Like Mayhem


      Fidgety,
     restless,
[bookmark: _GoBack]  stands up,
 sits down,        
   his wiggly legs
bump mine.
          He steps and stumbles
  on my toes.
    	    The peppers 
    			in his nachos 
     tickle my nose.          
         “Is it over yet?”
     His parents smile
        at their youngest child.
       				     He asks to play tackle
      versus view this football fiasco.
     Still he rocks and glides  
                                        to the sound of Eagle Pride,
    		     their youngest son
                                         like Mayhem,		
          			     he maneuvers all the time.   

 
       	                                That’s why they sat on 
                                          
                                      a lower bleacher                 
                                                                                              
                                                                      to get a breather 
                                                      
                                                             from their anything but
                                                                                          
                                                  Leave it to Beaver.  
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