
FOR BOB’S 300TH VICTORY 
  (To the tune of Take me out to the Ball Game) 
 
  Lift a glass to Bob Colburn;  
  Lift it high and be proud. 
  He’s won a game that we all agree 
  Gives a new meaning to number three. 
  Let us root, root, root for a great guy; 
  He’s the man of the hour; 
  For it’s ONE, TWO, THREE hundred wins, 
  And he’ll win a hundred more! 
 
  Bob was always an athlete, 
  Playing sports was his dream; 
  Recruiting his neighbors in any way, 
  Teach them to catch and then play ball all day. 
  He could hit, hit, hit like DiMaggio- 
  Dauntless, stealing a base; 
  Maybe one, two, three steals a game 
  With great ease and grace. 
 
  When Bob came to St. Andrew’s, 
  He kept the stats on each game; 
  He never thought there could ever be 
  Someone else quite as careful as he; 
  Until Dot was caught keeping box scores 
  The match was made up in heav’n; 
  Then came Rob, Bruce, Claire to the line-up 
  In the Colburn Clan. 
 
  Bob has done more for baseball 
  Than any one single coach; 
  He’s started Delaware’s Hall of Fame, 
  The Carpenter Cup is a Bob Colburn game; 
  He is sometimes known for his temper, 
  He once to an umpire complained; 
  Then the blue yelled “fella you’re out 
  Of the old ball game!” 
 
  Thirty-plus seasons he’s coached on 
  The shores of Noxontown Pond, 
  Pushing the students to do their best, 
  How does he ever get any rest? 
  You can visit him on our homepage, 



  At old St. Andrew’s on line, 
  It’s a sure bet that he’ll still be sprightly 
  When he’s ninety-nine. 
 
  Bob has done something special 
  That most will never achieve – 
  Winning three hundred in Delaware 
  Is an achievement amazing and rare. 
  So let’s toast the man and his players, 
  Coaches, grounds crew as well. 
  For its one, two, three cheers for Bob, 
  We sure think he’s swell. 
 
 
     -Dave DeSalvo 


