TiBES

T Think'of
All the Things Tl Miss

The cool breeze through the rustling leaves,
The cuckoo’s call.
The polar bear T've never seen —
Gpring changing to fall.

T miss the cheetahs.
T sow the last one in Delhi zoo
A scont few weeks before it Jied;
T miss orahgutans, the jaguars too
As their homes are razed mile by mile.

T miss the buzzing of the tees, the wasps
who from paper make their nests.
T miss the flowers, T miss the ants, the
butterflies whose wings I pressed
in the pages of 2 book T read; about Noture —

‘ T loved Her best
To my Jaughter I miss pointing out

The shadow of rainclouds far beyond,
Watching them race towards our roof
Gwelling, darkening, rumbling loug.

T miss water, I miss the sun
That kissed me gently on my neck
Now it burns, oh how it burns,
N T miss the life I never leJ.
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