Pico Poem By Jamie Rusche
Pico, the golden-haired daughter of the city of Santa Monica is fragrant in the wind and supple in the damaged garden

Her womanly shape is twisted in the tree, which has a plastic bag curled in its limbs and the bag says,

 “Thank you”
She sulks with crows and possums about the loss of crooked old carobs
And finds viscerally disturbing animal friends squashed into her pores

She’s been searching her mind for a way to make Pico the way it used to be

Before losing House of Records and the Pharmacy

At an ethereal dinner table Pico loses her appetite and pushes her plate away, noticing through the window an elderly homeless woman struggling to push her entire Earths belongings over a crack in the goddamned sidewalk

Pain warms her heart like a patchwork quilt in the white night

While tenderly remembering the talented artist man who drank himself into the fourth dimension in his tiny studio on the 32nd block 
And she’s sick with sympathy about people’s stories that are told in desperation beneath lavender and sometimes hot pink skies

She knows the unraveling of a thoracic seam

About the For Sale sign on the old coffeehouse

The place where a labyrinth of loneliness becomes acquainted 

With togetherness at open mic night

And during a vulnerable A.A. morning 

And curses the new spoiled brat owner who goes home at night to a family and an expensive dog

She’s high on mercy for the dying bumblebee

She’s sitting in the fig tree smiling down at me
She’s offering up her relaxing Rosemary

She’s asking us to hold on a lit bit longer

She’s that force to make one stronger

And she has a delicate hummingbird on her finger

I’m telling you she is the rebellious, black sheep daughter

Of the City of Santa Monica and she’s madder than hell
At the meter maids and the many hard earned dollars sucked away over parking one’s vehicle

I hear her say “Shame on you! Shame on you! Shame on you!”

And she sends the erasable squirrel to make us laugh

And the small grey dove to set us free

