Dylan Thomas 
A man on a mission with poetry in his head cymru am byd 
Born a Welshman but parents wanted English instead but I was bred
With the glory of a dragon that was always red it started may be with me
Under milk wood like breasts of hills a maiden and me this would help my poetry
Gydar Cymraeg my thoughts pushed me further to believe in myself and the woods and the bees
The Welsh side has got to me my love of the country means a lot to me passing love that’s gone
Like a stallion my poetry came to life a man a stud everyone wanted me Americans loved me
Running with words my brain intrigued me the thoughts that was coming out of me to thrill
An audience that adored me just me a man from Wales yes a Welshman how the world loved me
Ginger and bitter now woman were not fit for me if they can’t talk poetry just a bunch of bitches
Back to my native town ready a wooden box back to Laugharne to be buried and you will see
I became a legend I was meant to be bringing people into Wales just to see me a man a poet
A Welsh man in a church where I am dead opposite the pub and near the castle where I thought 
Here I wrote my poetry for free beer any drinks for free woman that wanted me for poetry
Remember me for the lad with ginger hair that the women lined up to pull their knickers off
As a poet I did very well just sex alcohol with poetry - the drugs killed me a thought 
To bear in mind me my poetry under milk wood as I looked up and grazed the breast that fed me
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