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My 5-year-old hurls school buses at me, tosses meteors,

catapults snorting hippopotamuses, squeals

This spells doom!!!, rails I’ll never get away

with my malfeasance, my maleficence, my frequent use

of underarm deodorants, isn’t quite sure

what deodorants do, irately summons the Nordic gods,

then charges like an ice cream van

zeroing in on a football practice’s aftermath,

hangs from my hips like a stunted jackal,

like a mosquito administering its lethal dose of malaria.

I launch him through the stratosphere,

satellites whizzing by his orbital body, the winking moon

grazing his Spiderman pyjamas as he somersaults

into our sitting room, seizes our frantic terrier,

gallops in full armor towards his playroom fortress,

his baby brother still too young

to appreciate the deadly seriousness of fantasy,

even as he beams so broadly at the older one’s approach

it’s as if he were a Little John

witnessing Robin Hood’s reincarnation.  Soon,

these nippers will team up to attack their old man,

will wage epic battles of sofa cushions,

but first they’ll bare their milk-white teeth,

will howl like wolves & swear that I’ll never escape alive.

