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endless after all
Lori Lamothe © 2016

Poems in this collection will be
published by FutureCycle Press,
Fall 2017
.

Recycle this micro-chapbook
with a friend.
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endless after all

Lori Lamothe
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The Blue Earrings

For months I've kept the universe
in a box. It happens.

| get tired of infinity
with its sapphire eyes

staring out at me
from behind mirrors.

But today when I slip on
all that sea, that sky

everything immense
seems a little

lighter, as if nature
isn’t so in-your-face
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endless after all—
or maybe I've just gotten

used to the idea of
this big wavering life

being so damn brief.



