
My Softbal l  
 
The soft leather sleeping on my hand 
Moulding to the shape, 
It is my exact match 
The batter, is determined 
I pitched the ball! 
It breaks the air 
It starts spinning furiously 
The batter starts to strike the ball 
It dodges and settles- 
Settles into the hand of the catcher 
Umpire calls ‘strikeout!’ 
This softball is now lucky 
My first strikeout. 
 
 
Saabiq, Year 6 
Brighton-le-Sands Public School 
 


