Suzuki and the butterfly




Up near the new ceiling, high inside 
the Northern California hills country

front room Suzuki is entering, 
twenty feet above the floor on which


Suzuki stands, the large black, yellow,
and white butterfly flutters against
the high new window screen.  
The butterfly pushes outward.

  
The screen does not move.
Suzuki looks up, stops, and watches.
He sits down on the old brown stuffed
couch.  The butterfly flutters back


and forth along the high screen.
The meadow outside is directly in front, 
right there except for the screen bars
in the wall in front of it.  

The butterfly is throbbing against them.  
Tired, it stops to rest, holding on to
the metal with tiny hands.
Suzuki reasons that the creature had been


flying low and had flown in, unaware of
the outdoors door that had been open
for a while earlier this afternoon.  Then, 

in front of its tiny eyes, the door had closed.

Suzuki leaves.  The butterfly holds the bars.
The moon eventually comes out, ascends.  
Suzuki returns, notes the butterfly still
there above.  He goes to sleep.



He and the butterfly each sleep fitfully, 
the latter with closed wings, under the 
soft light.  Both dream, now of flying 
through morning fields with friends; now


of the screen bars' geometric cold.
A light spreads among the branches of the 
East hill trees; Suzuki opens his eyes, 
gets up, sees the still butterfly, goes 


outside. He slowly walks down the hill.
A tangle of long late-summer grasses 
lines the left side of the dirt path.
A shock of corn approaches, then recedes


on the right.  (A hidden snake observes, 
then turns and slides away into deeper grasses.)
As he walks, Suzuki feels the morning heat
begin to grow, feels earth rise and fall


beneath his warming sandalled feet.
The 20-foot dirty aluminum step ladder 
rests against the dark slat tool house 
down the road.  Eight words in all


complete the loan. Suzuki thinks 
of a brown paper bag.  The trip back up the 
hill takes him three stops to catch his breath, 
laying down the ladder in the still road.

(Two dragonflies undulate across the road 
above the still ladder, traveling toward 
the lush green North ridge ahead.)
Inside still, the butterfly alternates 


periods of fast flapping and periods 
of no motion, always staring straight
forward through the bars, warm sun 
now striping one side white, the other 


almost as near as the blood to the heart.  
But this wall of bars....
Suzuki comes in, looks up at the tiny 
flapping beast, puts the ladder down 


along the side wall of the cool room, 
and scratches his head.
The tiny beast stares out at the grasses, 
stares at the sky as if it would have


had it been floating on a leaf boat 
almost across a wide river.  Fatigue 
folds the sleepy wings.
Suzuki remembers that he has entirely 


forgotten the brown bag.  He leaves 
butterfly, ladder, and room and goes out 
into the sun again.  He walks back down 
the grayish path, almost without a sound.

The butterfly remembers: so long ago, 
the touch of wings had been infinitely 
soft in that night.  The sunrise is
filled with smells, hours of white gliding, 


the breezes still cool, gentle.  Oh, 
the updraft; then the down.
Suzuki makes it back up the hill with only 
two stops, puffing.  The brown bag's 


rustling  crackles; the long grasses softly

hiss as they  wave in the breeze.  The outside 
doorknob feels warm as he turns it.  Inside, 
he picks up the ladder with both hands and 


sets it straight up.  With one hand, he opens 
the ladder's legs until the braces are 
fully extended, settles it against the wall.  
Fifteen feet up, the ladder top 


just chips the new rough wood panels.  
Tiny wood flakes fall, float down.
Suzuki climbs the ladder slowly, bag in hand, 
watching the new flutters the tiny beast makes, 


always pushing against the screen.  Suzuki slowly 

raises the bag and gently puts its opening around butterfly 
against the screen.  The butterfly bangs-lunges down, 
under, away from it, still clutching the bars.

Suzuki places the bag toward her a second time.  
She flies out and down again. Suzuki climbs 
tiptoe back down the ladder, braces his two steps 
carefully on a rung, takes a long breath, and 


ever-so-slowly settles the brown bag's rectangular 
dark open hole toward the unmoving screen, 
butterfly still not moving.  Suzuki's fingers 
slowly close the bag's hole (top of bag 


approaching bottom) with great care.  
Suzuki holds the closed bag in his hands.
He carefully tiptoes down the ladder, 
rung by rung. His sandals pace the 


distance to the outside door.  He shifts 
the closed bag from both hands to just 
the left hand and turns the door knob 
with his right.  The door swings open.  


He walks out into the sunlight.
Slowly, Suzuki opens the brown sack's 
top.  Nothing.  No movement. He 
gently shakes it, twice.

His fingers holding the brown bag 
feel the tiniest reverberations.  
Inside little wings beat against 
the bag's own inside walls.

Streaks out.  Sunlight, flying up.  
Yellow.  Black.  White.  Wings pump 
full strength.  The colors.  Now, 
into a first      long              glide..........................

