
Ending Places 
 
 
Strokes turn around, 
lonely hardness from 
the well – it went, 
went it. 
 
Did the car cease –  
as Rome? Patriots 
run with patents - 
and she births again. 
 
Lights turn off – 
fingers fumble first –  
tree stood tall here 
California bear withers. 
 
Pipes whistle sewage – 
they bottle up 
land sways – 
we went there again. 
 


