The sound

Of

A

Morning 

Dove 

Doing a ditty 

By

The

Window sill .. 

Bringing the 

Alarm 

Clock down

To

Arms 

And

Making sounds

The

Workers of a new day could grab

A hold of like

A

Lost tamborine

In

The

Vortex

Of

A

Missing melody.

Teaming over

The

City

With sound,

As

My

Stinking breath

Rears

Head

And

Sees the sunshine basking off the

Street like

A

Lemon

Dream on a street of vodka.

Yes,

Looking up

I 

Know

All

Is

Going to be well for

The

City

Even if it has 

To

Head

Into 

Work.

