
THEORY OF EVERYTHING III

Haloed, heart in my mouth, I love 
you. I wake & mirage light—cities of 
gold & amber. Green swallowing 
neon, a nocturne of dreams. There: a 
pond cupped in soft hands. Lotus 
blooming. The water alive with fish, 
jeweled insects. For our soft, tender 
bodies, there is a familiar house, 
windows sunlit. My love. When you 
find yourself there, stumble in with 
all of your years. Do not be afraid of 
the distance we occupy.  Let the time 
we have together spill through the 
doorway like clean, beautiful wind. 

When beautiful, we will not forget the burning world. In our histories, impose the shape of 
wrecked buildings, razed fields. Inches from technicolor sky & grass, the riverbed is dry. Do 
not pray for angels to bear mercy, absolution. We will hold aftermath & emptiness together. 

After everything ends, we will hold aftermath, emptiness together. No angels to bear mercy or 
absolution. The riverbed runs dry inches from technicolor sky & grass. Imposed in our 
histories: wrecked buildings, fields razed.  When beautiful, we do not forget the burning world.

Sweetheart, no more of this broken glass, cracks gleaming like silk. Moving through a hallway of mirrors, ruined cities 
become small. At the bright exit, cruel things remake themselves—all honeycomb-yellow, robin’s-egg-blue. Let our 
bodies move through the world, light refracting upon light, hands twined. Imagine what we could become. 

Imagine what we could become. Light refracting upon light, hands twined. Our bodies moving through the world. 
At the bright exit, cruel things remake themselves—honeycomb-yellow, robin’s-egg-blue. Ruined cities become small 
in a hallway of mirrors. Sweetheart, no more of this broken glass. We will learn to weave the cracks, gleaming like silk.

Tenderness unfolds at our touch, peonies blooming. Rain pooling in 
my eyes, my hair: earth made soft. Our mother tongue loses its thorns. 
Regardless of time or place, I will search for you in all luminous things. 

Regardless of time or place, I will search for you in all luminous things. 
Our mother tongue losing all its thorns. Earth soft again: rain pools in 
my eyes, hair. Tenderness unfolds at our touch, peonies blooming.


