
A Music Is Made 

 

What and how 

Can I define 

And give a meaning 

When I look 

To the soft sunshine 

That illuminates 

My inner and outer world 

How can I give a name  

when music is made 

When sweet breeze 

Caresses the green branch 

Or when 

Flowers dance 

In the rhythm 

And the birds chirp 

 

In which note  

This music is played 

When in silence 

It is heard 

From thousand miles apart. 

In which name 

I shall call the cloud 

That wanders into the desert 

Drizzles for a traveler wearied. 

 

What name shall I call the drizzle 

That frees the music  



Held captive in the dungeon 

And give a chance to play again 

In the freedom 

Where sunshine,  

moon beam 

Birds and butterflies 

Even the tiniest life dance.  

 

I Am In My Mother’s Eyes 

 

Oh Mother 

I am 

That daughter of yours 

Who you see 

as capable for every thing 

You dream your unrealized dreams 

Through my eyes 

You see me as one 

Who progresses ahead 

Setting aside all hurdles 

My every success 

Becomes your pride. 

 

You say 

I am beautiful 

All Sarees look nice on me 

I also admit 

I can wear nicely 

All colour Sarees 

Be it of anger or anguish 



Neglect or intolerance 

I drape them 

So dexterously  

That I look beautiful to all. 

 

No, No,  

Perhaps I look beautiful to you 

You say 

Your daughter is beautiful 

You don’t know 

How much strength  

Is there in your words 

Only I know 

It is your love  

That are my weapons 

My power 

I dazzle in this light and 

I look beautiful  

So beautiful! 

 

Refugee  

 

There were fury, fire, bombs and bullets 

Army, terrorists, death and darkness 

No water, no food, only deadly dance of death 

They were leaving behind their dear homes and land 

Leaving their cattle, dogs pets and food orchards 

Their dreams shattered, they leave behind all treasure 

They had no time to collect them, no means to carry them 

 



Someone carrying his crippled son on his shoulder 

Some one carrying his old father and a baby clinging to his mother 

In their sunken eyes, fear writ large 

To an unwelcome fate they march towards 

Covering miles and miles through rough and tough terrains 

Some jumping into ferry to escape death 

But death encircling them from all sides 

Death waiting them in black waters of sea 

Orin hungry crocodile’s teeth 

Or in the congested refugee camp 

In disease, hunger and thirst 

Sometimes nature connives, when sun burns too hot 

And wind blows too cold 

Bereft of Home and Land 

They gain only a name of pain 

A refugee with a future uncertain 

As a civilized society with its stony heart just look on. 
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