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A Lunchtime Ballgame

Izzy, Buzzy and Timmy just a waitin’ there in line,
The catcher put a finger down, displayed another sign,
And as the big man threw the ball, Blacktop Becky began her swing,
And after she made contact, you could hear that fly ball sing,
And I’ve never seen such a happy kid as Becky ran the bases,
You could see how hard she hit that ball in the children’s faces,
As Blacktop Becky headed home, the throw was on its way,
Even all the passer-bys for a moment had to stay,
To see if Becky would be safe or if she would be out,
And as she hit the pavement those three boys began to shout,
Izzy, Buzzy and Timmy hollered, “The catcher dropped the ball,
Becky’s safe,” the bell rang out, we all headed down the hall.
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