The Thread

By Tom Wayman

A loose thread at my shirt cuff.
I pull
and it unwinds around my sleeve.
As I tug, I glance ahead
to guess how far it will unravel.
In the distance, I observe the thread leading
to the machine of a woman in Seoul
who assembled my garment.

From the bobbin she touches
the thread unrolls eastward
to the cotton plants of a man in Texas.
If I kneel where his tractor pulls a plow
through the rich soil
I can see where the thread starts.
A foot or so below the surface
the thread joins the top of a ball of twine
enormous as the planet. If I place my fingers and palm
on this tightly-wound sphere
I can feel its vibrating hum.

I reach the same destination
when my thick fingers take hold of some matter
caught between my teeth. I yank
and what pulls free
is the beginning of a great looping wire
generated by supermarket clerks, long-haul drivers,
stoop harvesters, seed merchants
that also extends back to the earth.

That is why I am certain
what passes through our lives
inextricably links us with each other.
And that nothing we encounter is ours alone.
There is no way to sever,
to possess a portion of twine.
Men and women can use a length of cable
for a whip or noose. They can pollute a section
with poison or slime. Yet these debased bits of string
do not belong to them completely
despite their bragging.

Moments after each of us is born
the umbilical cord is cut.
But other fibres that tie us to our parents
commence at once to stretch
into bands that feed us and join us to the rest of the room
and beyond. We remain enmeshed our entire lives,
pulling the net this direction and that
as we travel and age, the web that holds us
flexible enough to let some of us journey to the moon.
Yet the anchor
of each of the million cords that wrap me,
that connect me to justice and injustice,
remains that closely-wound, pulsing ball
of global string.

Even these words
were handed to me
containing the grammars and syntaxes
others built and tore down
and constructed again, new verbs
forming, and nouns
appearing in my mouth or from under my pen:
airborne seeds from elsewhere
that find root in my days
-some destructive, some helpful,
each word trailing a resilient tendril,
another thread
that weaves me and all I do
into the warp of our world.
