
 

A Bid for Remembrance 
 
I draw poems from a deep, dark well, not knowing their worth before reaching 
sunlight.  Upon appraisal, I wonder, “Is this the one?”  The sheen of newness 
blinds me to its blemishes, the hubris of creation clouds its banality.  Tossed into 
the bin with its predecessors, this one, too, awaits fickle remembrance. 
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