Fences

Like railroad tracks interrupting.
Green rolls of field and farm.
A metronome, in rhythm.

A lilac, full to overflowing.
An oak tree, culled into an arc.
Cows and corn shoot polka dots.

We build.
Gray-weather wood.

We break.
White plastic pickets.

We mend.
Wire and barbs and long lines on post.

A world filtered in blinks.

Fencepost punctuation.
Bucolic. 
Except

that time 
they took one of our own.

