I slide up the kickstand and I ride out of the door
I weave through the streets it feels as if I am to soar
This beauty is common yet rare all through
I see runners, kids playing, and fellow bikers too
I get but fragments of lives
There’s more than I can see with just the naked eye
As I see it, we, together, are like a flourishing cactus;
We’ll have our rough spots, but we’ll bare our fruits as well
I think this on my bike, winding down the streets, and lifting me on the wind
maybe an ordinary moment, isn’t simply ordinary, but sometimes I can’t tell
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