exposed angelo

the biggest inspiration

for my need to write, 

and throw my thoughts 

out on canvass

came from my old

uncle angelo.

he's a cantankerous

old italian man 

living on long island

and he doesn't like

many people.

he shouts when he talks,

looks angry when he's 

content,

and he creates like mad.

i always remember him 

when i was a kid for him

having about 2 fingers missing

on one of his hands.

it was an old meat cutting accident.

he pumps out sculptures,

paintings and any other

assortment of art pieces on a 

grand, rolling basis.

i never new this about him

until later on in life

and was completely aghast that

such a fella had a nice, warm

glow that had to get out of 

his chest.

for all the stereotypical

fodder i believed he stepped into,

i was motivated by his 

toil.

the last relative on the block

that i would assume could write

the best book,

still resides on the best seller

list as of press time.
