As Russell, In You

Russell,

Painting his therapy

With 

Water colors on plywood.

Bex-junkies,

Raked by the rock,

Teeth wearing brown, thin,

His smile breaks all the 

Thick love into swarming sperm

Waiting to bring life back into their own.

An ice patch in the 

Thick of heat,

Russell’s folk art

Strumming on 

Into 

A

Broken night

Heeding the last drops of adhesive.

Speakin’ of homeless shelters

And the sons of bitches

That won’t give him a ride home from the Art Market.

He called a cab, 

Signed some color replica’s of his work 

And smiled his grin for 

My world to briefly admire.

He’s been at his folk art for over 20 yrs.,

Killing the demons,

Paintings mothers .. Christ .. Madonna .. ,

His salutation for

Folks to

Push a penny for.

He talks to me

About my exhibit before leaving for the day .. 

“Don’t listen to these fucking clowns down here.

Your shits right on.”

So is yours Russell ..

As you .. 

In you.

