     CO – WIVES’   CLIFFS,   INDIA

Above a rock-girt valley, stark and bare,

The precipice  was fanned  by rising air.

The two wives  of the farmer  far below

Sat at the brink, combing each others’ hair.

Glancing below, a scary thought was born.

“What if she pushes me?  I’d fall straight down,

Splattered  to  death  upon  the river - bed.

She’s often wished me dead.  If so,  I’ll  tie

My  sari  to  her  sari - end.          That way,

If I go,  she goes with me.   We’ll  both  die

Together.”

                              In the baking heat,  the air

Shimmered and shivered, fracturing the view

And  sense  and  reason.    To the other flew

The wicked thought:  “One push, one little push,

And  I’ll  be  free  at  last,  forever  more”.

The comb was still, the languid strokes were stilled,

And  it  was  done.     One fell, the other too,

Screaming and streaming in the rising wind.

Now they live on in fable,  old wives’  tales

Of  Samvat  Falls,  high in the Chiplun hills.
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