The Welcome
A fanfare for librarians, in verse –

With no bum notes, whether florid or terse –

That’s what the poet engages to deliver,

The word-enroller and the rhyme-giver.

Books have come and gone and come again,

Though some are written by a virtual pen.

Guard your Elzevirs, but also log

Titles from Pantagruel’s catalogue:

The Bagpipe of the Prelates, The Ape’s Paternoster,

Or any other monster from the roster.

Borges thought the great starry array,

The universe, was but a library.

Muster and master its infinite folios

And you could think you knew what no one knows.
We want it all; the universe itself

Expands, shelf beyond Hubble-bubbling shelf!

Starbursts of outreach – access – information –

We’re on the very edge of a space station

Where ignorance will not be bliss but drastic,

Where learning curves must learn to be elastic

Where we must search, and, find and use the things

That our search engine – oh, be patient! – brings.

Digitize a gilded Book of Hours,

It’s not the smae, but there it is, it’s ours,

And long dead times revive and look at us

As we interrogate their calculus.

Page or tape or disk or means unknown

Lie in wait wherever light is thrown,

To spread that light for everyone to see

And step by step enter immensity.

Glasgow, London, Europe, everywhere –

The poet’s words may vanish into air

But they are words of welcome. May your greetings

Flourish braced by good old Mungo’s greetings.

Perhaps he hears you, shoring by the Clyde,

With tree and bird, fish and bell at his side.

Well, you may find his story in a book,

In a library if you know where to look.

From Mungo’s cell to cyberspace, reality

Is a tango of intertextuality.

Have a fine dance with it this week, unlock

Your word hoards, take heart and take stock

Of everything a library can do

To let the future shimmer and show through.
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