Obsession

The passing obsession of a loving crush 
Why do you beat about the bush 

I wish I could eradicate

This wanting, needing desperate state

I wasn’t born to sing the blues

About the ways that I’ve been used

I was born to be much more 

But this is what I can’t ignore

 I cannot turn it off 

Though cynics may scorn and scoff 

And the more sensible conclude 

I’m just trying to self delude 

And I know better than to be biased 

This kind of thing could start a riot 

And end in trouble for all involved

A puzzle that I haven’t solved 

But this plays on inside my skull

Something I have no power to cull 

And am left to be waylaid 

By the way my mind has strayed 

Am left resting on a borrowed branch 

That will snap me down upon the ranch 

Something less than safe secure 

A rapid rising falling floor 

How do I live and live outside 

So this does not dictate my life 

How do I in hesitation 

Abdicate my domination 

