Fly In A Bottle

Basho himself would have found much to ponder

on in the trapped insect’s quandary.





You can hear the 

creature’s wings as they buzz with energetic futility. 

Listening, you can hear too, how its body collides 

Constantly with the unyielding limits of the confinement

it cannot see. Its guidance systems are too rudimentary 

for more than repetition of the same futile loop, 

the ineffective action repeated again and again.

Its autopilot is set inflexibly, steering the insect towards 

the always inaccessible source of light. 

The creature is unaware that what surrounds it is 

an obstacle more solid than the gentle air. 

 What prevents the insect

from regaining its vanished liberty? It’s trapped 

by its own limitations. It has no circuitry that might allow analysis. 

Pure chance alone might guide it through 

                           the bottle’s narrow neck. 

Language traps the mind

like a fly in a bottle

-so says Wittgenstein.
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