Chewing Gum

Swinging legs down from the table

And pink, stringy strands


of sun-warmed, melted chewing gum follow them

Fingers in the pink, gooey mess


But the strands only stretch,



don't break

Now gluing my fingers together

Now somehow in my hair


And WHOOPS a shoe joins in the fun

Hands, stick, gross, across the wooden bench


Spreading the goop,



and attracting dirt

And the shoe


now stuck



to the table

It figures.


Everyone laughs to see

my valiant struggle with the gum.

I plead for help


While vainly trying to



wrest the gunk from my hair


but somehow only managing to make things worse

And people rolling on the ground


in helpless glee

No chewing-gum for them,


of course.

They're not so lucky as I.
