The Base Stealer by Robert Francis
	
Poised between going on and back, pulled
Both ways taut like a tightrope-walker,
Fingertips pointing the opposites,
Now bouncing tiptoe like a dropped ball
Or a kid skipping rope, come on, come on,
Running a scattering of steps sidewise,
How he teeters, skitters, tingles, teases,
Taunts them, hovers like an ecstatic bird,
He's only flirting, crowd him, crowd him,
Delicate, delicate, delicate, delicate - now!

American Hero by Essex Hemphill 
I have nothing to lose tonight.
All my men surround me, panting,
as I spin the ball above our heads
on my middle finger.
It’s a shimmering club light
and I’m dancing, slick in my sweat.
Squinting, I aim at the hole 
fifty feet away. I let the tension go. 
Shoot for the net. Choke it.
I never hear the ball 
slap the backboard. I slam it 
through the net. The crowd goes wild 
for our win. I scored 
thirty-two points this game
and they love me for it. 
Everyone hollering 
is a friend tonight. 
But there are towns, 
certain neighborhoods
where I’d be hard pressed
to hear them cheer
if I move on the block.   

