Shangri La By Bangalore

Based on a description of the Valley School

near Bangalore sent to me by Kavya Murthy

Wild elephants roam this holy land,

This heaven’s secret garden where

The leopard leads her solemn cubs

Whose pawprints star the soft stream-bed.

Know she is loved by those who tread

Familiar paths through trees and glades

By the banyan tree and the bamboo grove

Where butterflies like dancing leaves

Spiral and whirl in the sun-warmed air.

In this lovely valley, too, are birds

Like coloured glass or Christmas toys,

Flycatchers fresh from Paradise,

Sleek kingfishers that flit and swoop

Above the stream and through the branches.
Here by the dam, the monkeys swim

In water warmed by the weltering sun.

The rains fill up the ponds and lakes,

Bring forth the rainbow-coloured frogs

Who play and sport quite unaware

That high above the serpent eagle

Surveys them all with his lordly stare.

The seasons in their turn pass by

When green gives way to orange, red

And yellow turns to brown but all

Is beauty here in Shangri La

Not many miles from Bangalore.

