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SPAN OF THREAD 
 
It was in his paternal grandparents’ 
cellar where he first felt the sense of 
thread, when standing, a small boy, 
and hearing his grandpa at his 
treadle sewing machine around one 
bend of the cellar; and suddenly the 
boy knew a sense of thread going 
through him, starting on his left, 
passing through him, extending to 
the right and going on and on and 
on….  The thread seemed to come 
from an impossibly long distance 
(the stars?)  The boy knew right 
then, 5-6 years old, that no matter 
how pulled or plucked the thread 
would remain intact!  He knew that 
thread, tough and fragile at the same 
time, as the line of individuality that 
he was and would remain.   
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JACK-IN-THE-BOX 
 
That comic-hideous face on that umbilical spring!  We 
duck, push back, tuck it into its box, put a weight on top, 
and shove it into attic or closet—even as kids we sense, 
ahead, our own descent…as the lid clicks shut. 
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SPUD 
 
Sooth is not that your aunt will tell of Mr. Potato 
Head again, to soothe you into sleep, kid, but the 
knowledge in advance that no protector will rescue 
you after she leaves.  It is dark again, already.  When 
your pillow asks, mash it.  Sunken, the pillow causes 
dreams. Whether the oceans of the subconscious are 
real or not depends upon who swim there, including 
bobbing potatoes.  
 
 It is already many years later in time present and time 
past.  “The Mashed Potato” is a dance in the same 
year that instant mashed potatoes are invented.  Next, 
you are superstitious among the ancient Romans 
tossing the ashes of cremated owls into the Tiber, 
Romans who never even heard of potatoes.   When 
you are the author of Utopia (and no potato head) the 
escort to your beheading on the scaffold will hear you 
say, “See me safe up, and for my coming down, let 
me shift for myself.” At that moment of the rolling 
ears, will your doppelganger appear radiant?  Will a 
white cloud appear as a potato or a gate—egress and 
exit into the same space-time mash?   Aunt or no 
aunt, there are potatoes that would put us all in the 
shadows.  One potato, two potato, three potato, four; 
five potato, six potato, seven potato, more. 


