The Analyst
Can you tell me

Tell me why

When I feel happy

That I cry?

Cry I do

Drenching the rain

Till all have assumed

I’m in writhing pain.

Another perplexion 
I cannot grasp

Is when I feel saddened

It’s then I laugh.

Laugh I do

Till all have assessed

Their righteous diagnosis

That I am possessed.

So secure are they who know their mind

But the day will come when they will find

A deadly dragon hiding beneath

The golden floor they dance on.
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