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.

