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I bought my bike 

With you in mind…

Through tears and pain

 a ride in mind…

I rode it thrice

   Tentatively

It broke.

My friend Chuck

Tried to fix it.

He helped

But had to leave.

Later, sometime (how?)

It was fixed!

But out of gas.

A fourth time I rode it

   Tentatively

To the gas station

For a fill up

And back home again, see?

Where it sits

Waiting

Out my window.

Waiting.

Patient.

Day and Night

In sun and Rain

Growing Rust, but still Strong!

--like my heart—

for another chance to 

RIDE ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! 

