The Inspiring Cup

I am inspired every time I come here

Twinkling lights

Musical Highs

Smoke rising into the night sky

Feelings of closeness

Family and friends

Poetry that flows

Winds and bends

Boldness in action

Serenity and peace

Coffee that simmers

In cinnamon dust

Harmony and Excitement

A great caffeine rush

Open mic poems that make you blush

Titties, Titties, Titties

Twat-ca-bobs galore

You sit there face red,

Jaw dropped,

Act abhorred

But you know that it’s funny

Even if it’s not right to those

Politically correct citizens 

Who run out in freight

Each time I come here

I am inspired

By the poets and hippies

And candle light fires

