
BE(GIN) 
 
If I were to separate my life 
into stages,  
where would this poem 
Be? 
 
If it were 
Eras, 
how lenient would I 
Be? 
 
As I slip 
from one day to one more, 
I notice how dull, how sober 
This routine has become. 
 
Will a lenient era ever 
End? 
 
Could a new stage 
Begin? 


