The Elephant Theory of Soccer

There were some local residents

To learning much inclined,

Who went to watch a soccer match

And see what they could find,

That each by observation

Might satisfy his mind.

The first to reach the playing field

Cried out, "What have we here

So very round and smooth and hard?

To me 'tis mighty clear

This wonder of a soccer ball

Is very like a sphere!"

The striker struck upon that sphere

Which fell within her scope

And as  her shot approached the goal

Her mother loudly spoke:

"You see, "quoth she, "when she breaks free

She really make it smoke!"

The shot was block; the ball was cleared.

A parent in the stand

Yelled: "E'en the blindest ref can see -

Deny the fact who can,

Whatever touched that soccer ball

Was very like a hand!"

The coach remarked upon the cry

Which echoed from the stand,

"I would be deaf could I not tell

How much this aids our plan.

That marvel of a spectator

Sounds very like a fan!"

The sweeper set the direct kick

And closed upon the ball,

And as the scattered players ran

Each other now to call,

"I'm not sure how - the defense now

Looks very like a wall!"

The keeper dived o'er toward the post

And managing to take

The spinning ball within her hands

Thus boldly up and spake,

"I'm sure," quoth she, "this soccer ball

Arrived here by mistake!"

A campaign-hardened veteran

Who'd lived through all, and more,

Remembered just, just where he was

But very nearly swore,

"This wonder of a soccer match

Is very like a war!"

He flinched, for as the combat raged

Beneath the driving rain

The stopper headed out a cross -

He heard himself exclaim,

"To play this game one really must

Be very near insane!"

A goal was scored; the crowd went wild;

The weather almost broke.

The scorer dried her records off,

With runny ink to cope.

"To win this game, we almost claim

To very nearly hope!"

And so these local residents

Disputed loud and long,

Each in his own opinion

Exceeding stiff and strong,

Though each of them was partly right,

And none of them was wrong!
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