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A thrashing giant,
Fierce like a tiger,
The river is a raging thunderstorm.
It is frenzied,
Like a livid bull. 
Sprinting through,
Water sprays everywhere. 
A twisting serpent, 
One that will not stop. 

However the river can be a nurturing mother, 
Bringing life with it.
It lets bears forage for food, 
And lets swans glide gracefully,.
As lovely as a summer’s day,
Hope lies beneath its waves.
Caring and helping, 
Loving and giving, 
This is what the river can be. 
