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The town all drown 
In their backward stupor
Clack amid the cracked
Minds and hearts of the boozer
Listening and fidgeting
On bar stools
In town halls
Playing hopscotch and stories of Dylan
Thomas from Wales whose 
Poetry and tales have lasted 
Longer growing stronger
Dylan in a sea of bitter
And sweet he was with the ladies
And more they have to say
He frittered away his money for beer
He owed that’s on the tab
Tills still in arrears after all these years
And as high as the oystercatcher flies
Off from the loft of the boathouse drab flab
Is Dylan and drab they say but not I.
I love you Dylan
The women all knew
You meant well
Swell as the sea 
Birds fly high like you
They are pretty shitty about my Dylan Thomas

