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The Tree Whisperer  
 
My friend stands outside the window, 
prisoner of the earth; jailor of a million dreams. 
 
I knew she was a woman the first time I saw her, 

I had asked how old she was 
But she didn’t know— 

no one had kept track of the years she grew on the hillside; 
days melting into night, months stretching into years went unnoticed. 
She was nourished by umbilical cords that grew stronger with age. 

She survived;  
she thrived. 
 

We bonded as we shared a silent conversation every morning over a cup of tea, 
Her long, wispy fingers almost touching mine as they rested on the balcony rail.  
We watched the sunset together, 
 smiling in unison as bright orange rays tried to escape the indigo net cast by the sky. 
Nights were never lonely as she was right outside the window, 

a dark silhouette on tiptoes, reaching high to catch a moonbeam or two. 
 
She stood tall and proud— 

like a Rajput princess who had set herself ablaze, year after year 
to mourn the passing of summer, her paramour; 

summer winds scattered parts of her body to all corners of the earth. 
Maybe she was Sati, Shiv’s consort, in another time, 
her entire body begetting life till winter petrified her with an icy wand— 

her bare bones left standing, soulless,  
a brown Persephone waiting to break free of the shackles of death. 
 
I know all about trees— 
It takes a woman to know others of her lot. 
We walk the rocky road together and alone— 
memories of tiny triumphs dot the barren passage, 
serving ladles of piping hot hope. 
 
The tree outside my window can’t talk. 
But there was a time when she could. 
She was Philomel in some birth,  

forever silenced from speaking the truth. 
She knows she’s not the only one to have had her tongue severed, 

It’s a cross she bears for all womankind. 
 
She stands petrified, braving dark winds of humanity gone mad, 
a survivor who knows how lucky she is to be alive. 
She dreams of a world where she won’t be afraid to run free of the earth, 
leaves blowing with abandon, roots kicking up a dust of pirouettes.  



 
 
I am her, and she me— 
our identities entwined  
as we walk the eternal cycle of life, hand in hand— 
in triumph and defeat, 
in joy and pain, 
together and alone. 
 
 

***  

 

Requiem for the Undead  

 

The dirge of dogs 

rips through the steel shroud of night. 

 

In a city of ghosts 

no one dares  

to challenge living gods 

as their gleaming steel chariots 

speed over bodies broken. 

No one cares 

as tiny dreams lie splattered in blood. 

 

The dirge of dogs 

rips through the steel shroud of night, 

howling adieu 

to the dead. 

 

We, the undead wail— 

man and beast, 

in a shared symphony of pain. 

 
 
 



 
 


