Saturday alcohol

With Bob Ross

They have

Never laid foot 

In 

An art museum .. 

Couldn’t pick

One book they have

Read since the 4th grade .. 

Speak as though they were

Smashed in the head

With the heaviest shovel 

On the garage stand .. 

Seethe with internal anger

As though they’re

Getting tripped by an invisible foot

On

Every step they take .. 

Make money as

Though

Work is everything

And

The gods have nothing but

The largest brass money clip .. 

Yet,

They used to go down the street to the bar

On Saturday afternoons to 

Watch Bob Ross paint on public television .. 

Oh and their 

Redemption 

At that act .. 

Sipping the sauce,

Getting a good hour of kicks

As they watched one

Of

The few human 

Beings

That should

Have

Lived forever.

