The Move

Sat static in a revolving chair of familiarity

Contemptuous the world outside be damned.

Contact kept to controlled moments with brevity

Lest my exposed inner self be named.

A crack in the veneer and he peeks outside,

Slapped in the face with a new reality uncontrolled,

Nerves left bare this soul can no longer hide,

The move brings coexistence in similar space behold.

Conversation like nail scratches on rough veneer

Leaves doubt about any success on this new road.

If not for our loving bond set in early life so clear

I’d not venture off my solitary path its comforts told.
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