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The people I love the best
ju m p  in to  w ork  head f irs t
w i th o u t  d a l ly in g  in the  sh a llo w s
and sw im  o ff  w ith  sure s trokes  a lm os t out o f s igh t.
They seem to  become natives o f tha t e lement, 
the  b lack sleek heads o f  seals 
b o u n c in g  l ike  ha lf-sub m erged  ba lls .

I love people who harness them selves, an ox to  a heavy cart, 
w ho p u ll  l ike  w a te r bu ffa lo , w ith  m ass ive  patience, 
w ho s tra in  in the  mud and the muck to move th in g s  forward, 
who do what has to be done, again and again.

I want to be w ith  people who subm erge 
in the  task, who go into the f ie lds  to  harvest 
and w ork  in a row and pass the bags along, 
who stand in the line and haul in th e ir  places, 
w ho are no t p a r lo r  genera ls and f ie ld  deserters  
but move in a com m on rhythm
when the food must come in or the fire  be put out.

The w ork  o f the w orld  is com m on as mud.
Botched, it smears the hands, c rum b les  to  dust.
But the  th in g  w orth  do ing  well done
has a shape tha t sa tis f ies , c lean and evident.
Greek am phoras fo r  w ine or oil,
Hopi vases that held corn, are put in museum s 
but you know they were made to be used.
The p itch e r cries fo r  water to  carry 
and a person fo r  w ork  tha t is real.


