
I keep listening to George Harrison

chanting in Sanskrit until a wanderlust

for Gujurat pounces on me like a

litter of loose lion cubs. I am

simultaneous: smitten and stricken,

enamored and terrified. I am

walking through intentions of passport

acquisition and frequent flyer‘s remorse.

I was once a tiny monk, maybe eight

lives old. I was wrapped in mango robes

freshly spun from my mother’s loom.

I was walking contemplation, a view

from the eye at the top of the head.

I was once a black-haired woman

bent at the well for water. Mustard

flowers surrounded her head, held

the threads of her shawl mended to

gether, the colors illuminated her charity.

I was once the vessel she held,

the one that gathered the water. Om

Asato Maa Sadgamaya ll Om shantih:

shantih: shantih: ll She was refreshment

near the banks of the Ganges,

I was that old tin can.
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