THE “Y”
By Bayne Grubb
The “Y” was always like a second home to me

as well as most other kids in the town of Fries.

I started going there at about age ten,

but I can’t say for sure, that was “way back when”.

I mostly played ping pong and stayed up in the gym.

Seldom went to the pool, ‘cause I couldn’t swim.

Did a lot of bowling, played Hearts quite a bit.
When we beat Roy Barrett, he’d threaten to quit.

In winter time when the big snow storms came,

you could find me in the gym in a pick-up game.
We’d start at 10 A.M., when they opened the doors,

and not leave till six, though we could’ve played more.
I worked as a pin boy, starting in the tenth grade,

happy with the dime-a-game money that I made.

Got “promoted” later to a job at the front desk,

worked till graduation, when I left for the Gazette.
Three months later, Uncle Sam said, “Boy, come on with me.

I’m gonna make a man of you and send you overseas.”

Did my time, came back home, went back to the “Y”.

Sterling Kane was now the boss, quite a decent guy.

Got back into bowling, playing cards with the same guys,

so happy to be back, in my second home, the “Y”.

Bowled tenpins with Bob Morton, a wonderful old guy.
Bowled duckpins with a buddy we called “Buzzard” Dye.

Bowling duckpins on those long cold nights of winter,

our favorite game of choice was always “nine-pinners”.

Bobby Gunter, Roy, myself and Porter Jennings,

would often bowl each other, bragging about winning.

                                                                                     But as so often happens, restlessness set in.
I enlisted in the Air Force and left Fries again.

Eighteen more years in uniform, moving all around,

not knowing if I’d ever move back to my home town.

But even if I never move back to Fries again,

I’ll have my memories of the “Y” and how it was back then.
No matter what its name is, no matter how it’s known,

it’ll always be the “Y” to me, my home away from home.
