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Fired Brick, Spiderwebs and Frog Spawn 
 
Sirpa Kyyrönen 
 
This is a daydream. In my dream a group of poets sets up a brick factory. I mean the 
traditional process in which sand is mixed into the clay and then the clay is trampled, 
put in a wooden mould and dried, perhaps shaped with a template, and finally fired. 
 
For me, that firing of bricks in my dream is a metaphor for creative work, writing a 
poem. First you bake your own voice –  you dig the ground or the bottom of a lake, 
looking for suitable layers. After that the brick baker, most likely a part of some 
tradition or another, shapes the raw material first into incomplete wet bricks, then 
incomplete dry bricks, and finally building blocks red as a mucosa: pieces of a line, 
units of rhythm. (By the way, Finnish clay is rich in iron, but poor in calcium and 
titanium, which means the bricks turn red when they are fired. This thought wakes 
inside me the urge to touch, to play with my fingers the rough surface of a brick, that 
eternal material, a piece of eternity.) As the bricklayers sets to work, the process 
continues to building fireplaces, walls, edifices, new brick factories. 
 
In my experience a poet does more than just builds new things from ready-made 
bricks and mortar; the poet is also the brick baker I just described. The poet digs and 
breathes in the clay, treads and breathes in the clay, dries and breathes in the clay and 
finally builds with that clay a place for a fire, maybe also walls around the fire. The 
flames dance, and the author invites the reader in, but exits the place themselves. 
Maybe the poet turns once to look back: something red is dribbling from the corner of 
the readers mouth, must be barbeque sauce, and the other corner is leaking molten 
sugar goo from a marshmallow's heart. The author, bursting with pride, hurries to exit 
the picture before. 
 
I want to write a space here like I would write a poem. 
 
As a poet I place pieces of text of different sizes onto some kind of groundwork, into 
some space or the other; I build visual and rhythmic character, a suggestion for the 
spatiality of a poem. I strike a pose, I listen to my breath, draw a composition, a form; 
lines follow each other and weave together, a montage, sentences grouping together. 
But the bricks of text, lines and sentences, are not enough. The message they carry into 
the poem is not enough. We need emptiness. The rhythm needs breaks. Silence. Actual 
spaces between lines, lines ending, beginnin and overflowing. Rhythm speaks to our 
reptilian brain, language rocks us to sleep or lifts up, but these thoughts that are born 
insi a reader need a silent place, they need the margins and spaces between lines; 
silence cuts lines off from each other, silence carries things from line to line. 
 
In order to become real a rhythm needs a body to experience it, a reader who senses 
things and shares them. The reader listens to silence, reads themselves in this silence. 
The memories and wishes of a reader arise between the lines and in the margins of the 
text. 
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When a reader visits a poem, they often have needs. The reader wants space, time, 
someone to understand, and a room like a gallery of mirrors to show them something 
new about themselves and where they belong. On the other hand they want a space 
where they can recognise someone familiar, where they want to be told the known and 
unknown about themselves, both at the same time. How can I as a writer accept the 
wants and needs of a reader. I can not. Do I want to accept the wants of a needs of a 
reader. The answer is here, somewhere between the lines. 
 
Both writing and reading are acts of creation: to read is to write and to write is to read. 
To write a poem is to call forward some new piece of reality, a vision. When I 
reconstruct the process of writing and reading, I think about meeting. A poem is a 
meeting place for the writer, the language and the environment in which the language 
operates, which the language creates. A poem is also the meeting place for the text and 
the reader. The reader picks up where the writer stopped. It seems to me that the 
existence of a poem is dependent on the relationship between language and reader. 
The reader is a creative, physical participant in a poem. 
 
To be more specific: When writing a poem, one constructs a new representation from 
ordinary observations, seeks new connections, strives to find a new expression for 
something that has been said countless times before. Writing a poem is an act of 
association, both active and subdued in form; it is finding you way in a fog, seeking the 
support of some intuitive backbone, a breathing system, when your whole body is 
shaking unsteadily on the membrane of a diaphragm trampoline. In some parallel 
reality the reader waits for their turn to jump. 
 
A poet is a craftsperson, a bricklayer and a sculptor. A poet is also a spider, a web-
weaver, a stretcher of spaces. From their cribellum they secrete a strand of web silk, 
then leave the strand to be carried in the wind, they travel up and down the strand, 
drudge and give up, hang in thin air space supported their own silk, drudge some 
more. A spider web is a picture that pleases me or appeals to me in this context. The 
spiral net of a spider is an almost invisible space within a space. The net catches the 
passer-by, the passer-by catches the net, the glue is the message, the hunger and thirst. 
 
To speak of craftpersons or web weaving skills does not mean we should focus on the 
maker. What is important is to do things well for their own sake, often slowly, with 
patience. Writing is commonly preceded by fog and dispersal, breakage, 
incompleteness, a dreamlike play of shadow and light. (At this point I draw a cartoon: a 
person lies on a bed, letters that indicate a snoring drift toward the ceiling, at the foot 
of the bed there is a sign: 'Do not disturb, Poet at work.) But isn't it true that the logic 
of poetry, the birth of new language, new forms and new connections, has a lot in 
common with the logic of dreams. 
 
