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A gateway to where or when or who?

A gateway no one more will go through.

Attached to a fence at 90°

Not swung on a hinge, but flat to the seas

Where did you serve in your life to ornate

Did the winds raze your garden

And seal off your fate?

Were there flowers before

Leading up to a door?

Where children once played

And life’s foundations laid

Why did they leave you

And where is the house?

Filled with laughter and love-true

Did the dream just run out?

Now buried in sand dunes

And rusting away

Did they walk straight on past you

To begin a new day.

