
MY OLD FENCE 

 

 

 The sun comes out and dries wet wood, 

Dry wood stands where wet wood stood. 

The rain comes down and wets dry wood; 

Wet wood stands where dry wood stood. 

 

For most of the time I understood 

That this was neither bad nor good, 

But most of the time has since elapsed  

And my old fence has just collapsed. 

 

By Jack Kerr 


