
In Praise of Broomsticks With Names 

 

At the cubbyhole, the broom, just as it was left.  

A weak knot of jute yarn holds together, that  

which dies to war, to retort, to elope, to see the  

world, to be popular, no, reclusive, corrects the  

next, to bask under varied moonlit coconut leaf 

dreams—all brought to knee, to a common noun, 

to an autoimmune silence, obeisance, leaving just 

cryptic lattices of protest in the courtyard mud, to   

be rewritten by insignificant cat paws and rain  

fingers. Who sums us up better than this? 
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