

From the Confines of Home

prithi shukla

I observe, the pond behind the house,
partially canopied by trees, 
and watch how life on her water’s edge, 
resurrects, 
with the onset of every morning stretch. Her water,

crayoned in with blue from the sky, lures the wasps, 
the bees and butterflies; the reeds, 
stand upright around, in control,
like cavaliers 
safeguarding the tadpoles, water-bound. Their mother 

a bullfrog, belching, plumped up by flies, lazes, 
on a rock, her surveying eyes, bulging; her tongue,
darts in and out at gnats, and 
like an angler,
she spools back the line, to retrieve her catch. Midday, the falcon,

swoops down, a visitor behind a veil of vines, eyeing, 
[bookmark: _GoBack]rabbits and rats for lunchtime. The Lotus leaves, pads on the pond,
like elephant’s feet, large and round,
keep afloat,
providing bugs with a platform and a freshwater boat.

At dusk, when the lotus droops to rest, the revelry runs on;
fire-flies flash-dance to form a gold-crest. And when 
the owl’s attention, is stolen, by the moonlight 
seated on the rocks, 
the crickets play their symphony for this lingering lunar fox.

I smile, again, as I observe, from my bed at night,
the outside, behind the house, under the trees;
the pond 
once more, for me, orchestrates a 3D performance of life.
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