ODE TO A TREE FROG (Rhacophorus maculatus)

Gumtoes is my pride and joy

My frog-prince and my heart’s delight

My leaping acrobatic toy

My entertainment every night. 

When neatly folded like a fan

He’s uniformly yellow-tan

Until, outstretched one fateful night, 

I glimpsed his wildly spotted tights ! 

`Twas love at first astonished sight. 

Although at first he seemed so plain 

Life’s never been the same again.

Just gently tickle, prod or tease :

Beauty unfolds behind his knees

Where he is polka-dotted brown 

With fancy leggings like a clown. 

Asleep atop the beams all day 

At dusk he soon descends to prey

On roaches, ants and other things

That evening in the country brings….

Insects attracted by the light 

That mate and perish overnight. 

My bathroom is his paradise

Which he surveys with golden eyes. 

In dizzying leaps and daring dives

He bounds from roof to walls to floor 

Then freezes, small and immobile, 

A blot upon the snow-white tile 

Thinking himself invisible 

(A sight that’s truly risible)

or dangles, loose, relaxed and cool

in his own private swimming-pool. 

He spent the monsoon months away

Perhaps a-courting every day

Until last month, too cold to leap

He came in for his winter sleep. 

He’s taken up his favourite stand 

Chin resting on one folded hand, 

Quite plump now and, believe or no, 

The bones upon his shoulders throw

A shadow like a Cupid’s Bow !

I gave him a big Welcome kiss

(Cold but not wet or slimy yet).
He got a fright he won’t forget

but did not turn into a Prince 

Nor I into a frog, alas !

I fondly watch my froggy-knight 

Immobile in his dreamless sleep, 

Awaiting his first springtime leap

My one and only glistening joy

My charming pop-eyed golden boy. 
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