KALI

I am the dust of mummies

I am the ash of avatars

The foam on the waves

Of the seas of the breaths

Of my fathers.

I am the silence between

The signs of the deaf

Carving the amulets

Of their subtle amnesia

On the heart

Of our forgetfulness.

I am the genie

Bottled in the flame 

Of generation

Drinking the ambrosia

Of our forgotten beginnings—

Intoxicating myself with the agony

And orgasmry

Of the bellows 

That incinerates generation—

It is silence and the sounds

That produce wisdom.

1996

