
      Metamorphosis


      

      
      
         Have you ever held a tadpole?

There were some in my grandfather's pond

and I used to run my hand through the water

to feel their rubbery bodies writhe

through the gaps between my fingers.



Even then as a child

I was awestruck at the potential

of those tiny, wriggling things.

To know those dark and determined pearls

might one day become frogs.



Did they know then

what the future would hold?

That they could transform themselves

and leap forward into a new life?





I kept caterpillars around that time.

Flown halfway across the world by my uncle,

we'd put them in a box with a windowed front

and watch them grow into pudgy things

with little bumpy feet.



They'd string themselves up

and wrap themselves tightly in silk casings.

It's the same potential, but less immediate

when you can't feel them in your hands.

Still. The waiting was fascinating.



Did they know then

what the future would hold?

That they would emerge from that blanket

fragile and full of life?





I wonder how they felt,

in their tiny cardboard paradise

filled with plants grown just for them.

The world must have seemed so small.

Yet they changed anyway.



Or the tadpoles in their pond,

surrounded by fish and stringy weeds

and the prodding fingers of youth.

They didn't know the surface.

Yet they changed anyway.



Or that child watching intently,

knelt by the pond or sat by the box,

trapped in their own way by a life

that they didn't know why they feared.

Yet...



Did that child know then

what the future would hold?
      

      
   
      Extrovert, Introvert


      

      
      
         "Amphibious singers who yodel away,

Providing a soundtrack deluxe,

I envy your tones, the expressive array

Of music you offer the world."



"So gliding and delicate, free from the mucks

That cling to my flippers and legs,

Your piscine enchantment provides me the crux

For sentiments tangled and swirled."



Admiring the other, they each of them begs

The universe, "Let me possess

The traits that will raise me, ensconced in the dregs,

Revealing me, proudly unfurled."



Confronted, they'd never admit or confess

The feelings they daren't display.

Instead, they pretend that they're fine and suppress

Anxieties, keeping them curled.
      

      
   
      Dialogue between surfaces.


      

      
      
         "Both born in water, but I am free

To see the world above your sky,

Your fins keep you down where birds would drown,

While I watch them fly!"



"My fins let me swim and soar,

To explore bottom of lake to top.

What good are your legs up there in air,

When you only hop?"
      

      
   
      To Dwell on Dreams


      

      
      
         I once knew

a little fish

who only had

a little wish:

that she might swim

a little way

downriver to

a little bay.

But she was in

a little pond

whose owner was

a little fond

of how she swished

her little tail

and how light caught

her little scales

(so white with just

a little red).

This filled her with

a little dread,

because it seemed

our little fish

would never have

her little wish

that she might swim

a little way

downriver to

a little bay.

So she made

a little plan

to soon outwit

that little man:

she would go on

a little quest,

though she felt

a little stressed,

and break out of

the little pool

and make that man

a little fool.

Oh yes! She'd be

a little proud

and make her friends

a little wowed

at how she'd swim

a little way

downriver to

a little bay.

Our fish did love

this little dream

of swimming down

a little stream

and she spent lots

of little days

dreaming in

a little haze

of rivers and

a little wave

which, if she was

a little brave,

she could ride

a little way

downriver to

a little bay.

Yes, she'd need

a little luck:

for now, she was

a little stuck

and could not find

a little stream,

no way to have

her little dream.

She found herself

a little caught

by missing such

a little thought

from her design:

a little prep

would surely find

the little step

her plan required.

A little hitch,

but otherwise

her little pitch

was flawless: just

a little bit

of cunning and

a little wit

would find it with

a little time,

and then she'd make

the little climb,

if she could wait

a little more

she'd make it to

that little shore...

Oh! She craved

a little luck

to no more be

a little stuck.

And that is how

our little fish,

who only had

a little wish,

thought about

her little scheme

to one day have

her little dream

for almost all

her little life,

and never knew

a little strife

swimming in

her little pond

whose owner was

a little fond

even though

her little scales

had now turned

a little pale.

In fact she'd grown

a little old,

and never been

a little bold

enough to leave

her little pool,

for she was

a little fool

who lived within

a little trance

waiting for

a little chance.

Perhaps it is

a little sad,

but I'm myself

a little glad

that my good friend,

this little fish,

did not achieve

her little wish,

for though it seems

a little wrong:

that's why I sing

my little song.

Sometimes we have

a little dream,

and dwell upon

a little scheme

of cunning and

a little wit

and muse for just

a little bit

too long. I hope

this little tale

will help to lift

that little veil

and let you see

a little way

beyond your dreams

this little day.

For when you have

a little wish,

remember then

our little fish

and hold onto

this little fact:

life is made

of little acts.

We must do

our little part

to make ourselves

a little start

or we will be

a little stuck:

it's action, not

a little luck,

that would have let

that little fish

swim free and get

her little wish.
      

      
   