new artist car

after over 

3 decades of being alive,

i still get the best stories

from my father in very odd ways.

recently, i was featured on

the front of a local mag for 

artwork.

my mother-in-law sent him a copy

in the mail and he called me 

saying that he had read it.

i usually don't show him much,

because after reading an interview

several years ago by an online mag,

he looked over at me with wild eyes

and asked, 'you haven't let you mother

read this have you?'

so, i figured my old man knows enough about

me to not have to read an account of 

anything i'm doing in a magazine.

so, after he tells me flatly that he

read the article,

he goes on to ask me,

'have i ever told you about the time

i sold a car to thomas hart benton?'

well, fuck no, i think.

he tells me that the guy had no personality.

a wooden sort of fellow that didn't talk much,

and just wanted his brand new volkswagen delivered

to his kansas city home.

with a pint of bourbon in his back pocket

and a case of pints in the back of his car,

my pops agreed and the bet was on.

after delivering the car,

thomas wouldn't let my old man into his house.

no one was allowed to enter the home.

after the sale, 

all my father wanted to do was shake the man's hand.

just a bit of 'hello' before a good-bye,

but he couldn't do it.

he thought the man was crazy enough to maybe take 

a swing at him.

i'd like to shake my father's hand for stories like

this.

and as my old man get's older,

speaks of death more,

and goes to the hospital on frequent intervals,

i wonder how many good stories i will never hear

from the best story teller i have ever known.
