Sonnet to an Alcoholic
Hey! Barkeep what’s your trouble

This glass is filled with a bubble

Brandy, whisky and soda

Or whatever is left over
Something to make me feel better

I just received the letter

She is off to far off places

Leaving me for another

I have lost all my aces

How I miss my mother

Fill this glass once more

Let me drink it as before

My sorrows I will drown
Acting like a stupid clown
