Catalyst of the fuel-injected pinhead
(on a hot summer day)

Wind repels

the dull knife

of my body

like gravity

gives weight

to exhaustion,

and this broken

road, half drunk

on time-wasted

asphalt, is faithless

and wicked.

Minneapolis

on a bike

at East Hennepin

and Fifth

is nothing

but a salt-stained

pothole, emphasized

by the shattered

bottle (pointedly)

as I swerve

wide of its

puncturing gist,

and a car,

honking

in disagreement

with fate, flies

past my elbow

giving flight

to the bird

of a disparaging

pinhead

whose only fault

is existence.

