his room of wives

Confucius

In a heirloom

Of

Wives

Eating

Up dream one

By

One .. 

Building at least

9 utopias

in the time

that

a couple of meat heads

finish

watching

the

sports game .. 

With his ways

In

An Eastern province,

He’s

Eating away with his wives

Words

Of

Time

That

Come out like a hard candy lollipop

Melting hot sugar

Down

The

Spine

Of

A

Woman’s back .. 

Just going

From and whey,

Knowing that the west will come

To

Him

Some day

And that he wouldn’t change

His position in

That

Room for anything in the world. 

