Miracle in the Bronx
Jim Collyer
Here we were with the series tied, and a game seven before our eyes.

The mighty Yankees took the field, under a bright October sky.

A slim built figure with long black hair, an unshaven beard soon stood.

He tapped both shoes with his bat, hoping to hit the way he could.

He raised his bat to watch the pitch, as it darted across the plate.

The umpire’s arm flashed in the sky, and to hit was much too late.

His bat had been silent oh too long, frustration read across his face.

He swung and lined the next pitch to left, and there he was on base.

A long ball was hit by Papi, and the Sox were up by two.

Then a hush came over the crowd, and something was wrong they knew.

The slim built figure with long black hair, an unshaven beard stepped in.

Tapped both shoes and settled in, with long black hair blowing in the wind.

The bases were loaded with Red Sox men, and destiny was in his hands. 

The crack of the bat and the flight of the ball, stood up the Red Sox fans.

It came to rest in the right field seats, and the score was six to one.

They danced and shouted within the stands, but the game had not been won.

 The fourth inning was started and from the dugout he came to the plate.

With his long black hair unshaven beard, and his bat to write his fate.

Tapped both shoes and settled in, and raised his arms and bat so high.

The crack of the ball on bat could be heard, as it sailed up in the sky.

A hush came over the crowd; for they knew he had done it once more. 

The score read eight and Yankees one, as they slowly closed the door. 

The pitching soon took over and the end would soon be near.

Red Sox fans were smiling, for this time they had no fear.

It was a miracle in the Bronx, and dreams soon filled.

For the curse of the Bambino, was finally stilled.

