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Autumn Haze and Football Days

By Bayne Grubb

About this time each year, with great reason and rhyme,

we grown men start to cheer, ‘cause it’s football season time.

Whether pro or college games, 

of which we make great knowledge claims,

We treat this sport as something quite sublime.
Hurling bodies through the air, collisions so severe,

but these men would never dare show any sign of fear.
Football’s not a game for the meek.
They lay it on the line each week,

for us couch potatoes with our chips and beer.
 “Monday Morning Quarterbacks”, which we all think we are,

won’t give the coaches any slack, we’ll even bash their star.
We know more than the coaches do,
though we’ve never played a game, that’s true.
We’re all experts when we’re at the corner bar.
