Legacy


1st generation: upward mobility

Born on the wrong side of the racetrack, no silver spoon but I’ll get mine. 

Neighbors wrapped newpapers around their legs to stay warm in the winter.  

I at least had hand-me-downs.  

I’m pretty sure I’ll marry a richer man than my dad, 

who drinks some, comes home sometimes.  

Otherwise I’ll wait tables at the diner for tips like my sister.

2nd generation: uphill mobile phone  

Natural on top the sinful face sluicing no gray handout, but I hanker to get married.  

My fellow citizens’ housecoats gossip 

(give or take a few) their crutches cozy in the frost. 

I by slightest own recycled.  

I’m attractive, I’ll say "I do" a wealthier guy than dad, 

who swallows a few and approaches house from time to time.  

Or else, I’ll kill time, board at the restaurant, rule the vein of my sister.

3rd generation: climb the movable ring 

Expected at best the wicked appearance of the hose,

not getting any younger, I had a yen to dig up matrimony.  

My man Rumor, city dweller, buys negligee by the handful. 

Prop your home comfortable there in the ice.  

As a result I admit a bare minimum’s used.  

I’m gorgeous, so I assume I don't know a better-off chap than my dad, 

who hides a little and draws cottages on occasion.  

If not, I’ll embark for the bistro’s slaughter clock, my sisters’ strategy for power.

4th generation: ascend fickle establishment  

Estimated atop the wrong outer shell of the channel, 

no hand given away, but I control a longing 

some time ago to find metropolitan devotion

from my staff.  Anecdotal dressing gown endowed with a handful 

of addresses (and atwell-heeled strut) in the line of fire.  

Make a clean breast of my naked, long-forgotten thanks.  

I’m remarkable, I take for granted "unquestionably" a well-heeled gentleman, 

fleece a modest minister, and pull out hard by (breathe &  age) justification.  

At the appointed hour, I’ll kill time eating the posse of my psychic world power.
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