
Vinegar strokes 
 
 
I’m working blue-face fast missionary 
on the Core Trainer 
thinking of when I was younger 
full of vim 
hard 
fast fucking 
forever 
it seemed 
in the moment 
after moment 
after moment 
it seemed 
forever 
 
I count to 301 
and I finish 
 
I gasp 
and collapse 
deep 
into the machine’s waiting arms 
 
In front of my nose 
a tiny muscular spider 
crawls its way across the floor 
 
Stops at a 10kilo bar bell 
 
Nudges it to one side 
 
Continues on its way 
 


