The Coat of Many Layers

Save us from the truth!

It’s really our way.

That’s how we all operate

Each and everyday.

Smile in the hallway

To all that we pass,

“Good morning,” (you bitch)

Let’s kiss some ass!

Deny your shortcomings,

Of course, to the rest

But it’s that lie to ourselves

That makes us a mess.

They build up like barnacles

To the hull of a boat,

They hide us inside

Like wearing a coat.

The heat from this layer

Keeps us distressed,

Although we don’t know it

In our subconsciousness.

You may feel kind of OK

Or really depressed,

It’s different for each

Until we confess.

Then the shekels come off,

We’re freed of our con!

We’re cool again now

That heavy coat gone!

So lie that white lie

To your friend or your wife,

But to your own self be true

For the rest of your life.
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