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heart-dropping, stomach churning, 

 

change. 

 

face-cinching, fist clenching, 

 

change. 

 

heaven forbid a change so profound 

even as a penny flipped and bet on. 

 

the grand reveal 

A concept which finds bliss in a singular truth 

 

Though the show must go on 

But to what avail?  

the curtains close; 

the barrier before the truth 

 

             

 The show is still but a show, 

Even when it’s over. 

 

  change. 

 

       change. 

 

           

 change. 

 

is change the vile culprit? 



 

the sucker of souls, 

the devourer of vitality? 

 

 

 

 

or is it just ignorance? 

 


