
Describe a landscape as seen by an old woman whose disgusting and detestable old husband has just died. Do not mention the husband or death.


Rejuvenated
prithi shukla
The dark sky loomed low like a sepulchral bowl. Lightning forked, and thunder roared. The old woman glared past the dusky moors and over the shadowy trees as she mused. She was unable to see her reflection in the gloomy water of the lake but didn’t care. Just then the air filled with an ominous call, like a dirge squawked by a lone egret that soared through the grey sky. She wondered if it was perhaps a new beginning. A sudden thrill engulfed her being. The woman was at last free from bondage, free from a diabolic hold. The plaintive requiem was replaced by a triumph of chirping. The orchestra of countless birds in the trees alarmed her. Shimmering lights appeared in the metallic sky and the woman smiled. Her wintry world had been transformed into a bright spring glow and she hoped it was not just a scenic illusion. 
She had to test the firm earth below her feet and strolled past the avenues of overladen plum trees. Their boughs bowed, and she curtseyed back. A soft breeze caressed her cheek as it whistled through the heather with a harmonious tone. She felt alive, she felt young again. It was as if she had drunk “Amrit”, the elixir of life. She laughed. She had never experienced the magic of nature as she did this day. The sunlight beamed at her and her pulse fluttered. Each moment filled her with an insatiable curiosity as she studied the bees, the butterflies, the wisteria and all the other wonderful creations of nature she had missed before. The aspen trees robust and tall greeted her, while the distant sand dunes etched by the wind were now covered with a verdant felt of grass. 
“Oh, how wonderful,” she exclaimed, “all these years I’ve been asleep.”
[bookmark: _GoBack]As the old woman glanced around, the big lake was now a sparkling crystal ball of water. She peered through its turquoise swirls and saw carp dart while silver bream paraded. The cowslips swayed, and daffodils danced around its edge like light-winged nymphs celebrating the advent of the summer solstice. How could she have missed it all? She appreciated this new world. It was her inheritance after the turbulent years she had endured. Rejuvenated, the elderly woman filled with exhilaration yelled out: 
“I’m alive again.”
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