BOMB THE BEACH
Bomb the beach

Within reach

I lean over

I touch your lean hardness skin

No arousal

But you say, it felt alright

Bomb the beach

Travel over land

Cars race

Take me to the beach

Bomb the beach
Long Island

Never, never, you say

Watch out for wasps

Please, Gaza to Las Vegas

Vegas to Gaza

Bomb the beach

Sheldon gives to Bibi

Bibi gives to Sheldon

Bomb the beach

Sheldon doesn’t like the Shah’s son

Because he doesn’t wanna bomb Tehran

Bomb Tehran, bomb the beach

Miami

Retire and live

Bomb the beach

Gaza or Tehran

Atlantic City

Bomb the beach

Millionaires will take you

And you live in poverty

Ah, famous, yes, yes

That’s the trade off, off-off

Famous and poor

But I’d like some boys

Or a boy, a male thing

Bomb the beach

Allen and Julian spoke in Paris in ‘79

Allen said fame could help with boys

Julian then had Ilion, Francesco, and Argento

For that season; seasons change

In the meantime

Bomb the beach

Sharansky, Russian freedom man

In the holy land

Now he’s in the right wing?

The shit, the shit runs

Down the toilets 
But down the street in Gaza
It’s their fault; Hamas doesn’t clean up
Bomb the beach

How do you get to Gaza?

No, that’s an old poem

A song of hope

And pain
When you fall in love there’s pain
When you go to war there’s pain

Don’t fall in love, don’t go to war
What’s Sheldon’s love, or Bibi’s war
Can it be poetry?

Of course
Yahu, boohoo, googoo, gugu, moomoo, mumu

It’s all there.  Ft. Sumter; wars happen with a match and tinder
The boy died.  Just died.  Just blew up.
I’ve never seen a person killed.

Bomb the beach

50 years of social activism

Savings depleted now

Medicaid accepted me

A year from Medicare

Warehoused

Bomb the beach

But I witness

A spade’s a spade

Always feel squeamish with that phrase

Is it racist?

Sam Spade

My dear, dear spade

Have black friends

Closer than friends

Sex psych 
Difficulties

With everyone; whites are not immune in my tragicomedy; I’m white
So, this poem’s about Sharansky?

Ah, Nathan, Nathan the wise

The misguided, on the beach

Bomb the beach

Please, no collateral damage

No civilians, no anybody

Please, please
Far Rockaway

I wanna go

Rockaway, far, far Rockaway

Save me, bomb the beach

Watch out.  Wasps.
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