Phillimericks
Whether on playing fields, rinks, or courts

There's no better mascot in sports.

The Philly Phanatic

Leaves us ecstatic,

Wearing pinstripes, Phils cap, but no shorts.

He has a mouth bigger than Dallas,

Philly's Hall of Fame voice Harry Kalas.

His 'It's outta here!'

Makes us all cheer,

And he's better looking than Charlie Callas.

He claimed that they were the team to beat.

But proving it was no easy feat.

Yet MVP Rollins,

Fleeter than Dave Hollins,

Led the Fightin's past a Mets' dead heat.

The Phillies' bullpen was nothing but stellar,

Keeping them far from the NL East cellar.

Providing the bridge

To 'Light's Out Lidge,'

They're more scary than Peter Weller.

He isn't Ozark, Fregosi, or Green,

But for these players he has the right mien.

Charlie's a homer

Hardly a Gomer

Unless we're not talking Manuel but Sheen.

Early this year he had some bad luck,

But MVP Howard always shows pluck.

So, ignore the horrid,

His September was torrid,

Plus, he's much more svelte than John Kruk.

More welcome than a can of Spam

Was Victorino's play-off grand slam.

The 'Flyin' Hawaiian'

Left Philly cryin',

As tears of joy sure beat scrapple or ham.

Manny was being more than Manny,

Knocking Phils fans on our collective fanny.

But Cole was Cole,

Sticking to his goal,

With Charlie's choices cheerfully uncanny.

The series pitted Bowa and Lopes,

Baseball lifers and clearly no popes.

With ties to both sides,

Bridging the divides,

The winner would be in the other's hopes.

Poised to win Game 4 but caught unawares,

The Dodgers pitched to Shane and soon Stairs.

Chavez Ravine was hushed

As that ball was crushed,

Which left standing my ear and nose hairs.

The Phils weren't exactly hitting like Schmidt,

Causing heartburn and a regional fit.

Leaving runners on base

They were making a case

For betting on the Rays or just getting lit.

This series conjured Boone and McGraw,

A scene evoking relief and awe.

The joy from their toils,

Defeating the Royals,

Not repeating that should be against the law.

They did it with their arms and lumber,

Helping the team through intermittent slumber.

Blanton and Myers

Lit the Phils' fires,

Prompting the hurlers to get an unlisted number.

Chase's head's-up play at the plate

Frankly made my wife want to mate,

Alas, not with me,

Just Utley,

And now I'm looking for a new date.

For years he's been called 'Pat the Bat,'

But in the World Series he wasn't all that,

Until his double

Dealt the Rays trouble

Then for Bruntlett Burrell was promptly sat.

The William Penn curse gave me the willies,

At home, the park, or drinking at Jilly's.

That truncated Game 5

Was a trial to survive

But at last baseball again crowns the Phillies!

From teams in the West came Feliz and Werth.

Achieving in Philly baseball re-birth.

Jayson has the genes

And Pedro, the means

To provide World Series-winning-run mirth!

When Lidge and Ruiz met near the mound

I was struck by a thought quite profound:

I'd just French kissed a nun

As we all came undone,

And Philly erupted in thunderous sound.

Before that wind-whipped flyball to short

MLB would have been wise to abort.

And had the Phils lost

At whatever cost,

Philly would have sought redress in court.

There once was a parade down Broad Street

Trod by over 2 million proud feet.

Amidst the sea of red,

Inhibitions I shed,

Shouting, 'Let's streak when the Phils repeat!'

Moyer saw the '80s parade as a teen

And pitched a few million games in between

Returning to town,

And winning a crown.

Now a parade as a player he's seen.

Those boos for the likes of Rolen and Drew

Still occur predictably on cue.

They can be put to rest,

The Phillies are the best!

So who cares that they chose us to eschew?

The first franchise to lose 10,000 times

Would have lost naught fielding twenty-five mimes.

But the second Phils' crown

Has buoyed this town,

Making us forget about past team crimes.

He's precocious, that MVP Hamels,

Who as a teen quit smoking Camels.

He's no Hillary Duff,

But he's got great stuff,

Clearly one of the best pitching mammals.

I don't mean to seem imperious

But could Chase have been less serious?

World what champs, he declared?

Getting the 'f-bomb' aired,

He was likely fucking delirious!
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