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My Shadow 
 
 

When I composed the poem "My Shadow," I was thinking of 

a romantic relationship between the shadow and her lover. The 

poem ended with the sun descending, the shadow 

disappearing, and she separating from me. With reference to 

seagulls, waves, and departure in Tagore's work, it can be 

interpreted as a contemplation on the things of freedom, the 

impermanence of relationships, and the interconnectedness of 

life and nature. Seagulls represent a sense of liberation and 

transcendence, urging us to break free from boundaries and 

limitations. In the poem “My Shadow," the “Shadow” 

symbolizes freedom, grace, and the ability to move with time 

while also having interconnectedness with me and the sun. 
  

The poem captures the essence of nature’s (Shadow’s) eternal 

dance through vivid imagery and profound symbolism, with the 

“Sun” being the choreographer. The concept of departure 

suggests themes of letting go, moving on, and embarking on new 

beginnings. It has the idea of impermanence and the cyclic nature 

of life—that all relationships might eventually come to an end to 

make way for new experiences. And the transient nature of 

existence, a reflection in these symbolisms, may invite us to 

contemplate the interconnectedness of life and the beauty of 

freedom. It encourages us to appreciate the moments of liberation, 

embrace change with grace, and recognize the cycles of departure 

and arrival that shape our individual and collective journeys. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

y shadow meets me 
 
 
 

as the Sun rises, 
 

smaller she gets, 
 

as Sun ascends. 
 

She follows me all day long, 
 

semi-circling around me,  
 

at noon, totally wrapped in me, 
 

goes far and far away from me 
 

as sun descends. 
 

Joined with me at all times by my feet, 

 
our lips so far apart they never meet. 

 

Lower and lower,  
 

closer to Earth, Sun gets, 
 

she leaves me suddenly 
 

as Sun sets. 
 

What kind of lover I am, 
 

of my own shadow, 
 

I meet her at sunrise,  
 

leave her at sunset, 
 

no night with her, 
 

 

 
 



 

 

 

in my own meadow. 
 

Sun descended, 
 

Shadow disappeared, 
 

And we departed. 
 

***  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 



 
 

 

 

Solitude In The Oval Office 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

The presidency of the United States of America is the most 

powerfully elected position in the world. I would think, 

however, that it is a very lonely position with the president 

being in his own mental solitude in spite of being surrounded 

by thousands of people. The person occupying the chair in the 

Oval Office of the White House should be above the five evils of 

life: pride, ego, lust, greed, and anger. I found Mr. Barack 

Obama to be one of those people. I wrote this poem in 2010, 

two years after he took office. I was inspired by Obama's views 

and actions of selflessness towards mankind. It is my sincere 

plea and hope that in 2024 and in the coming years, U.S. 

citizens elect a president, Democrat or Republican, who is 

devoid of the above five evils and practices moral and ethical 

values to serve our country and the world with grace, dignity, 

honesty, and respect, following the stoic virtues of humanity. 
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Dream of Stanley Ann Dunham and Barack Obama, Sr. 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Both black and white, parents’ joy and pride. 
 

Mother knew, history he will make, challenges he will face. 
 

Father knew, his name he will carry, 
 

Michelle, a rock, he will marry. 
 

Two angels, Malia and Sasha, he will bring into the world  
 

A world which he would make safe and uncurled. 
 

Father and daughter bond he will again revive 
 

No matter which problems come in his way, 
 

he will solve and survive. 
 

From his Kenyan grave, if his father could speak aloud 
 

To tell the following he would be proud. 
 

I was not around to share his strife.  
 

Five females, Mom, Toot, two daughters, 
 

and the devoted wife, 
 

In time, would enrich his life. 
 

Nurtured by his Toot and Gramps 
 

He will be the champ of all champs. 
 

Confidence of all he will always win, 
 

A rock like him would pierce through thick and thin.  
 

Compassionate and calm, in action he will always be. 
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On the basketball court or in the Oval Office, where it may be. 
 

In love and respect he will be reciprocal 
 

In all worldly matters, he will be clear and vocal. 
 

Forgiveness and positivity two virtues his will be 
 

Untouched by lust, anger, pride, greed, and ego he will be. 
 

Betrayal of false friends and colleagues he will endure 
 

Opinions of honest critics and intellects he will procure 
 

 

Hope and change he will embrace 
 

Corruption and greed will find no place  
 

Millions he will inspire, Lincoln he will admire. 
 

In his regime will prevail no discrimination 
 

Totally transparent will be his administration. 
 

Everybody will be free to speak, 
 

Whether genius or simply a geek. 
 

Humans will not be judged by the color of their skin 
 

But by the heart and the brain wrapped within.  
 

Principles over power he will cherish 
 

Will honor justice for all to relish. 
 

He will give power to the powerless, 
 

A home to the homeless, 
 

Food to the hungry, education to all, 
 

Health to the sick, strength to those who fall. 
 

Worldly challenges he will boldly face  
 

In politics he will have a steady pace. 
 

Terrorism he will strongly fight, 
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women will have equal rights. 
 

Stem cells will prove their worth 
 

When out of the tube to serve this earth. 
 

 

This was our dream for our son, Barack H. Obama. 
 

He is both black and white 
 

Not only ours he will be everyone’s delight. 
 

Can he put it all together, once again? 
 

With your blessings, yes, he can. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

“Learning to stand in somebody else’s shoes, to see through   
their eyes is a virtue called ‘Empathy’ that changes the world.”  

— Barack Obama 
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