KAZIRANGA NATIONAL PARK, ASSAM

Through the tall grass the fog rolls in,
Hiding the spots they wallow in, 

Clay-coated rhino, unafraid.

Through the tall grass the hog-deer pass,

Wending their way down narrow paths,

Watching our passage, unafraid.

Like Akbar’s army on the march,

Thirteen elephants side by side, 

Swaying through ten-foot grass they go, 

With three clever young ones in tow,

Cutting the tough grass with their toes 

As they make brave attempts to browse. 

A grey dawn game of hide and seek,

Mahouts traversing seas of reeds

To find the swampy scoop of earth

With maybe a rhino, maybe two.

Friendships through the years they’ve made,

Elephants, rhino, unafraid.

Through the swampy grass they wade

Bearing  tourists, all amazed …. 
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