fence out

when we’re, we’re old

and cutting out pictures of faces 

we’ve lost to time

we’ll keep hiding 

and hoarding are strength and our pills

until it’s time

our fights, they are staged

but we prove that we know our roles and

how they’re to be played

we’re hiding out

in our own cold house

and we make the bed

and sleep on the couch

no one stops

to taste what we’ve grown to expect

is lost on the vine

injured dreams, bleed 

until pillows are full and betray

our empty heads

blowing rings of smoke,

one for each lost year

and can’t help but choke

trying to fake the tears

and we close the gate

fence out the exchange

perhaps it protects us

but it works too well.

board up the booth, 

got no tickets to sell

to the small talk charade

got no stories to tell

you listen long, and listen well

but when it’s your turn the parlance is stale

perhaps it protects but it works too well

open arms to meet the imposed will 

downcast eyes, portend the lips be still

and you close the gate

fence out the exchange

perhaps it protects us

but it works too well

