The Hockey Poem!

By Andrew Sztein

It’s a game adored by the masses,
a game of shots, fights and passes.

A game of finesse played on frozen water;
A game that’s violent, but stops short of slaughter.

It’s the greatest sport on the planet.

It’s the only sport with sticks, skates and a net.
Canadians everywhere, from Halifax to Moose Jaw,

Worship the sport, the game without flaw.

It’s Hockey, and it’s a Canadian game;

It’s our game, because no game is the same!

Kids play it on ponds that are frozen;

It’s my favorite sport, the one I have chosen.

I can’t get enough of that puck;

And that wonderful combination of skill, strength and luck.

If I had it my way;

I’d play hockey all day.

Now, I would talk about hockey more,

But I’ve got a game to play, and I’ve got goals to score!

