morning in the park

The morning breeze blows gently through the sweetgum and gingko trees. Joggers stretch along the footpath. An old man, near a Chinese elm, circles his arms slowly and stops. Two squirrels scamper across the lawn and comb the grass for bits of food. A tan and gray pedicab rolls slowly over the bridge into the park as thick little pigeons flutter about.


A young man crawls out from under some bushes with a frayed bedroll. He scratches his matted hair and lights up a cigarette that he finds nearby on the ground.
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