Oblivion
My name is, my name is Unimportant,

But forgive me if I repeat myself,

For it is much too much to remember

Everything which is anything else.

It’s hard enough for one to know oneself,

And I’m not surprised you need to be told, 

For it is much too much to remember

Days between growing up and growing old.

Now is the time more than ever before

That you should brush aside all that you can,

For it is much too much to remember,

And all will certainly happen again.

I am beyond the shadow of a doubt

Unimportant, I may have said before,

For it is much too much to remember,

And it is far too easy to ignore.

How very little deserves attention

With nothing but time left to devour,

For it is much too much to remember,

And in never knowing lies my power.

I pray you may never ever treasure

The little things behind the mystery,

For it is much too much to remember,

And that would surely be the end of me.

-Stacy Atkins

