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Many Poems Nestle Inside Houses

Many poems nestle inside houses.

Like this woman with a sad, crumbling face
her soft saree mocking her every move
coming apart at leisure.

I think of how someone must have loved her
as a baby

caressed her baby toes, skin, hair.

They say:

She comes from a rich home

but married the wrong man

a dried up stick who cannot understand

the poem lingering on her face.

They say:

Hurt has made her barren

though actually she loves children.

They say:

She is a healer.

She even healed her mother-in-law’s cancer.
They say:

She sleeps little.
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Some nights she wanders through the run-down garden
looking for a peace that the day does not bring her.
They say:

She speaks to no one.

In fact, she stopped speaking years ago.

Sometimes the poem sitting in that crumbling old house
urges me to knock

at the door

and touch her face.

Each day every day

| pass the house.

| just pass by.



