Softly, probably dreaming of the frogs

He had chased in the back yard. The hero storms

Off because she is dancing with his rival,

And she cries on her friend's shoulder.

I pull my comforter up and the dog

Jumps on my bed and rests his head on 7 hips.
Sometimes, I want to crush you like the frog

Inside the dog's mouth, tt 1 :k

Twitching. You were in a restaur: ding
Her hand, the other twine on a w: ¢

And looked at me remotely until I y
Down the steps, into the street.







—
R

Until I slit the throat. Now it is still.

But the others, all they offer you flowers
That wilt in the heat. I, too, wou neer,
But see how good the lamb looks wit € od

Washing your feet. Knee ing, I kiss the

The blood on my lips blackens and dries s ¢ V.
The sun is merciless and it is good to rest

In your shade. You feel ¢ >0t , war

But also cool, and I wish you 11 « :r y hands
Gently, like flc r. I : coile around

You, liquefying in your gaze until there

Are only black spots, hoping you will rele :

I have children to provide for. But you shimmer
Disdainfully, and my feet trudge

Through the heat-soake dirt returning homeward.
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Someone has placed white flowers around it;

They glisten, remotely.

You feel so cold, hard and unmoving,

And I need you intertwining me, teasing me to sleep.
I am so tired of walking the l¢ 2 col lestones,

Turning and turning towards

My face, shadowed, lost in your third e

The dogs are lurking outside we ting fc e,

But you don't care, you dance out 1 ere the treet
Scattering seeds downward.

Finally you, the 1lo1 of s« 5, S 2¢ to create

New worlds, material without being real.

And I am left sitting in an empty room
Staring at closed shutters and whitewashed w _1s.

I long for my lament at nightfall to be a love song
Caressing my hair, quickening me...

My love, let me show you my sea shells—~a prince
Gave them to me for releasing the spell he was under.






The driver cursing and the darkness slips

Back on containing me.
And what I had seen a few streets back

Recedes into the past as if coated

With the blood from the oil puddle s bt
Dark red--it has become har an t

Like a seed, waiting on the edge, il th
In her dusk world when Ade arries again,

And I don't know for what.

(&)
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On my finger absorbing the bloo whe the knife
Slipped. When I wash it, I can see the lesh
Sliced neatly. But Sita didn't betray her hus 1ind;
The boat rocked too hard and I opped the doll.

If T can reach down, down into > white san

That drifts silently over the d 1

When the oars churn the wate: I « 1
The stillness..."It's the 1y gs

My mother tells me. e ' e lows

The doll' ] di1 ss d 3 ws sniff her,

Curious, one even goes under her dress
And comes out through the neckline.



PART 11
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A SEQUENCE

For My Father
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Siva's Boon

You collected her husband's soul

That afternoon in the forest

Riding on your white bull,

A cobra, hooded, coiled arour your v i:
The way you came to col ect =« father's sot
When the afternoon sun burnisned the trees.
I wanted to run after you, beg y¢

Not to take him away, I cried instead.

Bt she followed you, her footfalls soft

Over the fallen leaves and moss,

Thorns tearing her clothes, almost losing you
When the bull walked faster. You were impressed
By her fidelity and told her she could ask

For a boon but not for her husband,

While the cobra eyed her unblinkingly.

She asked for her father—-in-law's eye-sight,
But still her footsteps echoed behind you.
When we were at the national forest

I waited for you under the trees,

Straining to hear your bull's slow footsteps,
To beg you to give me back my father.

Tired of her following you, you gave her
Another boon and she asked for a ¢ d

To ke » av y the lor .i1 ., You e

That afternoon, whil] t! imn  lowly b €
The overhead leaves into gleaming silver,
Afterwards, her husband. In the picture

You were smiling, not looking fierce anymore.



too, would follow ¥y«

I promised myself I,
k my father

Until you gave me bac
And he will smile with his moutl
The way my sister's does. It be
And cold, and the snake that sli
Scared me so much. They had to

And my motl r scolded me for ¢ |
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White FlOWers

he tree by
€Trnoon ywhy
maginary t

In the aft

the wa ]
It ig an i

le our Mothey

& eeps,
Tee house,
And 1 climbed the higt st c .
The flowerg close for the pe
And the leaveg whep broken
Have 3 milky white fluid.
When ye Moved ipntg the pe house
We a1t 8athereg aroung th clay pot
To watch the milg boil Over T good luck
Y Parentg were holdlng hang
Faying thag MYy fathey! Cancer
Would Stay in remlssion Then
Scatterlng milk and
Throwinp

he diegq
milk 4 ot boiy ¢ ar,
And 1 Pluck the flowers and Watch
The Perfecyt dropg of miyy Pool the
And faliy to the Broungd o)
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In Loving Memory

glare 1is like a leaf bur .ng,
curling into itself, the veins cre: y,
Definite, in the ash—-leaf--grey as the ress
Jith the blue border >u wore for a year.

1y was @ road ende , V¢ sai .
put 1 like the road before the cemetery,

This white

The trees a green tunnel, cool and dark,

with the sounds of the cicadas.

