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EGOSURFING 
 
 
As I stand in front  
of the cyber magic mirror 
trying to figure out 
my outlines and contours 
my profile emerges  
and takes shape 
as the world sees me 
describes me 
and defines me. 
  
I discover 
the online tattoos  
that are engraved  
on my skin 
by others' attestations 
and testimonials 
which perhaps remove 
my blind spots to some extent 
sometimes making me  
wonder if this is 
what I really am 
and if this is what 
I really stand for. 
 

Spring 2016 



 
As I follow 
my own digital footprints 
on the virtual wilderness 
wary of the identity thieves 
lurking in dark corners 
I play Dumb Charade 
with myself 
while trading off 
my safety for 
others' opinions. 
  
Let me assure you 
it's not pure vanity 
nor my self promotion 
that eggs me on  
to go on 
but my attempt is 
rather serendipitous  
just to throw a little more light 
on my blurred image 
and I am not 
the evil antagonist 
of the tale of Snow White. 
  
 
 



 
CURSED 
 
 
I burrow into my sacred wound 
and take refuge in the cocoon 
that is buried in its core 
and woven with the gossamer threads 
of the legacy of my imagined ancestors 
and blinded by their faith  
that is handed down to me  
through a cascade of wombs 
connected by unseen umbilical cords. 
  
I suffocate with the beliefs and dogma 
thrust on me and riddled with the psalms 
the hadiths and the shlokas 
I find myself lost in the labyrinth of 
blood soaked Crusades 
Jihads and Dharma Yuddhas. 
I ride the rising tide of lava 
and to quench my irredeemable thirst 
I suck in vain the bone dry udder of the earth 
and in desperation bite my own hand. 
  
I wriggle like an impoverished maggot 
feasting on my own infestation  
devouring whatever comes my way 
and continue to nest in my wound 
that becomes hollowed and gangrenous 
and I struggle for my survival 
baying for more gore 
more mayhem more madness 
for I am frightened of peace and harmony 
and scared of bliss and salvation. 
 
 



COMING ASHORE  
 
 
The mariner steadies himself on the  
quarterdeck and 
peers through the sextant 
to shoot the stars playing 
hide and seek behind the clouds 
sometimes absorbed in the skies 
sometimes surfacing 
as the shadow of the dawn lifts 
in slow motion 
exposing the stretch of solitary beach 
against the amber horizon. 
  
From the forecastle he squints 
through his spy glasses  
to identify the unfamiliar rocks  
from their ghostlike silhouette on the 
distant shore which appear  
in dissonance with his dreams 
loosens his weather beaten sails  
drops hook 
and lowers his dinghy. 
Then he paddles down on the  
unknown waters 
splashing the liquid silence 
interspersed with occasional 
seagull squeaks. 
  
He disembarks and wades a while  
to pause short of the damp sands 
not too sure if they had ever tasted blood 
with heads rolling 
and felled torsos flailing  
till vultures swooped on  
to tear them to the bones 
and as he watches the crabs snapping 
their claws and running helter skelter  
he wonders  
what did all his past voyages bring him 
and what does it mean to come ashore 



to sail again on another errand 
to another land 
and then repeatedly 
coming ashore? 
  
 
 
 
 
 


