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MR. CLUTCH
By 

Bayne Grubb
A tisket, a tasket, I made just one official basket,

when I played high school basketball at Fries.

I had a jump ball with a guy, whose head reached way up to the sky,

while my head barely came up to his knees.

I trash-talked this large critter, said I out-jumped Scottie Whitter,
and tried to glue his shoes to the gym floor.

As I jumped with all my might, it was not a pretty sight,
when this giant knocked me through the gym’s front door.

The ref called it a foul and I saw the monster’s scowl,
so I hurried to the foul line for my free throw.

I tried not to look at him, but he was bigger than the gym.

I was scared to death but knew I couldn’t let it show.

I bounced the ball a time or two, but I never had a clue,

as to why the ref looked like he’d blown a gasket.

I saw his bald spot turning red, as he grabbed the ball and said,

“You idiot, you’re shooting at the wrong basket!”

At the far end of the gym, I shyly took the ball from him,

and stood there shaking at my own foul line.

As my nerves I tried to steady, I suddenly felt extra sweaty,
so I wiped my hands on a shirt I thought was mine.
Turned out to be the big guy’s shirt, so I told myself, “This is gonna hurt”.

But luckily for me the ref stepped in.
Once more I toed the line, told the giant, “Hey punk, you’re mine!”

If I made this shot, the coach might let me play again.

I tried my best to breathe, gave the ball a mighty heave,

and watched it with both confidence and fear.

I knew if it went in, perhaps our team could win,

and all the fans would stand and loudly cheer.

As the ball bounced on the rim, there was silence in the gym.
Go in and a victory dance was in order.

“We’re number one!” I began to scream, but the other players on our team
yelled, “Dummy, we just started the first quarter!”

I never played another game. My mama said, “Oh, what a shame”,

but I knew my lifelong dream had been achieved.

When I left my teammates in the gym, it didn’t seem to bother them.

In fact, they and the coach seemed quite relieved.

I’ll never make the Hall of Fame; that wall won’t ever bear my name,
since I only made one shot in my career.

But way down deep inside my heart, I’ll always know I was a part

of a real fine Wildcat team my senior year.

