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	KALI: THE DESTROYER OF TIME

	 

	 

	“Kali is the Liberator; Kali gives protection to those who know her. Kali is the Terrific One, the Destroyer of Time. As the Dark Shakti, Kali is space, air, fire, water and earth. Kali performs all the physical needs of Shiva. She is the Possessor of the Sixty-Four Tantric Arts that increases the Joy of the Lord of Creation. Kali is the Pure Transcendental Shakti. Kali is the Night of Darkness!”

	KALIKA PURANA
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THE BLACK ONE

	 

	 

	Hell had arrived on Earth in the form of the Great Demon, Raktabija, who was determined to destroy all life on the planet in a frenzied rampage of destruction. For me, he was the “Beast”, out to claim the world for himself; a kingdom he could call his own, to show off to his followers. Fear pervaded the minds of everything and everyone that came into his presence. The whole of Nature shuddered at his name and wilted at his touch. Raktabija was the king of the Asuras, the dark forces of chaos, intent on causing as much harm in the world as humanly possible. The Asuras were archenemies of the Devas, the opposing force of light, and planted seeds of negativity in the mind of the human race. From the physical realm of space and time, of power and egos, Raktabija could easily take control of the realm that connected the upper and lower worlds. Entry to heaven and the underworld could be gained through the herd-like mentality of humans that blocked the way to the soul and our true being. The world was at his mercy and the Devas were weak in power and spirit.

	I thought all was lost.

	Raktabija is a giant horned figure: a red-skinned beast wearing a blood-red cloak. He has a lion’s tail, talons for feet, and tusks protruding from the sides of his mouth. He wields an iron club, smashing his way across the land and spreading his hate and pollution ever southwards into the Indian subcontinent. 

	Softly at first, I called out her name to come and save us: it was almost a whisper, gently inviting her into my thoughts, ‘Kali’ … ‘Kali’. Then I got louder: ‘Kali, Great Mother Goddess of Earth, Black Goddess of Death, and Queen of the Devas.

	 

	Kali … Kali,

	Come and save our souls.’

	 

	Between the Beast and I were the Devas: the gods and goddesses riding tigers and throwing spears into the flesh of the great demon. They watched in horror, as each drop of blood transformed into a clone of Raktabija the moment it hit the ground. There was no stopping the great forces of evil, of fear and hate, of glamour and control. The Devas began to retreat, as the Great Beast and his army of clones continued to advance and began to spread east and west, deeper into the Indian subcontinent.

	All was lost.

	There was a great rumble of thunder and the ground shook, stopping Raktabija in his tracks. A deafening silence followed, which made me feel a little light-headed for a moment. The skies grew dark, putting the world into shadow—a kind of twilight realm, causing the wildlife to settle and fall into a deep sleep—but I and a few others remained awake and alert to the events that were about to unfold. The dark, primordial, divine feminine power of the Universe had just arrived.

	 

	‘Hail Kali Warrior Queen.’

	 

	It is said that Kali was born from the head of her “sister”, Durga, a fierce warrior and one of the five goddesses that, together, comprise Shakti. Shakti is the ultimate feminine force of the universe, and alongside Kali and Durga are the beautiful, luck-giving Lakshmi, the motherly Sarasvati, and caring Parvati. Kali is the personification of death and destruction and has black or dark blue skin; four arms; a third eye in the centre of her forehead; long, black, matted hair; and a blood-red tongue hanging from her lips. Not only does Kali slay her enemies, but she also destroys negative energy, outgrown ideas, and dark memories. She has a keen focus on the future, with positive thoughts and fresh ideas to improve on what went before. As the Goddess of Time, Kali controls the passing of the seasons: the cycle of new life in the spring, the growth of energy in the summer, the maturity of autumn, and the winter rest.

	Kali swept down from the heavens, through the dark clouds that hid the eyes of the Sun and stood on the ground in front of me. She was naked, apart from a skirt of human arms and a garland of severed human heads. In one hand she was armed with a spear, and another held a skull, while the two lower hands held a large clay bowl. Her knees were bent, ready to leap into action, as Raktabija restarted his advance towards the goddess. His giant club was held high in one hand, ready to thump his enemy to kingdom come, and he held a shield in the other to wallop whatever got in his way. Kali lets out a shriek of death, leaps at the demon, and stabs him repeatedly with her spear until there is a good amount of blood to sweep into her bowl and gulp down. The bowl is constantly refilled with the demon’s blood, until the god of chaos’ veins are empty. Then Raktabija is swallowed whole, in one bite, before Kali quickly eats all the clones that followed in the demon’s wake. The world is saved from annihilation, and humanity can breathe a sigh of relief. Hail Lady Kali, the Great Mother, Goddess of Change and Renewal.

	Kali is very much like Ereshkigal, the Babylonian Goddess of Death and Destruction, in destroying old and outdated forms so that new and fresh energies can be given life. However, where Ereshkigal can be soft and gentle at times, Kali is the cold and dark who cools things down when it’s too hot and shades the light when it’s too bright. What at first appears to be negative can also be something positive or helpful. These powers are opposing dualities, where balance is the key to the source of our being that the Hindus called Brahmin. From Brahmin came the trinity of super gods: Brahma, Vishnu, and Shiva. The Creator, the Preserver, and the Transcender, whom I prefer to understand as the Transformer or Renewer, giving life after death. Without death, everything will stand still and stagnate.

	Each god had a consort: a wife and queen; Brahma had Sarasvati, Vishnu had Lakshmi, and Shiva was married to the triad of Parvati, Durga, and Kali. These five goddesses make up the superpower feminine force of Shakti, the vibrant goddess of bliss, who connects Earth with heaven and the finite with the infinite. Shakti drives the transformation of matter into spirit in a process known as the kundalini, which will be explored in a later chapter. Shakti is about pleasure: a trait that’s part of all her facets. 

	However, with the taste of victory and Raktabija’s rage flowing through her veins, and drunk on his blood, Kali fell into a trance and began a frenzied dance of death across the land, destroying everything and anything that got in her way. When Kali drank the demon’s life-force and ate his body, she had also ingested his merciless destruction and was now out of control, threatening to destroy the whole planet with her thunderous dancing.

	I thought all was lost (again).
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