The Eternal Rider
Can I tell you a secret?

Promise you won’t say?

Can I tell you about a thing?

That happened yesterday

Well, it really happened in the night

As I lay down my head
I lay there quite wearily

Resting upon my bed.
I heard a galloping through the night

A song that softly played

I heard a muffling sound,
A laughing before the silence.
Like the shadows before a raid.

I picked myself up off my bed

Weary, but a misty spell controlling

A shadowed figure in the night.
My mind, like a wheel, kept rolling

A shadow? 
A shade?
A silent abomination?
A Grim-Reaper? a ghost?

A figure of imagination?
The only part that wasn’t shadowed

Were his eyes, a ghastly white

My curiosity didn’t allow me 

To turn away and scream in fright.

He sat up straight, his eyes gazed

His whole expression filled with greed

Still silent, he held the reins

Of his shadowy, silent steed.
Something overtook me

As he looked upon his land.
Suddenly I felt pity

For this man, 
The damned.
Suddenly a tear, crept from my eye

Such a fate is horrible

For those doomed to die.
