baseball

How do you know a homerun from a double?

Is it the way the batter strides and circles the bases,

The last one he steps on deciding the call?

No, that can’t be.

The bases aren’t the first to know.

Who knows the difference between a shallow fly

And a slam so grand it kisses the sun?

Can it be told by the expression on the faces

Or in the eyes of fans as they trace the white comet’s flight?

They only speak of yesterday’s news

Someone knew long before them

Surely the pitcher knows immediately

Feeling his efforts blasted into the sky

Or does the batter know sooner

As he feels the echo of success coursing through his arms

They are all too late to capture the glory

The bat and the ball are right on time

They slice through the air like vampire lovers

Racing for one last kiss before the sunrise

And witness their giving birth to splendor

Pronouncing their pride with a crack that resonates

Like the sounding of  a siren to bring them all home 

