gatekeeper
I heard his crooked laugh

and turned.

Lips parted in a mocking grin,

toothless smile,

bald scalp peeling and dirty.

Sitting just inside the gate,

on the park bench

in tattered pants and sweaters,

he tosses crumbs to the pigeons and squirrels,

and spits out words like melon seeds

at the blue and gold flowers

near the edge of the sidewalk.
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