The Night of Truth

I am Nayak and have a dream
[ am Bonandes and have another dream

I march over reflections of me in lake
I march under images of me between earth and sky

War drums boom-boom-boom inside me
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With machete I hack me to death
and chop off fingers and hands of me T

I gut me like a goat
I cut the throat of me like a chicken

I gang rape me
I starve to death while cooking for me

Nightmare drums beat louder inside me
Corpses of me wander around me

I cut off my testicles and stuff them into my mouth
Voices within cry out to avenge me for killing me

[ marinade and barbecue me on a stick
Suddenly drums within me are silent

I am from the same clay as Bonandes
I am from the same clay as Nayak

If I am to be
I must forgive me

[ bury me
I rise
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survival in The Grapes of Wrath and in the songs and life of fellow Okie, Woody Guthrie. Calokie
has been published in the anthologies, An Eye For An Eye Leaves The Whole World Blind, Poems




