TIRACOL FORT

High, bright and white, a glorious sight, 

Tiracol fort commands the heights

Above the River Terekhol 

Northernmost creek and boundary

Of Goa’s old territory. 

Tiracol lies north of the creek, 

The northernmost extremity 

Of Goa, poised strategically 

For sea defence as well as land, 

Protecting, too, the ferryboats

Plying till today from strand to strand 

Across the rushing tidal flow. 

Cars, too, must on the ferries go. 

Tiracol is a microcosm 

Of Portuguese sovereignty 

From fifteen hundred ten AD

Till nineteen hundred sixty-one 

When one dark night, quite suddenly, 

This “liberated” colony 

Became a part of India as 

Its viceroy fled, pyjama-clad

From the abrupt invading force. 

The Viceroys often came to stay

At Tiracol, a gem-like fort 

Still well preserved.   Its high stone walls

Enclose a church with high façade 

Nestling within a tiny yard 

Where tourists now can pray, or pay

For eats at the outdoor café. 

Ten rooms built deep within the walls

Look sheerly down on basalt cliffs

That swoop down to the pounding sea

Around the bluff.   Enchantingly 

Across the creek a wide beach sweeps

To a diffuse infinity 

Of sea and sky, and sky and sea. 

A  band of frond-green coco-palms

Fringes the band of gleaming sand 

Where one can feel truly alone 

And one with Nature. 




Many more

Such lovely beaches lined the shores 

Of Goa, where, over the years, 

A flood of tourists wanting more 

Than peace and lovely solitude 

Seeking mod. cons. In Paradise 

Provoked a breed to fill their need

For dwellings right upon the beach, 

Destroying what they came to see. 

Real-estate sharks with green-back hearts

Built monstrous blocks under the palms, 

Not native huts with palm-brown thatch 

Whose shape and colours closely matched 

Their dappled landscape. 




       Everywhere 

The five-star hotels gobble up 

The pristine beaches, keeping out 

The happy friendly fisher-folk 

Whose merit in a previous life 

Earned them rebirth on these fair shores. 

Encroaching to the water-line

“Development” excludes as well 

Those citizens who love to dwell

on nature’s beauty, robbing them 

and generations yet to come

Of the right to the setting sun

Without the sight of human blight. 

A worse fate threatens Tiracol. 

This skyline-dominating jewel

Is overshadowed now by cruel 

New monstrous concrete structures of 

A huge pig-iron plant upon 

Another ridge a mile away

But in another state.   No say 

Could Goa have to flatly stay

Such devastating sacrilege, 

Destruction of our heritage, 

Pollution of these pristine heights. 

Deforestation like a blight

Spreads out in ripples from the site 

As contract workers fell the trees

That sheltered wildlife from the breeze. 

And – greater moral tragedy –

Locals fell their patrimony:

“Let’s cut our trees before THEY do”. 

Do we need such “Development”?

Can we not all a message send

That such destructiveness must end?
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