
 

Ambition 
 

“My ambition is to be completely forgotten,” quoth the poet.*  Others envision 
their legacy engraved on mossy churchyard stone, or safely preserved on some 
archive’s dusty shelf, or eternally stored as timeless digital bits in the cloud. In the 
vastness of cosmic spacetime, ambition is futile.  His wish is assured. 
 
* Bob Kaufman 
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