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ALL POETRY IS PROTEST

Desperately Seeking India 

In Delhi
Without a visa 
In Madras 
An Aryan spy 

Kashmir's no vacation 
They tell me it's a nation 
And Punjab wants to die
 
In Bombay 
I'm an invader 
In Assam 







Gandhi and the Tree

Gandhi was walking in the sun 
That had survived Naokhali. 

‘Come, have some rest.’ 
Gandhi turned back: 
It was a shady tree. 
‘You? It is not yet time 
For me to rest’, replied Gandhi.
 
The tree complained: ‘The world
Is in a hurry. I have grown old, 
No more do I flower nor bear fruit: 
Even birds have abandoned me’ 
‘Don’t worry’, Gandhi said, 
‘you are waiting for the axe 
and I, for the bullet’. 

‘Don't say that’, the tree was in 
agony, 
‘someone will need that shade’. 
The memory of spring escaped the 
tree 
as a sigh. 







ALL POETRY IS PROTEST







Mediterranean 

 

     1

 A bright red boat

Yellow capsicums

 

Blue fishing nets

Ochre fort walls

      2

 Sahar's silk blouse

gold and sheer

 

Her dark black

kohl-lined lashes

 

     3 

A street child's

brown fists

 

holding the rainbow

in his small grasp

      4

 My lost memory

white and frozen

 

now melts colour

ready to refract

- Sudeep Sen












