Poem
by
Indu Jain

(Translated by Ruth Vanita)
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Invocation

Too long have I leant

on a worm eaten gate,
watching dew fall and dry
seed burn

red leaves turn brown,

too long searched for a door
in the winds,

located the moon

by the dogs’ howling,

Too long have I been a kite
tied to a string

a flag waving in a hand

too long gathered

raindrops falling from eagles’ beaks,

Come now,

while light

smiling behind black clouds,
descend, laughing playfully,
take me in your embrace—
laughing, set me on fire.
Heat flesh and marow

melt bone

make each hair a flame
each eyelash sparkler.

O bursting fire

I, like a black coal,

lie in a cold shell.

Open in with shining teeth.
Close your red lips.

Swallow and throw up again.
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Edge

The knife is sharp
Testing it

brings

blood and a sharp string.

I am glinting

like the water’s edge.
Don't feel it

with your finger.

I have just come off the wheel
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Firsts

I have peeped into my firsts

Smiles throb there

and quiver.

If I open my fist

the red parrot of laughter
will fly and sit

on your lips.

The sky will begin to sing.

Why do you not
take away your hand
from my fist?
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