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That was the day

That God held him safe

In His sheltering palm.

Through the waterfall flying

He fell, death-defying. 

We went for a swim.

He was too near the rim

Of the silky-smooth current

That fell in a torrent

And foamed at the foot

Of the powerful falls.

As he trod water, watching 

A raw youngster crossing

The pool to a sandbar, 

His attention had wandered. 

He suddenly floundered 

And sucked by the current

Was hurled through the waterfall

Narrowly missing 

A rock at its centre. 

Raghavan surfaced 

Perfectly unscathed 

Some distance downstream

And hurried to tell us

All’s well,  do not worry. 

To our mutual amazement 

No-one had noticed

Him vanish so swiftly!

“What did you think as you

Crashed through the cataract?

“I hoped nothing would happen

To spoil all your fun”

As we all, quite oblivious, 

Lay basked in the sun. 

The mind flashes back

With a sharp stab of pain

To a similar frolicking 

Watery scene

Where an innocent youngster 

Just paddling in water

Beside a wide sandbar 

Simply stepped off a shelf

And was never more seen

Alive, bright with laughter. 

Running far downstream 

I sat by the narrows

Awaiting his body. 

A rarely-seen otter 

At play in the water 

Made death seem a mockery. 

Life a reality,

Leaping and gleaming in  

Silent tranquillity. 

Thoughts return vividly 

Chest tightened icily 

Back to that similar 

Glittering scene: 

Why was Raghavan saved?

Why was Gattu let go?

A question whose answer 

No mortal can know. 

01.01.92             Almitra 

