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Ella:						Libraries	remind	me	of		
															intellectual	morgues.	The		
															sheer	volume	of	books	is		
															overwhelming.	
	
Shu:						Yeah.	It	can	seem	like	an		
															overpowering	reminder	of		
															our	own	insignificance.	
	
Jack:					This	poem	is	cloaked	in		
															self-denial.	This	happens		
															when	we	identify	too	much		
															with	any	external	accomp-	
															lishment..	
	
Shu:							(Smiling	faintly)	Ah....	
	
Juanita:	Each	book	is	like	a	grain		
																	of	sand.	Yet	that	tiny	grain	
																	of	sand	can	seem	like		
																	cosmos.	
	
Shu:					(shrugging	his	shoulders)		
															Anyway,	there	is	enough		
														sand	inside	my	head		
														already.	Let's	move	on....	

i'm on an empty shelf 
between volumes 782.503 and 

783.3 
            
          dust gathers around my 
cover 

& mites nibble my binding 
 

occasionally unknown hands 
pull my jacket, scan me 

then promptly shove me back – 
in a world with so many volumes 

i'm inconsequential: 
a cadaver of cellulose 

in an intellectual morgue 
where millions rest in oblivion 

mostly ignored 
 

soon enough 
a librarian will examine me 
then decide other works 

are more worthy 
of the space 

 
in a disposal furnace 

i'll experience 
the fire of wisdom 

and once again 
know the bliss 
of being erased 


