First poem in the science library

Matthew Weiss

How did I get here?

Casting light on a string

in the shape of a noose

for a mouse, that small at least,

the drawstring for the blinds,

whose shadow delicate

touches my book, the sun is—

The type looks mimeographed,

transferred from the German:

Einstein’s theory of relativity,

his popularization,

while churning in my stomach,

like the remnants of disease,

say, salmonella,

is the sigh of nihilism,

anti-Trotskyite.

The poet’s role:

to preserve the people whom he’s loved—

Science is the bastion of the weak,

too weak to look them in the face

and smile—

Or so I believe

for myself—

I don't feel all the way here.
