
They swarm in

In cooing pairs;

In assorted herds;

Into those serene heights.

The indigo haze

Of far-away peaks;

Pine and Poplar

Eating into skies;

Ice fresh air

Escaping with Ecalyptus loot!

Multicoloured carpets

Of Marigold and foxglove

That swish and unfurl

To invite gaily

Feetless angels…...!
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Screams of delight,

    Clumsy conversation;

    Gasps of obese bodies

    Heaving high,

    Shuffling feet,

    Running shoes,

    Boisterous legs,

   On crying flowers,

    Shatter God's

    Vow of silence.

    Lightnings from camera

    Challenge golden lights.

    To catch anxiety

    Smiling on lipstick lips.

     Newly weds

    Snuggle close

    To save the moment

    Before a future shock?

     Humans snake, huddled

    In zig-zag lines

    They curl and sweat 

    To peer in squint

    Through telescopes

    And trap on lens

    Distant wonders.

    



When in irony

    All nature waits,

    Spread before their eyes

    To see and to soak 

    Without paying 

    Any a price!

   If only they would

  Take in the view 

   For all times to keep

Forsaking their mobiles 

Giving selfies and poses a pause!

 They then

    Gulp cheerful tea

    And bite into spicy fries.

    Shameless, they soil

    Verdant soil

    And forget

    All fatigue

   As they rock

  And roll all over.



Oh but

 Times up...!

As the sun 

Begins its

Southward trek

And the sky

Becomes a paint-box, 

    They bid

    Mechanical farewell

    And whisk off

    In posh cars

    To their 

    Clocked worlds!

    Thank God!

    At last....

    The hills 

    Are left alone

    To hear

    Their silence

    To Dance

    To the winds

    To Breathe....

    Loving  harmony

    And bask

    In night’s peace....!


