OSHO GARDEN,  PUNE

Oh, show me the beautiful garden of Osho!

Oh, show me the loveliest glade in the land!

Though once it was just a small foul-smelling nalla

Of sewer-rich water that wound through the sand, 

It has now been transformed by a magical hand 

And a Japanese vision of balance and beauty 

A loyal disciple’s perception of duty 

To Osho, to Nature, to God and the land. 

The trees are just everyday old Indian species 

But placed with such care, pruned and shaped with such art 

That each plant is a masterpiece, standing apart

As a gardeners’ masterful gift of his craft. 

The smooth rounded banks are now clothed in rich verdure

And tussocks of grasses strategically placed 

Tease the eye into peeping across at the water 

That limpidly flows over rocks in the bed, 

Flows gurgling through crevices, sighs under bridges

And whispers through tall reeds that border the banks. 

Large rocks in the riverbed make little waterfalls. 

Right in the centre a rippled-filled pool

Reflects in its faceted, multihued crescents 

An exquisite greenery, silent and cool. 

A well-thought-out turbulence, meant to aerate

And abate the pollution in natural ways.

Many small creatures now, deem this a Paradise:

Here a black crab posing close by the pool

And there, at eye level, the nest of a bird.

Everywhere, delicate sounds can be heard

And the peace and serenity gently enfold 

The hurrying visitor, soothe him and hold

Him in thrall to this wonderful, magical scene 

As he praises Creation that such things can be. 
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