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Self-Batrachology

Cecelia Tivey

the old swamp is still—
crystal cold waters sit

a sparkling emerald
with the sun’s reflection.

but the riverbank is

a different story. my

family of frolicking frogs
scatters the grassy island,

sipping their cricket teas
& nibbling their fly pies!

a worm slithers across the moss
andi snatch that instead
slurp the slime that slides
across my tongue

i go to cool off — leap &
plunge into the hazy waters
that wrinkle around me. i am
enveloped in a distant frost

through thin skin

i am frozen. breaking
the surface i try to
insist to them
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it’s not too bad!

pump webbed feet.
hastily swim circles.
wide ripples tremor

out to the edges,

greeting the frogs who'd rather
pretend under the sun

than dive into unknown waters.
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