WOODY POUNDS THE MOUND

Oh Ho! Goody, Goody,

Here comes your friend Woody,

And he’s bringing his nutty friends,

Who are very hairy twins.

He loves coming to the mound,

There on your playground.

And he seems to like it wet,

As when it’s not, he gets upset.

He uses the wetness to get his traction,

As without it he does not get the same reaction.

He likes to play long and hard,

With his friends there, keeping guard,

One on each side of the field.

Although for the most part, they’re concealed,

Sometimes they get this squeamish feeling,

Causing Woody to get more rigid with his dealing.

Why do you always let them play,

Almost everyday,

Knowing whenever they’re around,

Woody’s going to spit there on your mound?

And when the balls have spit on them,

Woody knows it satisfies him.

But when taken from the mound,

You no longer hear his grunting sound.

You just let him softly slip away,

Out of you playground until another day.

Well, I guess you have your reason,

For you, he must be pleasing.

We are talking baseball…..Of course.
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