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As I write about my childhood days, of growing up in Fries,

My fear is I’ll forget some folks who were very dear to me.

From relatives to childhood friends, teachers and coaches, too,

Someone was always there for me, to guide me as I grew.

On my first solo trip from home, I think I was ten years old,

When Mama sent me to the “Mick or Mack”; Man, I felt so bold!

That was just the beginning of a chain reaction of sorts

Which led me to the “Y” and ballpark, and sparked my lust for sports.

Don Jennings and “Sap” tried to teach me the basics of baseball then,

As I played the game almost daily, with some other fine young men.

There was Rick, Larry, Tony and “PeePee”, just to name a few.

I knew I’d never learn as much as those guys already knew.

But I learned much more than just baseball, from being around those guys.

I learned true and lasting friendships are not based on age or size.

Though now we can’t spend much time together, as we did back then,

I look forward to a time when we may all come back home again.

The “Y” was like my second home, as I played, then worked there, too.

I’m sure it has a special place in the hearts of many of you.

It was there that I took up bowling, my sport of choice these days.

It was there I got my first real job, another important phase.

I started as a “pinboy”, then got “promoted” to the main desk.

“Sap” and Sterling let me help them coach and even “let” me ref!

But mostly I sat behind the desk, signing out “Ping Pong” and pool,

And finishing up the homework I couldn’t finish at school.

On June 2nd of ‘67, the ending finally came,

As I walked across the stage that night and heard them call my name.

I shook hands with Mr. Davis as he gave me my diploma.

It seemed like the past twelve years had been one long extended coma.

Three days later, I went out into a world of working adults,

But the next three months did not produce favorable results.

My boss at the Gazette office said he’d have to let me go,

‘Cause he thought I’d soon get drafted, and I wondered, “How could he know?”

Sure enough, my boss was right, I got drafted in September,

But the lady who replaced me never did, as I remember!

So, thirty-one months later, “Mister” Grubb came back home to Fries,

Thinking the “after Army” life would probably be a breeze.

The next two and a half years, I didn’t do much but run around,

With other guys just coming back home and some who had never left town.

“Speck” and Junior, Joe Rector and “Feathers”, Danny Patton, too;

Even Roy Barrett and Bobby Gunter...man, what a crew!

They say, “All good things must come to an end”, and I guess that’s true,

‘Cause I left Fries again, in late August of ‘72.

I decided to try the Air Force, for maybe just four years,

Then come back home and settle down, in the town I held so dear.

Obviously that didn’t happen, as I’ve been gone ever since.

I got married, raised a family, and teetered on the fence.

“Should I force them to all move with me to a place they had never known,

Or let them stay in the only place they ever really knew as home?”

So, we’ve been in Northern Virginia since 1985.

Our kids went out on their own, and their mom and I still survived.

I still have another eight years until I retire again,

And your guess is as good as mine, as to what I might do then.

If it were up to only me, I think I’d move back to Fries, my home,

But I’ve a sneaky feeling if I did, I might come back alone.

I’ve never been the type of man to force my will on others,

So I must consider the feelings of “my children’s mother”.

She’s put up with me thirty years and endured my many faults.

She forgave me on those occasions when I thought I hadn’t got caught.

All in all, I’ve been lucky and should likely count my blessings,

And if I know what’s good for me, stop all this darned confessing.

So, if somehow I end up not moving back to Fries again,

I’ll still make my yearly pilgrimage to see loved ones and old friends.

But now that I’ve taken up all this space and bored you half to death,

I guess I should probably end this thing and let you catch your breath.


