
Ullainne’s Domesday Book-William Kline

Like peripheral glimpses of shooting stars,

She keeps her secrets hidden

And quiet, behind the impenetrable prisons 

Of cardboard and cloth.

But, alongside her secrets lie memories

Of places and people etched in ink

On paper, thus etched in her mind.

And, years from now, 

When Ullaine remembers not remembering,

She can open her unconscious

By opening her book,

And out will fall her secrets and memories

Like the first flakes of winter snow,

Beautiful, white and pure.

But, her memory now is selective

And eliminates thoughts and people

Like a grocer purging rotten limes

From a freshly spritzed produce display.

And, some are tossed aside into the street

Where those who inscribe themselves

Into immortality

Are sure to leave the rest of us

Splattered in the mud of oblivion.


