Mornings before the alarm rings

Before the alarm can break the spell,
I drift where dreams and daylight dwell.
The hush hangs heavy, soft, and deep,
A quiet world that’s mine to keep.

My breath hums low, a steady rhyme,
The clock pretends to pause in time.
Light tiptoes shyly up the wall,
Painting gold where shadows fall.

No loud alarms disturb the shade,
Just peace before the plans are made.

