Poem for Tim

Matthew Weiss

At any point, there's a respite--go out back--

and the stars are there for you.

You offer the moon a wry smile.




Wry?

Here, in the dim-light, 

people don't get drugged-out: 

what

Every cow is a god,

deigning to be carved;

every hiccup is a jerk

in an hallucination;

you find no rest here,

only constant assimilating things.

To get to this place, 

find the missing secret--

it will make infinite whatever is in 

your mind--

but you may never turn back

from this glitch in the world.
