Once, when the clonds were farming
On A windy winter morning,

I, still with the Weig[vt af niqht,
Saw & quite peculinr siqht.

Twe birds I beheld,

On & maple tree held,

A most unusual Pm’n’ng

And there was 1, 7mn'n7.

One was A black. crow,

Cold and m’ly, such I know,
Beside him, a blind owl,

Gwrafwl and wise, not one to 7rowl.
“Lagic, "tis such a fina tf»inq./ ”
cawed the crow, whe could not Sing,
“0, how I Love induction,

And adore , as well, deduction!
How I loath the nigf»tingwlﬂ,

30 fnlmciaw in her wail,

Her sonq 50 inconsistent,
Unsustained, and yet persistent!”
But then the ow! hooted,

And to the crow alluded,

“You misquide yourself here,

For, t[wugk lagic hath its S}J[Lfirﬂ,
To what the nig[»tingnle Sings,

"Tis beyond those low things.”

The crow coldly assured,

“You know that such is absurd!

And indeed, you Are An owl,

Of all creatures, the most foul,’
For truly, you sleep all day,

And awake all m’g/vt you stay,
if this T say 1s true,

Why should I Listen to you?”

The owl then answered caallv,
“Friend, do not act untruly,

and listen to what I'say,

you may learn something today.
Lagic may be wally sound,

No fallacy tobe found,

But empty Wemise—chnsing,

0nl17 7ets your brain mcing,
Truuth may never so be reached,
And to nature thus impemi»,

Is as good as splitting yarn.”

“Owl, your brain must be in a barn,
For yyou should very well know,
That imply, I am A crow,

And crows use lagic mes,

To solve problems and to call ways,
warafara I know certm'nly,
Logic’s valid, Late and amrlv.‘”

“1jaur ilk. I esteem, crow’,

1 Our callow friend, the crow,
Deals an ad hominem blow.

2 The crow utters (without coercion!)
A fallacy of mere assertion.



And I do want you to know,
Your logic I admare,

Your Wi117 wit af flyers,

And your practical inductions.
Yet this T finc{ obnoxious:

Your eternal seArch far faw{,
Has made you farget the Good,
And this too I feel tragic,

You no l«mﬁer see mnﬁic,

But marelt7 lagic shallow,
Andin your Llust so callow,
Lost n'ght of infinity,

See merely im{efinitv. "

“"Tis only nonsense you s;venk,
With your words obscure and meek,
Lagic 1s never invalid,

Never weak, thin or sgualid,
That would be ilagiml,’
Sirnflv }Jmtfwlagicnl! “
“Ilagicnl ndeed,

Such is the essence of my creed.
With logic to do away,

In the SP[wres af Riq[wr sway,
To leave aside the brain,

And with the mind take the Lane,
That to atamit17 leads.”

The crow answered his pleads:
“AlL this nonsense you say,

AL you've uttered today,

You cannot lagicnllg PrWE’
Therefore, it must be A spoof,

30 then lagic is vald,”

Truly, assuring and calid.”
“Sterile knaw"lea(ge Tdon't need,
To tell you where my path Leads.

3 The poor crow the question begs:
His argument has no legs!

4 The crow makes, with ignorance,
An argument from ignorance.

For, while you induct your next menl,
Isee what's and what's not real.
Logic never leads you there,

Not to truth or to Mtywkere. ”

“But see the humans 7lariaus,’

T fwy 'q SAY your t/wugkﬁ Are spu rious,
For they say that they've advanced
Out from superstition glanced,

And for science made way,
;Et/ervthing do now t/wy may,

And t[wy now know very mu ch,
And vnderstand things as such:
Birds and animals can't speak,

Nor can mice, tfwy anly squeAk,
5ill17 rituals serve far nnugf»t;

Oh, how enligﬁtenao{ tkey re t/wugkt! “
“These humans in their fallv,

Do not fallaw their cmlling,

waﬂj call themselves anlig/vtenu(,
But truly, they are T?ligktac(.

Tl iu:y think that analysing,
Deconstru cting, sterilizing,

Will lead them to renliti;,

waﬂ/ call lagic Sﬂmitv,

I, a blind owl, with Kindness,

Tell them 'tis only blindness.”
“Caw! Caw! Caw!

.Enaugf» af thas Sillif thaw,
Continue with your banter,

And T'UL strike you like A pﬂmtker,é
Peck your eyes out from behind,
Then you shall truly be blind!
Then we shall finnllt; see,

Who trium}aks, you or me!”

The crow pu ffeﬂ( triu mp hant,

5 Here, the crow as he squeals,
To authority appeals

6 Despite his later remorse,
The crow here appeals to force.



Proud and galumphant,

But he gﬂuickly qave A lem;a,

For the owl was Mlee}y/

The crow, in an uqu mood,

GAve A caw, left where he stood.

I closed my eves, then gave A stare,
But the owl, it wasn't there!
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