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The Beauty All Around Us

As a kid, whenever I wrote, it was always about things I could see, feel and experience. Nature is, naturally (no pun intended), the most versatile, diverse topic to write about.

Our planet is a beautiful canvas, just as 10 year old-me discovered, whether it’s about the blue sky or the velvety soil beneath or the whispering breeze, it sure will turn out to be beautiful.

“In all things of nature there is something of the marvelous.”

Aristotle


Lighting up the World

The water slapped the rocks mercilessly

The waves roared as they beat the sand,

Lightning flashed and fought back the booming thunder,

Trees shivered in fear as their terrified leaves

Fell to the ground cowering from the fury.

The moon hid behind the dark clouds

Ashamed to show his imperfections,

As the stars twinkled softly

Lulling him to sleep.

Suddenly the water went back it’s way

The sand stopped crying and smiled boldly.

The moon slunk away gratefully,

As the stars stepped back

Allowing him to pass,

The trees stood calm and still

And this time

The leaves fell to the ground

Bowing to him in reverence.

He slowly rose from behind the mountains

Who shrank so he could soar into the sky,

The dark clouds vanished and left behind

Soft cottony white clouds

That bounced back and forth.

The Sun shone at the bowing leaves

He glowed at the bold sand

He beamed at the mountains, trees and the water

And finally took his place amongst the clouds.

He rode his chariot around the world

Making sure everything got light and warmth.


The Nightingale of Melody

Her melody voyaging

Through the trees

The leaves waltzing

To the lilting breeze

The forest critters

Did not let her stray

They feared she

Would not find back her way

Butterflies surrounded her

bestowing a crown

The lush grass flowing

Like a splendorous gown.

She ruffled her feathered

Plumes in delight

For she would not stop

Until dark washed away light.


The Art of Listening

The universe had almost

Come to an end

Mother nature

Could take it no more.

Her beautiful haven

for life

had been ravaged by friends four,

Fire, water, wind

and the sky

had leapt out of her bands

wanting more,

They had flown

Towards those hungry mind

those humans

with their convincing lies,

All had changed

in a fraction of a second

Disaster loomed

and greedily beckoned,

Mother Nature’s tears

Were not enough for the thirsty world

Her desperate pleas for help

were falling on deaf ears,

The Myna’s chirp

no longer heard

not even the faintest trace

of a single bird,

Trees fall down

with a loud ‘thud’

on the tar roads

that were once soft, squelchy mud,

Greenery started

to wither away

Almost as if its hair

was going grey,

Mother Nature

was tired of calling all day

She was going to give up

what other way?

One day, suddenly,

all seemed fine

As sparks of hope

lit up the sky

They were young

and old

Shy, timid

and bold,

They’d planted a tree

saved some bees

Housed a bird

And finally,

Mother Nature was heard!


Tasting the Earth to the Sky

Of the Sun

At its highest point

At midday,

Of the crumbly mud

On a dusty

Pathway,

Of the sun-kissed corals

At the bottom

Of the seas,

Of the leaves

Whipped around

By a frosty breeze,

Of the spring clouds

Though there may be none

I sure would like to taste one!


When the Sun Set

The foamy waves

Tickled my toes

Washing away

All my woes,

The glistening sand

Burnt hot and bright

In tribute to the

Ripples of light,

Seashells decorated my path

Showing me the right way

Oh, I felt like I could follow

For days and days and days.

I saw the occasional ship

Or two

Watching from the shore

Wondering what to do,

And later, with time

The sky seemed to wrinkle

Finally, the sun set

And the stars gleefully twinkled.


The Battleground

The sky decked itself

up in a rare spurt

of cloudy attire,

They were sick and tired

of the sun’s reign

and decided to vent their ire,

A bleak shade of grey

ruled over the vast expanse

and many tears were shed

in this cottony crossfire,

The sun was crying

drops of sapphire

waiting for the clouds’

conspiracy to backfire,

The sky had become

a battleground

and the news, as usual,

had spread like wildfire.


Because We Can

Trees that were planted

In our great-grandparents’ time

Seeing them fall

While they were still in their prime

Winds hurtled them

Here and there

Each gust of wind

Felt as strong as a bear.

Cars were overturned

Huts were blown away

What else can we say

Except that it was a black day.

Twelve lives were lost

On this fateful day

Whether it’ll happen again

Is completely shrouded in mist.

How can we fix this?

This horrific tragedy?

What can we do?

It’ll probably come to us gradually.

Wait! Here’s an idea!

Deforestation is a terrible crime

Why not change that?

This is the right time!

“Reforestation” is a blessing

For nature and humans

And nature depends on us for it

Because we just CAN !


Haven

The tree rustled

indignantly

Awoken from its

blissful slumber,

The birds had

taken flight

Once more and yet

they came to settle.

Red berries

hung ripe and juicy

Tempting and beckoning

to sweet heaven,

The birds not resisting

pecked the crimson pearls

And another tree rose

From its haven of quiet.


Quiescence

The air hangs still

The leaves do not rustle

The comforting sound of birds cooing

Has hidden behind the clouds

But how the clouds remain still,

I cannot fathom

When the sun is out and shining

And morning has arrived,

The trees do not whisper,

Nor do they dance

They stand quiet

And resolute to

Match this morning’s mood

Why is it so quiet?

I haven’t got a clue.

But I wonder if I should be

Quiet too?


Golden Sunshine

Golden rays

Of pure

Sunshine,

Sweet, honeyed rays

Of sparkling

Sunshine,

Glittering, glimmering rays

Of sterling

Sunshine,

Bright, mellow rays

Of clean

Sunshine,

Saffron, radiant rays

Of fresh

Sunshine,

Rained down on me

In the light of dawn.


Have You Ever?

Have you ever

Seen inside a jungle?

Have you ever seen

Nature in abundance?

Have you ever

heard only chirping?

Have you ever heard

Just the sweet voice of a bird?

Have you ever

Smelt a flower’s fragrance?

Have you ever smelt

Just the fragrance wafting through?

Have you ever

Tasted sweet, squelchy mud?

Have you ever tasted

It when you fall down with a loud thud?

Have you ever

Been inside a jungle?

Have you ever realised

Just how beautiful it can be?


A Wishing Tree

If only there could be

a big wishing tree

it’s cavernous, green leaves

would think only about me,

My words would float

into its open arms

and produce it would

my wishes!

Its number one priority

its top concern

would be only me

and me forever,

If only I could have

everything for which I yearn

But if I’m still thinking like this

I guess I have much to learn!


(Not So) Green Plants

Plants are supposed

to be green

But I think that’s just

Too strict and mean,

Why not purple or pink

Look at all the possibilities,

Just think!
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