
Sausalito

And then there was that classic rich bitch
screaming down at us from the deck of her yacht
promising us all the evils of Moloch 
if, having just spent the day rescuing seabirds
from the oilspill off Pacifica
then around sunset rowing our rubber raft
up to the Sausalito marina dock, 
we so much as touched her lilywhite hull.


