
:Coffee Stains and Ink Blots:: 
To sit at the table, 

A cup of coffee next to your paper, 
Pen in hand, ready to let loose its ink when the time calls, 

You have a smile on your face with those thoughts in your mind, 
The pen starts to fly around that paper, 

You go to pick up your mug, but the liquid copper spills all over, 
Your canvas has been stained brown and the ink has smeared, 

But you don’t care, because you now have a better idea, 
Coffee stains and ink blots. 


