


THE CAVES

Wagh Jai, the Tiger Goddess, is appeased 

Even today by coins thrown from the cabs

Of lorries toiling up the steep ghat roads

That follow still the ancient trading routes

Littered with microliths.    In ancient days, 

It was a sacrifice of blood she claimed

To guarantee safe passage through the hills. 

This was abhorrent to the Buddhists, who

At every bloody crossroad, stayed to preach 

And teach a gentle kum-kum substitute

For living sacrifices.   In the rains

They camped in rock-cut caves above these shrines, 

Exhorting all by holy word and deed

To love and reverence all living beings. 

Their rock-cut monasteries stand today

Empty and silent, on now-barren hills, 

Marvels of skill and architecture still, 

Now home to wandering hikers like ourselves 

Who shelter overnight in these dark cells.  

Awed by their stark and starlit mystery, 

Beneath the rock-ribbed barrel-roofs we feel

A peace that lingers still, for all to feel. 

October 13, 1992




Almitra

