"Dear Butterfly"

unaware

of her own existence.

undisturbed,

she travels from flower to flower

each beholding life,

jewels of nectar.

  daintily,

  she chooses a petal to lie on

  and feeds on the droplets.

from her inelegance as a young caterpillar

to the womb of her cocoon

she transformed,

developed,

matured,

like ugly duckling to swan

perhaps deceiving her own granular eyes

  the wind beneath her delicate wings,

  she floats, glides, drifts

  not yet ready to soar

  she tries.

  her following shadow flows across the earth

  like tame water.

such simpleness and poise

in her flight,

adds to her given beauty.

yet her vibrant colors define it.

  i hold out my hand

  like a perch.

  Gracefully she descends

  like an autumn leaf

  my hand her landing pad.

her featherweight footsteps

tickle my palm

antennaes explore with minute spasms

across the creases

her arms gently open and close

like a fan.

  sprinkled dust

  upon her velvet wings.

  laced-edges

  holding ornamented patterns

  like paintbrush colors on canvas

the vital spark of the copper sun

illuminating her wings

assuming a stained glass window

majestically magnificent.

  i hold in my tender hand,

  a piece of precisely sculpted art

  dessert for the eyes,

  fascination for the mind,

  an undisguised beauty

  more than she'll ever know.

i extend my open hand out

and offer her to the heavenly sky

She accepts,

but not without giving me a kiss.

a kiss of color, of life.

  her wings blossom parallel to the horizon

  and departs

  her raised sails seize all the free air it can trap

  she disappears into nature's reality

  as quick as a daydream.

i'll see her again, i know.

on another bright day.

so. . .goodbye Sweet Butterfly.

Flutterby

Flutterby.
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