Kick Line


Some queen formed a chorus line, delirious, silly, exuberantly mad,
faced the ire of the cops, who with their nightsticks shouted

for the frivolity to stop, those showy hijinks from some lisping
sissies, homeless boys and faggot queers in every shade of brown,

who lived in parks, or slept on streets and washed in men’s room stalls.
So, these limp-wristed, mincing, prissy pervs pushed back against the blows

as onlookers—men who passed for men—fairies of the ivy leagues
with adman suits and ties, who lived lives in opulence and hid behind

their artful lies, who never bed the riffraff without a stash of cash—stared 
at the rough trade and tranny trash that tore down the barricades and chased

the chasers down those hidden lanes, where pain and blackmail long
had reigned and love was never asked its name. 

