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Maniac Max

Way back in the day

My brother had a problem.

His name was Max;

And he could never relax. 

Which made my parents worry,

He would fall through the cracks.

They took him to doctors,

Triple checked facts,

But they couldn’t solve

My brother Maniac Max.

He was always bouncing off walls,

Taking big falls,

Driving people crazy,

With his constant prank calls.

At first I ignored it,

Mom and dad called it a stage.

He would be over it soon,

We were on the same page

But what a war Max did wage!

The weeks turned to months

I had to stop this rampage.

It was looking quite grim

As far as hope goes, 

There was only a sliver.

Arrows of control gone

My parents clutched the quiver,

Locked their door, 

And called in deliver.

They took pizzas through windows,

Tears flowed like rivers.

And that’s when I knew,

There would not be three quitters.

I needed a strategy

I needed a scheme,

Something those psychiatrists and therapists,

Just hadn’t seen. 

Something super simple,

You know what I mean?


So I sat there, 


Racking my brains,


But all my ideas,


Sounded so lame.


Max was almost an animal,


That had to be tamed.


So I just listened


‘Til inspiration came.


And it did, 


When I realized his games,


Were just never the same.


Max needed a focus, a pastime, a hobby,


Something that didn’t come off as too cool or too snobby.


And that’s when I knew to phone uncle Bobby.


I thought to myself


Uncle Bobby is almost as crazy as Max is,


Mom said he lived in Tahiti


Because he didn’t pay taxes


He lived right in town,


But I hadn’t seen him in years,


I think Dad didn’t really 


Want him around here.


And I understood why,


When I heard very clear,


“How’s it going little man?


Wanna meet for a beer?”



We met at a bar, I took one sip,


And started to splutter and choke.


Uncle Bobby grinned, laughed


“He’ll just take a coke.”


So sipped through my straw


And explained Max’s problems


Hoping against hope,


Uncle Bobby would solve’em.


I explained how Max needed something to do


Because without it,


My house was not far from a zoo.


When really two years ago


It was built brand spanking new.


I told all this to Bobby,


And he fully agreed


Of something to do


Max was sorely in need.


So my uncle sat thinking,


I had planted a seed.


He pondered so hard


I had to follow his lead,


I thought so hard


I felt my brain start to bleed


Then Bobby looked up


As if he had been freed


And asked me the question:


“Can young Max read?”


As soon as he said it,


I knew he was right.


I knew I had the answer,


To this long sorry plight.


Max had never read a word


In his maniacal life


He never sat at desk


And practiced his letters


I would teach him


And he’d get better and better


I shook Bobby’s hand,


Looked him square in the eye


And ran out the door,


With an shout of “good-bye”


To get my house back,


Time to ditch the pigsty.


I burst through the door,


Shouted “Max, hit the books!”


He didn’t protest,


I gave him on of those looks.

We started with the alphabet,


Then sounding out words


And Max’s transformation


Was almost absurd.


Before that night,


Max could never sit still.


But now he looked 


As if he wanted his fill


So I gave it to him


Words like “sophisticated”


We even did cursive,


That’s when I knew I had made it. 


When Max put all his energy


All in one place,


He loved it,


It was all on his face.


And his pace!


After one day he was reading short novels


And calmed down so much,


The ‘rents came out of their hovel.


They hugged and they kissed me


“Hooray for Maniac Max!”


Maniac no more,


We could finally relax.


But Max didn’t stop.


He took books to the top.


After a week he was talking Ulyssus


In our local coffee shop.


He was happy,

Now he could use his energy


And in month or two


He got his degree


Then sat down


To start to teach me.

