
 



 



 



 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 



 



 

For their first appearance on Ed Sullivan, Wayne and Shuster introduced a sketch 

called “Shakespearean Baseball.” An adaptation of “Casey at the Bat” recited in 

iambic pentameter, 

“Shakespearean 

Baseball” stars 

Shuster as the 

unnamed manager 

of the Stratford 

team opposite 

Wayne as “the 

noblest catcher of 

them all,” the 

Mighty Yogi. Mired 

in a slump, Yogi is 

hitless in his last 

ten games, batting 



an anemic .208. His manager expressed dismay by lamenting “to think he led the 

league in RBIs / Now he reads the record book and cries.” 

Yogi introduces himself by parodying Hamlet with the monologue, “Oh, what a 

rogue and bush league slob am I!” Shakespeare references and puns abound 

throughout the script; the basemen are “Sam the 1st, Bill the 2nd, and Richard 

the 3rd.” When inspecting a bat, Yogi channels his inner Macbeth by asking “Is 

this a Slugger I see before me?” And when Yogi learns the game is being televised, 

he qualms, “TV or not TV, that is not the question!” 

The sketch 

reaches its 

climactic scene 

in the bottom 

of the 9th. 

Stratford is 

down by a run 

with one away. 

As Macduff 

strides to the 

plate, Yogi 

cheers, “Lay on 

Macduff! And 

watch out for 

that breaking 

stuff!” But Macduff’s “very palpable hit” is ruled foul. Yogi challenges the umpire, 

played by Paul Kligman, arguing “so fair a foul I have not seen” followed by “get 

thee a pair of glasses, get thee to an optometrist!” With “two out, damn spot,” it 

is Yogi’s time at bat. Unlike the Ernest Thayer poem where the Mighty Casey 

strikes out, the Mighty Yogi gets beaned. Yogi enters a dramatic monologue in a 

semiconscious state. Again he paraphrases Hamlet with “alas, poor Durocher, I 

knew him well, a man of infinite lip.” Then he says “’tis a tale told by an umpire, 

full of sound and fury, signifying 1-nothing” before slipping on a baseball, 

knocking himself out. The manager ends the sketch by lamenting “no longer 

would Stratford see Yogi play ball, I’m trading the bum to Montreal.” 
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