Ali Almazmy
Who Is Left of Me?

A scream in the light

and seas gushing from their meanings
ripped my hope into pieces,

casting it into frenzied alienation.

I have not tasted knowledge,
but I was cast from my heaven.
I have not kissed the serpent,
but temptation bit me.

Exhausted, I walk

in shoes filled with cities,

a bird doomed to crawl.

The branch that sheltered me
broke upon my mother’s grave.

If I were small enough,
I would have hidden myself in a traveler’s wallet.

If I were a prayer for travelling in the souls of mothers ...

The night, which watched me
when I stained the desert with my tears

and lamented the death of a thunder-scratched soul,
smiled in a cloud heavy with my cares,
dragging them naked across the asphalt.

“Who am I?” I wondered,
staring at a star dying in the light.

“How much is left of me?”
I have become more variable.

The raven of confusion

buries what is left of my ashes.

The mirror of nature did not recognize my face,
nor did its hands bathe me.

It showed my alienation,

the footsteps of absence,

and my shroud that had been rolled up by the migrations.

The sun came down

before the arrival of despair,

scorching

that scar that I will one day call my identity.
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