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                               And there you were high five, all smiles…
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Oh, My lord!

Will the Sun retreat behind the teasing mist? Behind a Crescent Moon?

So many years… with zilch to span the rift: 

Only a pebble to rest a toe or two…

And here you are, Supa chris,

With a wound, a broken tooth or two…

All smiles, effulgent spirit, 

Empathy eradicating the blues …

Strong arms reconstructing my fractured heart …

Where have you been dallying, mon amour?

It is my reverie for your lingering yet a wee bit more:

Bordering on the Absurd? A preposterous Mythology?

Yet consider: bequeathed to Ra,

A mechanism, “Chariot of the Gods”, banishing lunar shadow-play

Gentle ontology: My Sweet Lord, barely separated by an inch or two:

Tiny gap prolonged into infinity?

By a foolish mind, fragile heart, tempted yet to blasphemy,

But not surrendered. 

My Sweet Lord Krsna’s playing, nudging, cajoling stubbornness, whispering in my ear:

“Over here!”; “Just a few more steps!”; “Can’t you see the signs?”

 His Blessed rain eradicating foul indignities:

Historical deluge precipitated by a Twinkling ** .

Preliminary draft liv’acated to Supa chRis kEllAm
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**Background Reference to the poem:

 Frederick Douglass 1857

“Let me give you a word of the philosophy of reforms. The whole history of the progress of human liberty shows that all concessions yet made to her august claims have been born of struggle…If there is no struggle there is no progress. Those who profess to favor freedom and yet deprecate agitation are men who want crops without plowing up the ground. They want rain without thunder and lightning. They want the ocean without the awful roar of its many waters. The struggle may be a moral one, or it may be a physical one; or it may be both moral and physical, but it must be a struggle. Power concedes nothing without a demand. It never did and it never will…”

