                                                               Horse Pull

                 Spring is just around the corner you know,

                 As it draws near there is a place I like to go:

                 I`ve been scootin` the horses two weeks or more.

                 I think they`re ready I`m not really sure.

                 May has arrived;I load on the truck,

                 And head for the horse pull and try my luck:

                 I threw in the harness,eveners,oats and hay,

                 Everyone has a game he likes to play.

                 Trucking down the road we make it to the fair,

                 Unload and check the others congregated there:

                 We walk the horses to the scales and get weighed in,

                 They seem to weigh heavy,I thought they were thin.

                 I go around and talk to the other teamsters for a while,

                 That`s always good for some news,a laugh or a smile:

                 By now it`s  time to groom and get harnessed up.

                 Then I get a little drink from my “Pepsi” cup.

                 As we head for the ring the horses prance their feet,

                 When we get inside,the other competitors we meet:

                 The announcer in the pulling booth calling my name,

                 My “hookers” grab my eveners and away we go,

                 We back up to the drag;the eveners give a “Click”.

                 I tighten the reins on ole “Bonnie” and “Dick”:

                 They both give a jerk and away we go.

                 The startin` load is easy as you all know.

                 It`s a Round Robin pull everyone takes a turn,

                 Horse pulling is a skill you have to learn:

                 Everytime we go around more weight is thrown on,

                 We all keep pulling to see who gets gone.

                 Up until now the rounds went fine,

                 All eight teams pulled the loads ,even mine:

                 But this time I am not  sure if we`ll make the start,

                 My chest is pounding from my throbbing heart!

                 The drag weight is up past nine thousand pounds,

                 This could be one of my final rounds:

                 My turn comes up and away we go,

                 Spectators in the stands watch the show.

                 We missed the hook on the first attempt,

                 We tried it again away we went:

                 The judge declared”good pull” an inch to spare.

                 Them ole  black Percherons really get in the gear.

                 As the load gets heavier,the afternoon wears on,

                 For various reasons four teams are gone:

                 The Massey Ferguson tractor is doing its part,

                 Pulling the drag back to the cement start.

                 If I get the next load,I`ll two point nine,

                 The percentage would suit me just fine:

                 Once again we come to the drag and make the hook,

                 lessons that can`t be learned from reading a book.

                 Hames and collars and traces and chain,

                 The load goes ahead as the muscles strain:

                 Gravel rocks and dust flying in the air,

                 Pulling the three feet the crowd gives a cheer.

                 I raised my hat and called it a day,

                 This is one sport you don`t go for pay:

                 I drove my team to the corner and kneeled on the ground,

                 And watched the remaining teams finish their rounds.

                 I unharnessed the horses and strolled to the dinning hall,

                 There will be many more horse pulls between now and fall:

                 As I was enjoying a real good,hearty meal,

                 I talked to a teamster about another horse deal.

                 By this time the sun was low in the sky,

                 I loaded up the horses and said”Good-Bye”:

                 Then we headed for home with second place,

                 Lamenting that first sure would be nice.
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