Ride with me?

Why is it so hard to put down in literation?

Describing ones magnificent elation?

To make a reader feel my jubilation?

Or express my happiest sensation?

I grab my quill and pen.

I go to write again and again.

The words will not come out.

It makes me want to scream and shout.

I cannot take you down this route.

I have a severe happy drought.

But alas, I know where we can go.

I know a world that I can show.

The words always flow.

In my world of endless woe.

Down my dark road of despair.

Into some dark and creepy lair,

That I call my mind.

We will leave the light behind.

Take care as you step, do not fall.

In this dark place, you are my thrall.

I control the demons here, I command all.

In this the bleakest of places, I will chain you to the wall.

On your knees, eyes turned down. 

In my mind I wear the crown.

All are penitent to me as you will be.

With my whip I will tear away all happy

Thoughts or cares. You will only see,

What I care to give you. You will only be free

When you can give this all to me.

There is light here, but only as I see fit.

I will allow you some, only after you commit,

Your body and soul to these, my words of gloom.

And share your body and mind with my impending doom.

Do you care to ride along with me?

Oh. You want to be set free?

Time will tell. You are not yet mine completely.

