

















Dad CAKXT kill you
if you’re DEAD.

ivers, Welcome to Volkswagen









RICKY
WATTS

RR: How long have you been doing what you do?

RW: I've always been into art, even as a kid drawing army men vs. nuclear dinosaur
comic books. I started messing around with spray paint and graffiti in 1994 as a tee
ager and really got serious about art after high school when I enrolled at the Art Ins
tute of California in San Diego. Though my degree was in graphic design, going to a
artistic school really helped me decide to peruse a future in art, whether it was on t
computer or on the canvas. After college, I worked as a graphic designer during the
day and painted canvas at night. I began showing my art in a gallery setting in 2004.
2008 I quit my design job to focus primarily on art, with a few design jobs on the si

RR: Who and what inspired you to do what you do, from graffiti to where you are n

RW: When I was coming up in the graffiti world, it was always other graffiti artists t
I was friends with or looked up to, who inspired me. The internet was still very new,
access to what was going on in other parts of the world was nonexistent. We had ea
other to learn from and get inspired by. These days, not much has changed. A lot of
the people I associate myself with are my inspiration. Seeing their work, hearing the
stories, it’s all very motivating for me to continue creating.

RR: Do you listen to music when your painting, if so what kind of music do you list
to?

RW: It all depends on my mood while I'm working. Lately I've been really into audi
books, which I think is more nostalgic than anything else. My Mother used to read
to my Brothers and me as kids and I have a lot of really good memories from books,
When I'm not reading through my ears, I'm listening to anything I can get my hand
on. Smooth jazz to hard rock, house music to world beats. BUT, a San Francisco Gi
game on the radio takes precedence over everything else.






RR: What is your preferred medium and wh

RW: Right now I'm creating illustration work
black ink, colored pencils and water colors.
materials allow me to achieve the level of
detail and to help me reach my end goal

of completion.

RR: What's the next level you want to accomy

RW: To be recognized on an international le
shows or print or mural / installation work.

RR: Any closing thoughts or words of wisdo

RW: You know, it’s funny, I always try to co
when it comes to this question and I go back
myself, “man, I sound ridiculous”.

Chris Rock (of all people) said something thz
cently. “Some people have a career, some peo
enough time in the day when you have a carg
when you have a job.” I've been self employed
constantly working, usually seven days a wee
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IT GOES BOTH WAYS



I CRY



Boy, you lit the joint like a roman candle.

Frosty,

the baby bahamondes,
little leo.

chiclet.

charlie-o.

the littlest buddy.
grandbaby.

grandson.

nephew.

sun.

for fifty babies stuck in hot boxes,
tubed in and out.

from one pound yodas

to the triplets tiniest third.

nobody but alex knows what to say.

boy, there were other men

whose babies were in the nicu nursery

who weren’t as big as you

as tough as you,

who had the will to fight as you.

you tore out a tube that went

from your nose all the way to your stomach.
Twice.



told me congratulations,

asked how my baby was,

and when he was going home.

they knew [ was a first time father.

and forgave me for not asking how their baby was doing.

but alex, he forgave me for not asking about his baby
when [ should have known better.

I was the lesser man among giants,

men with hearts who cannot be weighed.

khandy and brandy and jennifer.

they love our babies,

but nothing holds like home.

[ wish all the littlest the swiftest trip,

the moist nip and weight gained.

I welcome you and will you to lasting life --












The
ALL-AMERICAN
Meal

GET BIGGER with EAGH BITE
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wasn’t a
1' night, just like any
other that Dana and

| spent together. It was more,
this was one of those nights that were dreamy
and fuzzy. Home after work, a bit
before she left for her job - we
had time to be a couple, time

to be in love, time to look into
each other’s eyes over a bowl of
food and share our day’s events,
ideas, dreams, anything that

Wasn'f WOrk. In love and cooking, talking,

drinking a bottle of wine. Dana
and | sometimes tried to be a
couple in that traditional
sense. There were

uproars, there

to make up. We just started the

kissing.

Next came the wetness. First in
our mouths. Across our foreheads,
the backs of our necks. The
turning of the heads side to side
as our tongues worked into each
other deeper. Of course, the
plates spilled onto the floor,
we always did that for
dramatic effect. We

ally couldn’t

help
fighting, ourselves.
We are
disagreement,
that
stubbornness, and

immaturity, but always in

the end there was suppose

to be love and laughter. On
this night, it really was. Nothing

to fight about - no need to fight

in
love.

A
stain

on the carpet



Cla.

where sauce
once soaked for an
hour stirs in us memories of more
to come. They are souvenirs
things we leave behind at the
brink, so we know when to
fuck a bit farther. Sometimes
moments like this last only
seconds. We've been thinking
about it all day. Sometimes it goes
on for hours, it has the same effect at
the end. The couch is kinda scratchy, but it
is low to the ground and it allows leverage for pushing. She
grabs ands pulls, faster, faster. Then hard. Then real hard.

We really do wake up the neighbors with our lovemaking.

The dogs are all howling, the cats
are at the windows looking in.
We are a sloppy mess of love
and sex. In, out, in, out, Dana is
grabbing for something behind
her to push back with, | have her
by the hips, shoving her down on me
violently grabbing more and ripping
her off. | love Dana so much in these
moments. She screams violently with heartfelt passion.
My heart races so fast, it feels like death has
whisped over my body, sex brings me so
close to death, | feel the sex and death
holding hands, brushing across my face
as | arch my back and throw my head
around. | love you Dana. | love you with
all my heart. It is all | can say, it is what |
really feel. | can feel it inside Dana that she feels
the same way about me. She is so different inside,
our bodies really converse, it is a blessing and a curse. We
are one, in unison, attacking each other trying to split our

bodies, so one can crawl inside the other. We are animals,
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