T H E   M A P

A mile high above the orb of blue and green below,

The King and Queen of the butterflies sat in state upon

Their flowery thrones and observed with pleasure and curiosity their world

Beneath.

To their surprise, a Chinese man, Zheng He,

Was seen to climb a wooded European hill, carrying a

Compass and map in his right hand.

The human date was 1417,the butterflies time cannot

Be told.

Then on that sparkling egg-blue day, those Monarchs 

Who from southern Spain to Paradise once sped,sent

False Heath their chosen messenger,to translate herself

To the hills below,to seek out intruders and destroy.

So Zheng who`d walked four months

From Venice`s bazaars and left his vast ship in

A harbour there,with fine silks and rare caged creatures,

Brought his companion Map

And rested awhile beside a tumbling,hill-bound Hungarian stream.

Where blue butterflies and green aphids a-plenty played.

At last False Heath reflected upon her task and sovereigns command,

To rid the ancient hills of strange competitors. 

Yet spying Map, False Heath fell instantly in love and decided to frustrate and falsify her rulers plans.

Now vowing,like her name,to deceive,she ascended and pretended

Zheng`s Map was actually simply parchment. 

Her lie then became beneficial and her owners unaware, lulling Zheng into a 

Deep and carefree sleep, stole Map away.

Their progeny lie long hidden in Aggtalek`s grassy   

Hillocks,yet many seek to find them.
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