Final Musings:  A Beetle
Grotesque are the jitterings of a bug, thought Herbert Lauder, his one good eye squinting toward a fat, oval-shaped beetle.  Scimpering here, scampering there.  They make no sense.  At first, it seems as though they know where they’re going, but then they dart off in the opposite direction.  Pointless, purposeless.  Herbert leaned over the edge of his bed.  He frowned and asked, “Where are you going little bug?”  A dry shuffle came to his ears, but no answer.  Unperturbed, Herbert repeated, “Where are you going?”
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Braced rigidly on black, spiked feet, six menacing appendages jutted forcefully from a geometric abdomen; the iridescent belly hovered only high enough above the dusty tile to prevent its fine hairs from brushing the resistant surface.  Gently, yet with insistence, a cracked, column-like finger tapped the floor nearby.  The six legs, in perfect unison, burst into action, scurrying for the seeming safety of a shadow.  Then the beetle stopped.  Stood, immobile.  The finger, omniscient, omnipresent, tapped the floor again.  The beetle jump-scuttled to the left, stopped, turned ninety degrees, and frantically dashed beneath the fold of a napkin that lay crumpled on the floor.  The finger tapped the tile floor at the napkin’s opening.  Long, gargantuan the finger’s shadow stretched from where the fingertip met the tile into the room’s dark infinity.  But the beetle did not move.  Out of impetuous impertinence the beetle refused to scamper anymore.  The finger inched closer, tapping the napkin itself.  Did it shuffle?  Change position?  Or was it simply the napkin turning under the finger.  The finger coiled, then flicked the napkin.  It flipped up, bent, revealed for a moment the black back of the beetle, then settled where it had been.  Or was it really the beetle?  It could have been a shadow(the napkin’s.  The finger pressed the pale paper napkin.  Gently, it caressed the lump beneath.  No, it was certainly the beetle.  Had the finger lost then?  Had it already lost to the beetle’s stubbornness, to its perseverance?  The shadow fell upon the napkin, the fingertip prodding the beetle.  The beetle moved then, pushed further under the napkin’s cover.  The finger flicked the napkin away.  The beetle froze.  With immeasurable patience the finger pressed downward, then stopped.
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Herbert Lauder rolled onto his back.  What have I to do with squashing a beetle? he thought.  Lifting his worn hands, he turned them, first searching, as it seemed, the infinite atlas of each palm.  Once you weren’t so traveled, he thought mildly.  Then he studied the back of his hands, the ridged peaks and carved valleys of what seemed timeless erosion.  “Have I been here so long that I wear thin?” he asked aloud.  He pinched the sagging veil of his skin.  Mottled and dry it pulled loosely.  Where do I go? he asked himself solemnly.  Where do I go?
Final Musings:  A Moth
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Tap, tap(pat, pat.  The steady repetition keeps time.  Tap, tap(pat, pat.  The glass is closed, the wood locked.  Tap, tap.  No different now.  Pat, pat.  A wonderland of null.  Hear him there? Tap, tap(pat, pat.  Hear him wanting?  Tap, tap(pat, pat.  Once having is forever longing.  Tap, tap.  Out that is.  Tap, tap(pat, pat.  Tap, tap(pat, pat.  Out under the Great Open Nothing.  
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Wrestling an image of Lepidopteron out of the void before him(a moth, a common moth(Herbert Lauder giggled.  Last sight, last thought(transmogrified, metamorphosed(man to moth(manmoth, mothman.  I am, thought the limp pupuaman.  Tap, tap(pat, pat:  he bounces off frosted glass and white painted iron bars. Tap, tap(pat, pat.  There's rhythm in that fuzzy-winged rapping(and more than a little wanting.
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