
The Butterfly Snatcher 

By Michael DeVito 

I shouldn’t tell you, I don’t want to, not really, but I need to, not because 
I feel obligated, not because I am required to, just so we understand, but 
because I can’t lie anymore, not about something so trivial, which even in 
its triviality, I feel embarrassed, somewhat, to reveal about myself... I 
sometimes feel like I am always thirsty, and no amount of water can 
quench it, and even now, talking about it, I am distracted and also trou-
bled, because no matter what, I cannot distract myself from this distrac-
tion, and even when I do, it never lasts, because my mind inevitably trav-
els, on its own, without my help, it just disappears from my sight, and 
then I am in real trouble, because, like a loyal barn cat, it returns with 
gifts, gifts which it thinks are gifts, but which really are not, and I must 
pretend to be thankful… 

To confess is to acknowledge, and to acknowledge seems very helpful, 
especially in matters such as this one, in which the past, present and fu-
ture rely so heavily upon the thin hammock of my stability, emotionally 
speaking, and maybe even psychologically, which isn’t all that uncom-
mon, but which troubles me more now because of the implications, such 
that cannot be ignored, but will flash like the last flicker of a bulb’s life, 
when the wires within are shown for what they really are, when the light 
dissipates in an invisible cloud and we realize that it isn’t magic, but 
merely science and technology, but even that I cannot believe, because 
that light is so bright before it dies, and that last flicker, the one which 
seems so real, is only seen after the eyes have been seduced by the imagi-
nary, but then, here I go again with my deviations and shifts, when I 
promised myself, and you, that I would tell you, and I will, I will tell you, 
but only if you really want to know, and I can’t tell if you really care any-
more, if the sound of my voice repulses you, if it lulls you, if it numbs 
you, or if it has no effect at all on you, which is very much a possibility, 
because I often can’t stand to hear myself speak, despite my hyperactive 
tongue and its frantic behavior, but I do it anyway, to calm myself I sup-
pose, to distract myself perhaps, to imagine myself something more than 
I believe, when the curtains are pulled so tight they don’t seem to exist, 
and the lights burn your eyes, that is where I am most me, when the play 
is over, and I bet you think I just confessed the secret I promised to tell, 
that I let it slide past my lips, which were too distracted by my tongue, 
but I apologetically admit we have both been duped, because I felt, for 
only a second, that I was preparing myself for the actual admission, and 
then, distracted by you, or rather my awareness of you and how easily I 
could blame you for distracting me and thus avoiding my confession, I 
did exactly that… 
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I almost did it again, if you noticed, but no, no, no, no, it was only a story 
I created to, I admit, entertain you while I circle the room with my eyes, 
trying to find a way to remind you that I cannot be trusted, not when my 
secrets are at stake, no, especially not then, which is now, I suppose, 
which is when, is suppose I promised to tell you that I cannot be trusted, 
not to tell you the truth, because even when my confession comes, it will 
likely contain fallacies, inaccuracies, diversions, half-truths devouring 
whole-truths which in their most pristine potential for accurate admission 
are probably so coded, so tangled up with previous attempts, so wrought 
with fear and shame, so absolutely entranced by the butterfly snatcher, 
that I doubt I would know if the secret were an honest  
confession or if it were merely a diversion I am not aware of, a trick being 
played on me, by me… Do you still want to know the secret, would it 
matter to you now to know, could you trust it? I imagine not… which I 
apologize for, you know, leading you on as I have, luring you into the 
darkness with what you thought was a torch, but once you walked closer, 
you realized was a match…  

Isn’t it quite funny, how much I have said, and yet how little I have said, 
because when I began, my direction was somewhat…direct, which is to 
say, that I certainly only needed a few words to relieve myself of this 
growing burden, which grows even while I speak about it… Isn’t it  
pathetic, grossly morose, to speak of my potential victim who is me, the 
fluttering butterfly haplessly disturbing the quiet air of a scenic meadow 
in perhaps late may when the grasses dance hypnotically to the rhythm of 
the wind, isn’t it me who I hope to snatch up with a thin handled net, to 
twist into a tiny pocket of fine mesh, the butterfly, me, now fluttering 
helplessly in the loud air of a shrinking room with so many windows I 
cannot see through because the wind is also trapped and is frantically 
squeezing itself into miniscule spaces which cut like hair thin razor blades 
against my weary wings,  when suddenly I fall hard against the invisible 
walls of another room, with its solid transparency, impossible, and the 
echoes of my wings which I now beat with futility, because I know, now, 
in this container I hold, myself inside, that with a simple twist, I can be 
free, and yet, my hands cannot seem to find the right hold, and the jar 
eludes me, despite it being my possession… 

It was never my intention, I hope you know, not to lure you, not to tempt 
you, and especially not to intrigue you regarding my secret, because,  
admittedly you must have known I would never tell you… at least you 
were right… 


