Mustafa Yesilyurt

Grade 6

Blue Thunder (my soccer team) vs. Men in Black

During the game, between 3:16 and 4

I never thought I could be silent anymore.

The calls the ref made, induced a spark

Inside my head, it was chipping the bark.

I’ve never seen, a ref like this one

Whose presence had angered at least everyone.

What unfortunate ness, I felt at the end;

It took over the feeling of my weekend.

But through speaking thoughts and communication,

I finally felt my consolation.

At last I came to sense, after feeling like I ran a mile or two,

And finally understood: “What’s anyone able to do?”

With the help of my friends, and my parents two,

I felt washed cool, like being drenched in dew.

I knew at last to walk away,

And let Allah choose the only way.