A poet writes the rhythm of their breathing. This rhythm is influenced by surrounding 
reality. When the nesting-tree is on fire or holes of the world fizzle out black smoke, it 
is harder to write, to resonate. It feels like in addition to ear plugs there is a plug in 
every pore, air does not reach the tip of your fingers. On the other hand many of my 
poems have been born at one sitting in the middle of the most upsetting stream of 
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news. It is about the stages of the process. Sometimes all the particles in my 
perception-state come straight at me. At those fortunate moments the writer is like a 
sponge, already moist and receptive; they absorb more and more, they catalyse 
observations and sentences almost out of thin air, from ambient moisture, current 
affairs, everything they read. 
 
Perhaps poetry is about collective dreaming, dreams that pose the questions which 
have no room to pulse elsewhere. Their conception takes place between the lines. For 
any one question there are at least as many answers as there are readers, 
spatiotemporal and physical realities, perceiving and experiencing identities. Even 
when we breathe the same air in the same space, we do not breathe the same air in the 
same space. We do not listen to the same silence. When different readers visit the same 
text, they produce different rhythms of breathing, and the writer's rhythm is just one 
way of reading the poem. 
 
What the writer and the reader share is a dream; maybe a dream is the least common 
multiple between you and I. I do not mean the basic need, the need for rest, but also 
dreams as our collective pictures, myths. I mean the sleep that cries for peace. A poem 
is a short way to travel from one human heart, from the innermost voice, to another. 
From a pulsating protoplasm to another pulsating protoplasm. But. Something in 
poetry, modern poetry, does not speak to the reader any more. The innermost voices 
do not meet, the sunshine has been scorching for x weeks, the protoplasms are drying 
up in the heat. Literature is losing its diversity. 
 
We have heard that modern poetry is difficult, it is impossible to understand. I strongly 
disagree: the poems are not difficult, it is only that there are so many easier and faster 
ways available to fall in love with the familiar and the unfamiliar, the self and the 
other. Maybe there is no time for the silence happening between the lines. I want to 
say this. If you have ever dreamt, you can read and experience poetry. A poem is the 
linguistic representation of a dream. A poem is not a riddle, but nevertheless a poem 
must retain some mystery, some playfulness, in order for the reader to enter the poem, 
have adventures between the lines and make their own interpretations. Although it is 
also true that in silence it is hard to pose, it is hard to stand out or to market yourself 
or your answer to current issues. 
 
However, poetry is strong stuff. Poetry is the durable glued ties of a spider's net, it is 
immortal thoughts, pieces of eternity, fired brick. Poetry is also perishable as frog 
spawn in a puddle drying in springtime sun, and it needs readers to keep up the 
correct moisture. To stay viable and diverse poetry needs readers like water molecules 
more than it needs singular suns. 
 
I continue with frog spawn. I feel that at this specific moment it is the poet's duty to 
write slime, solid fog, glue. The text must brake and flow, conquer and overwhelm, 
tense up and falter. A line like that is unruly and plastic enough to measure 
disturbance, to exhibit restlessness, to show how uncertain is the space where the 
author breathes, gives a rhythm to the text. We wade through an endless barrage of 
stimuli, get bruised and catch things thrown at us. Recording crystal clear, simple 
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thoughts seems to me false at this point. Things are not simple enough that neat 
abstractions would feel morally justified. Rather in a poem the lines' relationship with 
each other is an aesthetic organization of the conflict between breathing and 
perception. When it comes to both our language and our bodies we are met with 
demands of logic and strictness, even though an everyday life in language, life in a 
body, is more likely to be faltering and leaking, communication clarified by stuttering 
and repeats. On the other hand, in my view redundancy, parallelism, serves to 
strengthen the questions, not the answers. Maybe in everyday social media 
conversations we should only use questions, instead of any other sentences. 
 
Poetry is motion. The eternity enclosed in a poem realises itself in language. A single 
poem needs a form like a piece of clay dug from a lake bottom, it needs layers and 
friction between layers, it needs change. The reader identifies with some sentences 
more than others, in the fog condensed into slime there can be seen lumps, like eggs in 
frog spawn, and things begin to happen, diversify. There happens a tail, a tadpole, a 
movement, moving thing, something to move us. Dear reader, come to the poem, give it 
time, and the frogs shall eventually leap to meet your eyes, into your lap, into your 
mouth. 
 
I think the way with which a poem can have influence depends on harmony and chaos 
happening at the same time. The tension in a poem, the release into multiple meanings, 
many interpretations, is build by both auditive and visual silences, the empty spaces 
and betweens. 
 
But is it possible to have too many meanings, so that the poem is extinguished. What if 
the spaces between lines grow so tense that the reader drowns, slips down when their 
feet no longer reach both sides of the frog spawn pond. Or what if the lines follow each 
other in such close proximity, that it is impossible to find the tension, the riddle, the 
logic of dreams, and that proximity makes it impossible for the reader to extract a 
meaning. Above I suggested that the reader needs only willingness and time, but is it 
enough. Is it also necessary that the reader somehow shares the reality of the poem, 
the ethical layers and points of observation, to make it possible for the reader to pose 
questions. It seems to me that in a world of single truths poetry is like an outcrop of 
forest, diverse both in sounds and species, or it is the reflection of you own childish 
face in the surface of a pond in the woods. Poetry is a game. Creative writing and 
creative reading are a game in the same way a child plays a game for the game's sake. 
Poetry is continuity: it is fired brick, spider webs and frog spawn. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


