
The Thread of History

A single strand of ancient wool,

against the linen, pale and cool.

A knot, a loop, a tiny mark,

some colours bright, and others dark.

Alone, this thread seems slight and frail,

it holds no ship, it tells no tale.

No armour forged,

no sharp spear cast,

No whispered echo of the past.

But see it joined, in close array,

where countless others hold their sway.

The canvas bursts in hue and form,

with ships that ride beneath the storm.

 From William, Duke, with banner proud,

 to sails that press against the cloud...

 each speck of thread, now locked in place, forms history across the 

 tapestry's face.

 Each man a stitch, with life his own, 

 a separate path, a seed that's sown. 

 The archer, farmer, or the knight, 

 diverse in colour, bound by might. 

 They marched as one to Senlac Hill, 

 their single purpose, iron will.

 The great event, forever xed,

 the power of the many intermixed. 

 So nd the lesson in the weave, 

 the simple, vital truth: believe.

 As individuals, we may seem small, 

 but stand united, heed the call.

 For in our colours, diverse and deep,

 a grand collective strength we keep. Together, like that mighty host, 

 we write the history that matters most.
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