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i was talking to a moth 

the other evening 

he was trying to break into 

an electric light bulb 

and fry himself on the wires 

why do you fellows 

pull this stunt i asked him 

because it is the conventional 

thing for moths or why 

if that had been an uncovered 

candle instead of an electric 

light bulb you would 

now be a small unsightly cinder 

have you no sense 

plenty of it he answered 

but at times we get tired 

of using it 

we get bored with the routine 

and crave beauty 

and excitement 

fire is beautiful 

and we know that if we get 

too close it will kill us 

but what does that matter 

it is better to be happy 

for a moment 

and be burned up with beauty 

than to live a long time 

and be bored all the while 

so we wad all our life up 

into one little roll 

and then we shoot the roll 

that is what life is for 

it is better to be a part of beauty 

for one instant and then cease to 

exist than to exist forever 

and never be a part of beauty 

our attitude toward life 

is come easy go easy 

we are like human beings 

used to be before they became 

too civilized to enjoy themselves 

and before i could argue him 

out of his philosophy 

he went and immolated himself 

on a patent cigar lighter 

i do not agree with him 

myself i would rather have 

half the happiness and twice 

the longevity 

but at the same time i wish 

there was something i wanted 

as badly as he wanted to fry 

himself 

archy 



      Upon Westminster Bridge 
 

Earth has not anything to show more fair: 

Dull would he be of soul who could pass by 

   a sight so touching in its majesty: 

This City now doth like a garment wear 

The beauty of the morning; silent, bare                (5) 

   Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie 

   Open unto the fields, and to the sky; 

All bright and glittering in the smokeless air. 

Never did sun more beautifully steep 

   In his first splendour valley, rock, or hill;       (10) 

Ne'er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep! 

   The river glideth at his own sweet will: 

Dear God!  the very houses seem asleep; 

   And all that mighty heart is lying still! 

                         --William Wordsworth 


