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Doubt

After closing doors and windows
to lock out the storm

| saw

that |

was locked inside
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Motherhood

Setting up two pillars
on either side,

I thought,

when 1 fall

they will be a support.

| did not think

that | might go far ahead,

or, who knows,
perhaps, be left behind,
and, when | fall,

the two pillars

not be on either side.
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Mountain Pass

“Two steps“forward

and ten steps backward -

you imagine that you are moving,
you will neither move nor arrive.”
So you said.

Finally, now I agree.

Perhaps it is not too late.

You called me, each time. It was |
who was afraid. That was before
I learnt

That deciding is not hard,

finding courage is.

“You cannot live

by someone else’s understanding™
So you said

before you left me. It was

the darkness filled mouth

of a wild mountain’s womb

into which you turned and set out:
“This is your past. Return

What can | do here?”

Were the roads | had abandoned
cursing me,

that | found no way?

If, having come so far,

| had returned,

I would have had to cross

one road, perhaps this time,
against the flow.

I had told you: “The dim field paths
will take you some distance

and keep returning again and again.

it A 1

into the lonely forests,
there leave you alone.”
You did not argue.
“The bloody prints of your feet, wound/ed/
by sharp stones and thorny grass

will be all you can call a way.” /

You were silent...I mistook this
to mean you said yes. Silence
is not always agreement. Clever
disagreement is also silence.

After your setting out, ; /
| stood, irresolute. A long time. Then, %/:
none of my fears remained. This was
after | learnt s
that, alone, patience is hard, ey
not turning

and setting out.

Sand and wind conspire

on these roads

to leave no one’s footprints:

how comforting it is to know this.

Perhaps it is not too late. 3
Whatever is beyond the darkness <
Uncrossable valley or untouchable sky,

| will name it /
the L-u%—,,g, ;
il
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