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Of Bullets and Butterflies

The thought of some thinkers moves Like
a bullet with the crisp crack

of logic’s trajectory, a high powerad line
cutting straight through the clear air,

The space in between is inessental;
It 15 only the target that matters.

But there's also the movement of the buttarfly,

a rambling about on the whims of an up-hull wind,
a desultory, ﬂutlel'mg, path, from ona flower

to the next,

I5 that hte's movemeant? Chance

presentations of the honey s delight,
marvelous accidents all

' I:lil.‘ltll'l‘ ARSI



