ACROSS CONTINENTS

for Kim Johnson

How can you not hear through the sea
That those strings between us,
Strained to near breaking and starved of body,
Produce purer songs than the
Crashing symbols of second-hand drama?
The high notes of terror that rebound from you and I
Are the nightmare raga of cinema escape?

How can you not, now, concede
That the dewy chrysanthemum
Has faded in its elegant vase,
But that plastic passion of ours
Blooms anew with each
Christmas washing?

The complex rhythm of our lives is set
And Siva poised for the dance.
My hands are open, now,
My ears attuned to the melody
You hummed when silent.
And our chord still reverberates
Across continents
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