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Tracy at the BatTracy at the Bat

things weren’t looking hot
for the mudberg nine that day;
the score stood four to two,
with only an inning left to play.

when adams was called out at first 
and daniels did the same,

a death-like silence fell upon the 
crowd at that big game.

a few got up to leave the park, 
their hearts unable to cope. 

the rest stayed in their seats, 
still clinging to one hope:

they thought, “if only tracy
could but take a single whack,
we’re sure he’d take his lumber

and give that ball a smack!”
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but brent preceded tracy,
as did also kenny crunk.

the latter swung like a girl,
the former showed some spunk.

so among the remaining crowd, 
heads hung in solemn fate,

for there seemed but little chance 
of tracy coming to the plate.

then from the remaining patrons 
there came a tremendous yell.

it rumbled across the bleachers 
and still it continued to swell.

out of the dugout came a hero,
a man with a rolling gait,
it was tracy, mighty tracy,

who was striding to the plate. 

his uniform was patched and torn,
his hat worn and askew,

on his shoulder was a splintered bat, 
one toe stuck out his shoe.

with a groan, coach morris saw this 
and his hopes began to dim,
“why, oh why, won’t he listen

when I say to do pm?”

but brent let fly a double,
and quickly slid to second,

then crunk squared up to bunt
while first base slyly beckoned.

and when the dust had settled
and though it all seemed quite absurd, 
there was crunk standing safe at first 

and brent a-hugging third.
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there was a smile on tracy’s face 
as he stepped into the box. 

he flexed his mighty muscles and 
brushed back his golden locks.

there was pride in tracy’s bearing 
as he waved up to the crowd.
they said, “tracy, mighty tracy!

it’s time to make us proud!”

the crowd’s eyes were upon him
as he spat into the dirt,

then stepping into the batter’s box,
he became much more alert.

his vision narrowed on the ball
as the pitcher prepared to throw.

teeth grinding, shoulders hunched…
time seemed to slow.

and now the white-stitched ball
came speeding through the air. 
tracy gave a mighty swing that 
gave the pitcher quite a scare.

peering at the broken wood,
tracy squeezed it in his fist,

“if my bat had not broken,
I never would have missed!”

the on-deck batter, nickerson, 
yelled, “everything is fine!”

and tossing his bat through the air,
said to tracy, “here, take mine!”

a loud crack sounded. the crowd 
searched for the home run,  
but it was just a broken bat.

the umpire yelled, “strike one!”
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he ground his feet into the dirt 
and prepared to do his best,

as the pitcher wound and threw 
the ball like a man possessed.

red-faced, he grabbed them up
and then he finally knew,

lack of pm was catching up to him. 
the umpire said, “strike two!”

a quick time out and a bit of rope 
soon put things back in line,

chase, the third baseman, luckily 
had a length of twine. 

so tracy stalked back to the plate, 
his self-esteem in doubt.

“…I never knew that no pm could
cause a hitting drought!”

by now the crowd had quieted,
the lack of hits distressing.

“surely,” they thought, “this pitcher 
can’t keep tracy guessing!” 

they saw his face go dark with ire, 
and start to show some strain. 

they hoped and prayed that tracy 
wouldn’t miss the ball again.

with good wood now in hand, 
tracy went back to his place,
and sneering at the pitcher, 
vowed to undo his disgrace.

again tracy swung real hard,
determined to rebound,

but as the ball hit the catcher’s mitt,
tracy’s pants hit the ground! 
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steadier now, with biceps flexing, 
tracy waited for the ball.

and all the crowd, with bated breath, 
awaited the umpire’s call.

the pitcher took a deep, deep breath, 
and let the white sphere go,

and then the air was splintered
by the force of tracy’s blow.

oh, somewhere in this great wide land, 
pm is being done.

for that’s the only way to ensure
your equipment’s not undone.

but at the ballpark, a lonely player 
sadly chose to do without.

no pm was done in mudberg…
mighty tracy has struck out.


