THE QUESTION

Monsoon greased the streets with wet leaves.

I came searching for a bone, an answer.

I hid behind a faceless mask. 

No feeling, tears, smile.

I would not react 

to any curse or blessing hurled my way.

Proud old Hindu, he squatted on the staircase

to the silken household.

He did not deign to give my question, like a counterfeit coin,

more than his teeth.

I ached and shivered. Why was this so hard?

Did I have a devil’s face?

No one I want to know 
imposes, he pronounced

eyes grazing the brown oily street beyond
such inquiries as these.

Old men are old. Do not ask them.

Old women do not answer questions.

The no-mask slipped,

anger rouging my face.

My heart drooped, disconsolate.

How many rats must drown

in sacrificial gutters, I wanted to know, 

before a single soul’s eyes are opened?

That was all. My question regarded the living soul.

I have traveled all around the world to find out –

each dawn, more dead rats,

more blind souls.

