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The Tree That Knew My Name

Before I knew the meaning of home,
there stood a banyan before my door.
Palur knew our house by its branches,
and I knew childhood by its shade.

My grandfather had watched it grow,
my father had grown beneath it,

and I, too, grew under its ancient arms—
three generations beneath one sky.

Travellers rested in its shadow,
vehicles slept beneath its roots,

and countless birds called it home.

It belonged to no one, yet to all of us.

Then came the Thane Cyclone in 2011,
and the tree that had stood through decades
was uprooted from the earth.

Yet what disappeared was more than a tree—
a landmark, a shelter, a living memory.

Now I look before my home and find only sky,
and wonder how a place can remain home
when the tree that knew my childhood is gone.
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