S I L H O U E T T E S

They were far-sighted, great and gracious souls

Who  planted  up  an  avenue  of  trees

Arching  in  tunnels  of  a  shady  green

Over  the  highways  that  we  use  today.

Sturdy  old  banyans,  tamarind  and  neem,

Trees  that  could  last  a  century  or  more.

Not  for those souls  the  quickie  gold  mohur

That only they,  and not their kids,  would see.

How  many  of  us  leave  a  legacy

Unselfishly,  just  for  posterity?

Driving  at  night,  a  brilliant  filigree

Shines in the headlights.  One by one,  each tree

Is  lighted  up,   its  stately  majesty

Uncluttered  by  its  neighbours.   In  the  dark,

Each  giant  silhouette  looms  bold  and  stark

Against  the  darkness,  as  I  gratefully

Give  thanks  to  those  who  planted them for me.

So  now  I,  too,  plant  for  posterity,

Seeing,  in my mind’s eye,  each  full-grown  tree.
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