A poetic cup of Coffee

As the water gushes from the faucet

It flows, it flows, it flows, ice cold it flows
Kettle is filled with mineral composite

The heat will blaze until it roars

The jar of joe is smelling bliss

| shovel a heap, | like it neat, no milk.
Chocolatey sweet, the coffee is a kiss
Kettle whistles, it pours, it pours like silk
As steam bellows from the mug and clears
It reveals the fruits of labour, shady and fair
Brewed from tears

To workers despair

The brown creme de la creme rests on top
Bitter. Sweet.



