The coyote chasing the bird 

Eternally in hot pursuit. 

And my mind is chasing the word 

As inexpressed thought rings mute. 

My life, it tries to catch the world 

Coming as close as near misses. 

Outrunning itself with all flags unfurled 

Nothing taunts me, and it blows me kisses. 

Who and why am I? I to me 

Ask a question that I can't solve 

But the only thing worse to be 

Is a something someone else resolved. 

Ideas tumble into my head 

Grasp for them all, musn't miss one. 

The moment I stop trying, dead 

Or is it life, not dead but done?

