 Fences

Tall the strakes making up my wall to you,

Hiding blemishes not to be put forth.

So much work to be done before you view

My interior - east, south, west or north.

Numerous sides and all must be put right

For that bad first impression lasts so long.

Perhaps this blockade needs not so much height,

If I trusted that you’d not take me wrong.

History tells me to have deep concerns

Before trust can be bestowed openly.

This fence must stay and no one learns

The guarded flaws I hide so carefully.

By Eric Johnston
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