At the gravesite, you make me kneel

On the rough cement border and pray for his soul
The words a litany. You place the flowers, ,
Already wilted from the heat, carefully

In the embedded vase. The air is thickened
With water. My knees hurt, but I stay still
Watching you rake the weeds, pour
The water from the disused can we had carried
Trom the gate. The flowers flop down,
The stems too long for the vase. Your face

Is half turned away and 1 don't k

What to say-—so 1 continue the st ure
And you f£i1 L1y join me. Our 1i- ve .
And the cicadas seem loud, their A

Lost among each other. The tears run

Down your face and fall to the ground




As if they are drops of water ¢ 2ansing him

Of his sins, keeping the fires from immolating
Him. I brush away the grit; vy skin,
Pockmarked from the cement, feels raw.
We take a different route back and y he¢
My hand. My shirt feels :t, a most cool.



Returning

I hug you, not letting you leave,
My back jammed on the door,
Whe >u tell me it 1S time,
Af, of going back to S.

If 1 can handle your comif
As if you are not under the rose

and
1¢
¢

I planted on your grave.
You say you want to g0 boating,
Every year in April. 1 would be

So I could pick the wa

ter lilies——
t my mother

w
m

ike we used to
you to stop

later threw away.

Great bunches of them tha
th yellow stamens

They were light purple wi

Bruising so quickly.

Then we went under the
The nesting birds—-my O
To catch them, standing i
Like flies around our ears.
Once a baby sparrow fell into the

bridge dis
lder broth

We almost »>st an oar trying to T
And my brother wiped it with his
Then with yours and let it go-

But you didn't when that exotic b
With red and yellow feathers flew

You put it in a cage W

n the boat,

turt 3
3

er ¢ 5 tried

the sparrowvs

water,

eacue 1it,
t archief,

ird

in throuy wit ow.
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As if you had laid yourself down among the trees
And become one of the¢ , thick brown trunks

That contain you like a barrow. My y

Bounces off the trees and echoes amc t ¢ :hes
As if you are hidden within self. see
Myself becoming you, the same walk, aring
Into space and the quietness like s:
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The other perfectly the way the scales
Hold the grain, golden, 1d the skull in the ce :er
Cannot see it. She cried on the way home,

Worried the bird will not go to heave
And finally slept on my father's lap.
Her sweat-soaked hair gently, the ve as

)

> st e

On his hands ridged and blue as the rosarv
Twined on them during the funere , f

Mosaic, and bare y he d oge er. er
Cries year 1later finding the n»ictu;

And her holding the bird as i 2mo1
Like grain, turns the wheel tumbling
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Furrows
You don't look up when that g
His choice as if you had kno t
Your fing rs furrow the earth maki L )

i

And winding, t! t disay ears into
In the firelight, the veins seem 1
Your hand. You tell me, he chose -

And not the arrow because he ! Lt himself

To be a female. Breaking the pot, he uses

A shard to scratch himself between his thighs

Until blood runs down his legs, and throws the shard
Into the fire. I did not tell my mot r

Of the blood on the sheets, like a di penny,

Afraid the bleeding will not stop until I am dead.
The women bring him back dressed in a golden skirt,
The shoulder-length hair bound with flowers,

Once, I showed you the flowers I had stuck

In my hair and you pinned a fallen daisy.

"Like a bride," you said. "May I have this dance?"

You use the discarde ar: w to te the grooves
Deeper as if you don't want me to follow y
"This path can be walked only once," you say,
But your fingers trace the arrow, curving

And doubling back, until I cover them with n ne

And they slip away. The young girl's head
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Is modestly down when the women hold the white

Cloth she had used to wipe hers th.
If I cast a shard of clay with 2 j
Into the fire, then sand it unt :h
Is only a memory and offer it t y¢
Teach me to waltz like the ast i bare
Feet while the dog slept under the t: le?
"This ] th is n : »>r you,”" vou sav
As if you had watched you t ,

1 g

Hiding in the shadows while the me
Themselves. Then you walked over to make
A Comment, to make sure the walls were smooth, even.
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Gutted, falters in the wick. "I closed his eyes
With two coins,” he said as if his voice

Had caught you leaving and couldn't make y¢
Stay--the scarred body crumbling like the wal
With weeds growing between the bricks.
The words reordered still fall into i

<
=

And become a litany within me so that
Is my own voice returning 1e way the ¢
Orgets, the eyes never blinking,
Tn the hard sunshine after the n i
te long angul:¢ body, , 587
His frijend's "I'm >rr wa)

sees
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On your arm. Caught, it flutters in my ¢ >pe
Hands uyptig you make me let : go

And it rests on the lemon tree. e = 111
Black ballsg sticking to the underside
Of the leaves, you tell =, are :ter ly eggs.

But the fruit is bitter.

I roll the rock bac , in
The tunnel completely so th:
Will not reach it. The Mad
At me, her eyes kin B
What she has, with «
And a mouth that tu;

3
1





