POETRY

Trust

Fleanor Horton

Wet clay

Spinning within my hands
Sculpting a vase

To be admired by all

Sitting on the shelf
Bright coloured paint
Timely to make
Beauty

One moment

Is all it takes

To knock it down
Shattered to pieces

Put it back together
Glue every piece
Big and small
Almost perfect

You can always see the cracks



