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Ode To The Thread



This is the thread
of poetry.
Events, like sheep, 
wear woolly 
coats of 
black
or white.
Call, and wondrous
flocks will come,
heroes and minerals, 
the rose of love,
the voice of fire,
all will come to your side.
You have at your call
a mountain.
If you set out
to cross it on horseback
your beard will grow,
you will know hunger,
and on the mountain
all will be shadow.
You can’t do it that way.
You must spin it,
fly a thread
and climb it.
Infinite and pure,
it comes from many sources,
from snow,
from man; 
it is strong because
it was made from ores;
it is fragile because it was
traced by trembling smoke; 
the thread of poetry
is like that.
You don’t have to
tangle it again,
to return it
to time and the earth.
On the contrary,
it is your cord,
string it on your zither
and you will speak with the mouth
of mighty mountains, 
braid it, 
and it will be the rigging
of a ship,
unwind it,
hang it with messages,
electrify it,
expose it
to wind and weather,
so that, straight again, 
in one long line it will wind
around the world,
or thread it,
fine, oh so fine, 
remembering the fairies’
gowns.

We need blankets
to warm us through the winter.
Here come people
from the farms,
they are bringing
a hen
for the poet, one
small hen.
And what will you give them,
you, what will you give?
Now!
Now,
the thread,
the thread
that will become cloth
for those who have
only rags,
nets
for fishermen,
brilliant
scarlet
shirts
for stokers,
and a flag
for each and every one.
Through men, 
through their pain
heavy as stone,
through their victories
winged like bees,
goes the thread,
through the middle
of everything that’s happening
and all that is to come,
below the earth,
through coal;
above,
through misery,
with men,
with you, 
with your people,
the thread,
the thread of poetry.
This isn’t a matter
for deliberation:
it’s an order,
I order you,
with your zither under your arm,
come with me.
Many ears
are waiting,
an awesome 
heart
lies buried,
it is our
family, our people.
The thread!
The thread!
Draw it
from the dark mountain!
To transmit lightning!
To compose the flag!
That is the thread
of poetry,
simple, sacred, electric, 
fragrant and necessary,
and it doesn’t end in our humble hands:
it is revived by the light of each new day.
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