A metaphysician called Thwaite

arrived at his room after eight.

A note on his door

saying ‘Thwaite’s back at four’

made him sit with some hours still to wait.
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       My Lady Butterfly 

A

re you a dark moth from a silk cocoon, 

the flower wanderer of the midnight sky

who drinks from honeydew beneath the moon?

Not so, you are my Lady Butterfly.

When we were deviating on our course

swept all astray by wanton blasts of air

you fluttered on your wings of subtle force 
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to find your flower and alighted there.

Whatever bloom you choose, whatever field,

your presence makes its beauty  twice as much;

whatever plant with budding petals sealed

is glad to open to your gentle touch.

Ah! Lucky me that you have come to sip

my nectar and to take it from my lip.
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whatever plant with budding petals sealed

is glad to open to your gentle touch.

Ah! Lucky me that you have come to sip

my nectar and to take it from my lip.



