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Parmenides divined the world

with a nail and a string.

One fixed, immutable truth,

wrapping world and thought and speech
but knew no seams.

Lucretias measured the sky with the same,
stringing together the stars in the heavens,

binding the heavens to the earth.
Each burst of light fixed above —
Permanent / firmament.

But Lucretias was mute.

He couldn't tie his thoughts to sounds to paper.

When his memory passed,

the strings were loosed.

Now the heavens slide round the sky
catching here and again a nail,

torn white streak.
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the river rose
kissed the barbs
newly russeted lips
dissolve to murmur



